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PREFACE. 


QJThiii  t  wnto«  calls  his  work  a  Romanee,  k  need  hardly  be 
•beerved  that  he  wishes  to  claim  a  certain  latitude,  both  as  to  iti 
fashion  and  material,  which  he  woald  not  have  felt  himself  entitled 
to  assume,  had  he  professed  to  be  writing  a  NotcL^  The  latter 
form  of  composition  is  presumed  to  aim  at  a  very  minute  fidelity, 
not  merely  to  the  possible,  but  to  the  probable  and  ordinary  course 
ef  man's  experience/^  The  former  —  while,  as  a  work  of  art,  it 
must  rigidly  subject  itself  to  laws,  and  while  it  sins  unpardonably 
BO  far  as  it  may  swerye  aside  from  the  truth  of  the  human  heart— 
has  fairly  a  right  to  present  that  truth  under  circumstances,  to  a 
great  extent,  of  the  writer's  own  choosing  or  creation.  If  he 
think  fit,  also,  he  may  so  manage  his  atmospherical  medium  as  U 
bring  out  or  mellow  the  lights,  and  deepen  and  enrich  the  shadows, 
of  the  picturq^  He  will  be  wise,  no  doubt,  to  make  a  very  mod- 
erate use  of  the  privileges  here  stated,  and,  especially,  to  mingle 
the  Marvellous  rather  as  a  slight,  delicate,  and  evanescent  flavor, 
than  as  any  portion  of  the  actual  substance  of  the  dish  offered  to 
the  public.  He  can  hardly  be  said,  however,  to  commit  a  hteraiy 
crime,  even  if  he  disregard  this  caution. 

In  the  present  work,  the  author  hss  proposed  to  himself—  but 
with  what  success,  fortunately,  it  is  not  for  him  to  'ndge  — ts 
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keep  undeTiatingly  within  his  immunities.  iThe  point  of  view  ib 
which  this  tale  comes  under  the  Romantic  definition  lies  in  the 
attempt  to  connect  a  by-gone  time  with  the  very  present  that  is 
flitting  away  from  us.  It  is  a  legend,  prolonging  itself,  from  an 
epoch  now  gray  in  the  distance,  down  into  our  own  broad  daylight, 
and  bringing  along  with  it  some  of  its  legendary  mist,  which  the 
reader,  according  to  his  pleasure,  may  either  disregard,  or  allow 
it  to  float  almost  imperceptibly  ^bout  th^  cbaracters  ^4  events 
for  the  sake  of  a  picturesque  effectn  The  iiarnLtiye,  it  n^y  be,  is 
woven  of  so  humble  a  teicture  as  tp  require  this  advantage,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  to  render  it  the  more  difficult  of  attainment. 
.  Many  writers  lay  very  great  stress  upon  some  definite  moral 
purpose,  at  which  they  profess  to  aim  their  works.  Not  to  be 
deficient  in  this  particular,  the  author  has  provided  himsell  with 
a  moral ; — the  truth,  namely,  that  the  wrong-doing  of  one  gen- 
eration lives  into  the  successive  onef,  mii,  divesting  itself  of  every 
temporary  advantage,  becomes  a  pure  and  uQcontrollable  mischief, 
—  and  he  would  feel  it  «»ngular  gratificati^m,  if  this  roi^ance 
might  efiiectually  convince  mankind  —  or,  indeed,  any  one  man  -* 
of  the  folly  of  tumbling  down  an  avalanche  of  ill-gotten  gold^  or 
real  estate,  on  the  heads  of  an  unfortunate  posterity,  thereby  to 
maim  and  crush  them,  until  the  accumulated  mass  shall  be  scat- 
tered abroad  in  its  original  ^toma?;  In  good  faith,  however,  he  is 
not  sufficiently  imaginative  to  flatter  himself  with  the  slightest 
hope  of  this  kind.  When  romances  do  really  teach  anything,  or 
produce  any  effective  operation,  it  is  usually  through  a  far  more 
subtile  process  than  the  ostensible  one.*^The  author  has  consid- 
cnd  it  iMtrdly  worth  his  while,  therefore,  relentlessly  to  iiapele 
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Hbo  Story  with  its  moral,  as  with  an  iron  rod,  -*  ar,  rather,  as  hj 
sticking  a  pin  through  a  butterfly, — thus  at  once  depriving  it  of 
life,  and  causing  it  to  stiffen  in  an  ungainly  and  unnatural  atti- 
tude j  A  high  truth,  indeed,  fairly,  finely,  and  skilfully  wrought 
ovLif  brightening  at  every  step,  and  crowning  the  final  development 
•f  a  work  of  fiction,  may  add  an  artistic  glory,  but  is  never  any 
truer,  and  seldom  any  more  evident,  at  the  last  page  than  at  the 
first. 

The  reader  may  perhaps  choose  to  assign  an  actual  locality  to 
the  imaginary  events  of  this  narrative.  If  permitted  by  the  his- 
torical connection,  —  which,  though  slight,  was  essential  to  his 
plan,  —  the  author  would  very  willingly  have  avoided  anything  of 
this  nature.  Not  to  speak  of  other  objections,  it  exposes  the 
romance  to  an  inflexible  and  exceedingly  dangerous  species  of 
criticism,  by  bringing  his  fancy-pictures  almost  into  positive  con- 
tact with  the  realities  of  the  moment.  It  has  been  no  part  of  his 
object,  however,  to  describe  local  manners,  nor  in  any  way  to 
meddle  with  the  characteristics  of  a  community  for  whom  he 
cherishes  a  proper  respect  and  a  natural  regard.  He  trusts  not  to 
be  considered  as  unpardonably  o&nding,  by  laying  out  a  street 
that  infringes  upon  nobody's  private  rights,  and  appropriating  a 
lot  of  land  which  had  no  visible  owner,  and  building  a  house,  of 
materials  long  in  use  for  constructing  castles  in  the  air.  The  per- 
sonages of  the  tale  —  though  they  give  themselves  out  to  be  of 
ancient  stability  and  considerable  prominence  —  aio  really  of  the 
author's  own  making,  or,  at  all  events,  of  his  oim  mixing ;  theii 
virtues  can  shed  no  lustre,  nor  their  defects  redound,  in  the 
remotest  degree,  to  the  discredit  of  the  venerable  town  of  whieli 
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they  piofeas  to  be  inhabitants.  He  would  be  glad,  theiefoie,  it — 
especially  in  the  quarter  to  which  he  alludes  —  t^  book  may  bn 
read  strictly  as  a  Romance,  having  a  great  deal  h. ore  to  do  witk 
the  clouds  overhead  than  with  any  portion  of  tht .  actual  soH  f^ 
the  County  of  Essex. 
Imbvk^  Jmiwmy  97.  l§ftl 
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THE    HOUSE 

OF 

THE  SEVEN   GABLES. 


THE  OLD  PYNCHEON  FAMILT. 

HiLF-WAY  down  a  by-street  of  one  of  our  New  England 
towns,  stands  a  rusty  wooden  house,  with  seven  acutely* 
peaked  gables,  facing  towards  various  pointis  of  the  com- 
pass, and  a  huge,  clustered  chimney  in  the  midst.  The 
street  is  Pyncheon-street ;  the  house  is  the  old  Pyncheon- 
house;  and  an  elm-tree,  of  wide  circumference,  rooted 
before  the  door,  is  familiar  to  every  town-bom  child  by  the 
title  of  the  Pyncheon-elm.  On  my  occasional  visits  to  the 
town  aforesaid,  I  seldom  fail  to  turn  down  Pyncheon-street, 
for  the  sake  of  passing  through  the  shadow  of  these  two 
antiquities,  —  the  great  elm-tree,  and  the  weather-beaten 
edifice. 

The  aspect  of  the  venerable  mansion  has  always  affected 
me  like  a  human  countenance,  bearing  the  traces  not 
merely  of  outward  storm  and  sunshine,  but  expressive,  also, 
of  the  long  lapse  of  mortal  life,  and  accompanying  vicissi- 
tudes that  have  passed  within.  Were  these  to  be  worthily 
recounted,  they  tvould  form  a  narrative  of  no  small  interest 
and  instruction,  and  possessing,  moreover,  a  certain  remark- 
able unity,  which  might  almost  seem  the  result  of  artistic 
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arrangement.  But  the  story  would  include  <i  chaih  of 
events  extending  over  the  better  part  of  two  centuries,  and 
written  out  with  reasonable  amplitude,  would  fill  a  bigger 
folio  volume,  or  a  longer  series  of  duodecimos,  than  could 
prudently  be  appropriated  to  the  annals  of  all  New  Eng- 
land during  &  similar  period.  It  consequently  becomes 
imperative  to  make  short  work  with  most  of  the  traditionary 
lore  of  which  the  old  Pyncheon-house,  otherwi^5e  -inown  aa 
,  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  has  been  the  theme.  Witl> 
a  brief  sketch,  therefore,  of  the  circumstances  amid  which 
the  foundation  of  the  house  was  laid,  and  a  rapid  glimpse 
at  its  quaint  exterior,  as  it  grew  black  in  the  prevalent 
east  wind,  —  pointing,  too,  here  and  there,  at  some  spot  of 
more  verdant  mossiness  on  its  roof  and  walls,  —  we  shall 
commence  the  real  action  of  our  tale  at  an  epoch  not  very 
remote  from  the  present  day.  Still,  there  will  be  a  connec- 
tion with  the  long  past  —  a  reference  to  foi^otten  events  and 
personages,  and  to  manners,  feelings,  and  opinions,  almost 
or  wholly  obsolete  —  which,  if  adequately  translated  to  the 
reader,  would  serve  to  illustrate  how  much  of  old  material 
goes  to  make  up  the  freshest  novelty  of  human  life.  Hence, 
too,  might  be  drawn  a  weighty  lesson  from  the  little-regarded 
truth,  that  the  act  of  the  passing  generation  is  the  germ 
which  may  and  must  produce  good  or  evil  fruit,  in  a  far  dis* 
tant  time ;  that,  together  with  the  seed  of  the  merely  tern 
porary  crop,  which  mortals  term  expediency,  they  inevitablj* 
sow  the  acorns  of  a  more  enduring  growth,  which  ma^ 
darkly  overshadow  their  posterity. 

The  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  antique  as  it  now  looks, 
was  not  the  first  habitation  erected  by  civilized  man  on  pre- 
cisely the  same  spot  of  ground.  Pyncheon-street  fonnerly 
bore  the  humblor  appellation  of  Maule*s-lane,  from  tht 
name  of  the  origi  lal  occupant  of  the  soil,  bef(»re  whose  cot 
tage-doi)r  it  was  a  cow-path.     A  natural  spring  of  soft  ani^ 
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pleasant  water  —  a  rare  treasure  on  the  sea-girt  peninMuia, 
where  the  Puritan  settlement  was  made  —  had  early  inducea 
Matthew  Maule  to  bi^ild  a  hut,  shaggy  with  thatch,  at  this 
point,  although  somewhat  too  remote  from  what  was  then 
the  centre  of  the  village.  In  the  growth  of  the  town,  how- 
ever, after  some  thirty  or  forty  years,  the  site  covered  by 
this  rude  hovel  had  become  exceedingly  desirable  in  the  eyes 
of  a  4)rominent  and  powerful  personage,  who  asserted  plau- 
sible claims  to  the  proprietorship  of  this,  and  a  large  adjacent 
tract  of  land,  on  the  strength  of  a  grant  from  the  legislature. 
Colonel  Pyncheon,  the  claimant,  as  we  gather  from  whatever 
traits  of  him  are  preserved,  was  characterized  by  an  iron 
energy  of  purpose.  Matthew  Maule,  on  the  other  hand, 
though  an  obscure  man,  was  stubborn  in  the  defence  of  what 
he  considered  his  right ;  and,  for  several  years,  he  succeeded 
in  protecting  the  acre  or  two  of  earth,  which,  with  his  own 
toil,  he  had  hewn  out  of  the  primeval  forest,  to  be  his 
garden-ground  and  homestead.  No  y^tten  record  of  this 
dispute  is  known  to  be  in  existence.  Our  acquaintance  with 
the  whole  subject  is  derived  chiefly  from  tradition.  It  would 
oe  bold,  therefore,  and  possibly  unjust,  to  venture  a  decisive 
opinion  as  to  its  merits  ;  although  it  appears  to  have  been  at 
least  a  matter  of  doubt,  whether  Colonel  Pyncheon's  claim 
were  not  unduly  stretched,  in  order  to  make  it  cover  the 
small  metes  and  bounds  of  Matthew  Maule.  What  greatly 
strengthens  such  a  suspicion  is  the  fact  that  this  controversy 
oetween  two  ill-matched  antagonists — at  a  period,  moreover, 
(aud  it  as  we  may,  when  personal  influence  had  far  more 
weight  than  now  —  remained  for  years  undecided,  and 
•uime  to  a  close  only  with  the  death  of  the  party  occupying 
the  disputed  soil.  The  mode  of  his  death,  too,  affects  the 
naind  difierently,  in  our  day,  from  what  it  did  a  century  and 
a  half  ago.  It  was  a  death  that  blasted  with  strange  honor 
the  humble  name  of  the  dweller  in  the  cottage,  and  made  f* 
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•ecm  almost  a  religious  act  to  drive  the  plough  ovei  tha 
little  area  of  his  habitation,  and  obliterate  his  p?ace  and 
memory  from  among  men. 

Old  Matthew  Maule,  in  a  word,  was  executed  for  the  crime 
\{  witchcraft.  He  was  one  of  the  martyrs  to  that  terrible 
delusion,  which  should  teach  us,  among  its  other  morals,  that 
the  influential  classes,  and  those  who  take  upon  themselves 
to  be  leaders  of  the  people,  are  fully  liable  to  all  the  passion- 
ate error  that  has  ever  characterized  the  maddest  mob. 
.Clergymen,  judges,  statesmen, — the  wisest,  calmest,  holiest 
persons  of  their  day, — stood  in  the  inner  circle  round  about 
the  gallows,  loudest  Ui  applaud  the  work  of  blood,  latest 
to  confess  themselves  miserably  deceived.  If  any  one  part 
of  their  proceedings  can  be  said  to  deserve  less  blame  than 
another,  it  was  the  singular  indiscrimination  with  which 
they  persecuted,  not  merely  the  poor  and  aged,  as  in  former 
judicial  massacres,  but  people  of  all  ranks ;  their  own  equals* 
brethren,  and  wives^  Amid  the  disorder  of  such  various 
ruin,  it  is  not  strange  that  a  man  of  inconsiderable  note,  like 
Maule,  should  have  trodden  the  martyr's  path  to  the  hill  of 
execution  almost  unremarked  in  the  throng  of  his  fellow 
sufferers.  But,  in  after  days,  when  the  frenzy  of  that  hid 
eous  epoch  had  subsided,  it  was  remembered  how  loudly 
Colonel  Pyncheon  had  joined  in  the  general  cry,  to  purge 
the  land  from  witchcraft ;  nor  did  it  fail  to  be  whispered, 
that  there  was  an  invidious  acrimony  in  the  zeal  with  which 
ae  had  sotight  the  condemnation  of  Matthew  Maule.  It 
was  well  known  that  the  victim  had  recognized  the  bitter- 
ness of  personal  enmity  in  his  persecutor's  conduct  towards 
him,  and  that  he  declared  himself  hunted  to  death  for  his 
spoil.  At  the  moment  of  execution  —  with  the  halter  about 
his  neck  and  while  Colonel  Pyncheon  sat  on  horseback, 
gnmly  gazing  at  the  scene  —  Maule  had  addressed  him  from 
the  scaffold,  and  uttered  a  prophecy,  of  which  historyas  well 
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as  fireside  tradition^  has  preserved  the  very  words.  "  God" 
said  the  dying  man,  pointing  his  finger,  with  a  ghastly  look. 
At  the  undismayed  countenance  of  his  enemy,  "  God  wiU 
give  him  blood  to  drink !  " 

After  the  reputed  wizard's  death,  his  humble  homestead 
had  fallen  an  easy  spoil  into  Colonel  Pyncheon's  grasp. 
When  it  was  understood,  however,  that  the  colonel  intended 
to  erect  a  family  mansion  —  spacious,  ponderously  framed 
of  oaken  timber,  and  calculated  to  endure  for  many  genera- 
tions  of  his  posterity  —  over  the  spot  first  covered  by  the  log- 
built  hut  of  Matthew  Maule,  there  was  much  shaking  of  the 
head  among  the  village  gossips.  Withbut  absolutely  ex- 
pressing a  doubt  whether  the  stalwart  Puritan  had  acted  as 
a  man  of  conscience  and  int^;rity,  throughout  the  proceed- 
ings which  have  been  sketched,  they,  nevertheless,  hinted 
that  he  vms  about  to  build  his  house  over  an  unquiet  grave. 
His  home  would  include  the  home  of  the  dead  and  buried 
wizard,  and  would  thus  afford  the  ghost  of  the  latter  a  kind 
of  privilege  to  haunt  its  new  apartments,  and  the  chambers 
into  which  future  bridegrooms  were  to  lead  their  brides,  and 
where  children  of  the  Pyncheon  blood  were  to  be  bom. 
The  terror  and  ugliness  of  Maule's  crime,  and  the  wretched- 
ness of  his  punishment,  would  darken  the  freshly-plastered 
waljs,  and  infect  them  early  with  the  scent  of  an  old  and 
melancholy  house.  Why,  then,  —  while  so  much  of  the 
soil  around  him  was  bestrewn  with  the  virgin  forest-leaves, 
—  why  should  Colonel  Pyncheon  prefer  a  site  that  had 
already  been  accurst  ? 

But  the  Puritan  soldier  and  magistrate  was  not  a  man  to 
be  turned  aside  from  his  well-considered  scheme,  either  by 
dread  of  the  wizard's  ghost,  or  by  flimsy  sentimentalities 
of  any  kind,  however  specious.  Had  he  been  told  of  a  bad 
ail  it  might  have  moved  him  somewhat ;  but  he  was  ready 
to  encounter  an  evil  spirit  on  his  ovm  ground.     Endowed 
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witli  CO] anion  sense,  as  massive  and  hard  as  blocks  of  gran* 
itc,  fastened  together  by  stem  rigidity  of  purpose,  as  with 
iron  clamps,  he  followed  out  his  original  design,  probably 
without  so  much  as  imagining  an  objection  to  it.  On  the 
score  of  delicacy,  or  any  scrupulousness  which  a  finer  sensi 
blMty  might  have  taught  him,  the  colonel,  like  most  of  his 
breed  and  generation,  vras  impenetrable.  He,  therefore,  dug 
his  cellar,  and  laid  the  deep  foundations  of  his  mansion,  on 
the  square  of  earth  whence  Matthew  Maule,  forty  years 
before,  had  first  swept  away  the  fallen  leaves.  It  was  a 
curious,  and,  as  some  people  thought,  an  ominous  fact,  that, 
very  soon  after  the  workmen  began  tjieur  operations,  the 
spring  of  water,  above  mentioned,  entirely  lost  the  delicious- 
ness  of  its  pristine  quality.  Whether  its  sources  were  dis- 
turbed by  the  depth  of  the  new  cellar,  or  whatever  subtlei 
cause  might  lurk  at  the  bottom,  it  is  certain  that  the  water 
of  Maule's  Well,  as  it  continued  to  be  called,  grew  hard  and 
forackish.  Even  such  we  find  it  now ;  and  any  old  woman 
of  the  neighborhood  will  certify  that  it  is  productive  of 
, intestinal  mischief  to  those  who  quench  their  thirst  there. 

The  reader  may  deem  it  singular  that  the  head  carpen- 
ter of  the  new  edifice  was  no  other  than  the  son  of  the  very 
man  from  whose  dead  gripe  the  property  of  the  soil  had 
been  wrested.  Not  improbably  he  was  the  best  workman 
of  his  time ;  or,  perhaps,  the  colonel  thought  it  expedient,  oi 
was  impelled  by  some  better  feeling,  thus  openly  to  cast 
aside  all  animosity  against  the  race  of  his  fallen  antagonist 
Nor  was  it  out  of  keeping  with  the  general  coarseness  and 
matter-of-fact  character  of  the  age,  that  the  son  should  be 
willing  to  earn  an  honest  penny,  or,  rather,  a  weighty 
amount  of  sterling  pounds,  from  the  purse  of  his  father's 
deadly  enemy.  At  all  events,  Thomas  Maule  became  the 
architect  of  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  and  performed 
his  duty  so  faithfully  that  the  timber  frame-work,  fastened 
his  hands,  still  holds  together. 
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Thus  the  great  house  was  built.  Familiar  eue  it  etaudi 
m  the  writer's  recollection,  —  for  it  has  been  an  object  of 
curiosity  with  him  from  boyhood,  both  as  a  specimen  of  the 
best  and  stateliest  architecture  of  a  long-past  epoch,  and  aa 
the  scene  of  events  more  full  of  human  interest,  perhaps, 
than  those  of  a  gray  feudal  castle,  —  familiar  as  it  stands, 
in  it^  rusty  old  age,  it  is  therefore  only  the  more  difficult 
to  imagine  the  bright  novelty  with  which  it  first  caught  the 
sunshine.  The  impression  of  its  actual  state,  at  this  dis 
tance  of  a  hundred  and  sixty  years,  darkens,  inevitably, 
through  the  picture  which  we  would  fain  give  of  its  appear* 
ance  on  the  morning  when  the  Puritan  magnate  bade  all 
the  town  to  be  his  guests.  A  ceremony  of  consecration, 
festive  as  well  as  religious,  was  now  to  be  performed.  A 
prayer  and  discourse  from  the  Kev.  Mr.  Higginson,  and 
the  outpouring  of  a  psalm  from  the  general  throat  of  the 
community,  was  to  be  made  acceptable  to  the  grosser  sense 
by  ale,  cider,  wine,  and  brandy,  in  copious  effusion,  and,  as 
some  authorities  aver,  by  an  ox,  roasted  whole,  or,  at  least, 
by  the  weight  and  substance  of  an  ox,  in  more  manageable 
joints  and  sirloins.  The  carcass  of  a  deer,  shot  within 
twenty  miles,  had  supplied  material  for  the  vast  circumfer* 
ence  of  a  pasty.  A  cod-fish,  of  sixty  pounds,  caught  in  the 
bay,  had  been  dissolved  into  the  rich  liquid  of  a  chowder. 
The  chimney  of  the  new  house,  in  short,  belching  forth  its 
kitchen-smoke,  impregnated  the  whole  air  with  the  scent  of 
meats,  fowls,  and  fishes,  spicily  concocted  with  odoriferous 
herbs,  and  onions  in  abundance.  The  mere  smell  of  such 
festivity,  making  its  way  to  everybody's  nostrils,  was  at 
once  an  invitation  and  an  appetite. 

Maule'S'lane,  or  Pjmcheon-street,  as  it  were  now  more 
decorous  to  call  it,  wa^  thronged,  at  the  appointed  hour,  as 
with  a  congregation  on  its  way  to  church.  All,  as  they 
approached,  looked  upward  at  the  imposing  edifice,  whi(*h 
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was  henceforth  to  assume  its  rank  among  the  habitatiom 
of  mankind.  There  it  rose,  a  little  withdrawn  from  the 
line  of  the  street,  but  in  pride,  not  modesty.  Its  whole 
visible  exterior  was  ornamented  with  quaint  figures,  con- 
ceived in  the  grotesqueness  of  a  gothic  fsincy,  and  drawn 
or  stamped  in  the  glittering  plaster,  composed  of  lime, 
pebbles,  and  bits  of  glass,  with  which  the  wood-work  of  the 
walls  was  overspread.  On  every  side,  the  seven  gables 
pointed  sharply  towards  the  sky,  and  presented  the  aspect 
of  a  whole  sisterhood  of  edifices,  breathing  through  the 
spiracles  of  one  great  chimney.  The  many  lattices,  with 
their  small,  diamond-shaped  panes,  admitted  the  sunlight 
into  hall  and  chamber,  while,  nevertheless,  the  second  story, 
projecting  far  over  the  base,  and  itself  retiring  beneath  the 
vhird,  threw  a  shadow  and  thoughtful  gloom  into  the  lower 
rooms.  Carved  globes  of  wood  were  afiiixed  under  the 
jutting  stories.  Little  spiral  rods  of  iron  beautified  each  of 
the  seven  peaks.  On  the  triangular  portion  of  the  gable, 
that  fronted  next  the  street,  was  a  dial,  put  up  that  very 
morning,  and  on  which  the  sun  was  still  marking  the  pas- 
sage of  the  first  bright  hour  in  a  history  that  was  not 
destined  to  be  all  so  bright.  All  around  were  scattered 
shavings,  chips,  shingles,  and  broken  halves  of  bricks; 
these,  together  with  the  lately-turned  earth,  on  which  the 
grass  had  not  begun  to  grow,  contributed  to  the  impression 
of  strangeness  and  novelty  proper  to  a  house  that  had  ye< 
its  place  to  make  among  men's  daily  interests. 

The  principal  entrance,  which  had  almost  the  breadth  of 
a  church-door,  was  in  the  angle  between  the  two  front 
gables,  and  was  covered  by  an  open  porch,  with  benches 
beneath  its  shelter.  Under  this  arched  door-way,  scraping 
their  feet  on  the  unworn  threshold,  now  trod  the  clei^gymen 
the  elders,  the  magistrates,  the  deacons,  and  whatever  of 
aristocracy  there  'vas  in  town  or  county.    Thither,  too 
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ihionged  the  plebeian  classes,  as  freely  as  their  betters,,  and 
in  larger  number.  Just  withia  the  entrance,  however, 
«tdod  cwo  serving-men,  pointing  some  of  the  guests  to  the 
neighborhood  of  the  kitchen,  and  ushering  others  into  the 
statelier  rooms,  <r- hospitable  alike  to  all,  but  still  with  n 
scrutinizing  regard  to  the  high  or  low  degree  of  each.  V^l- 
yet  garments,  sombre  but  rich,  stiffly-plaited  n^fis  and 
bands,  embroidered  gloves,  venerable  beards,  the  mien  and 
countenance  of  authority,  made  it  easy  tQ  distinguish  the 
gentlenian  of  worship,  at  that  period,  from  the  tradesman, 
with  his  plodding  air,  or  the  laborer,  in  his  leathern  jerkin, 
stealing  awe-stricken  into  the  house  which  he  had  perhaps 
helped  to  build. 

One  inauspicious  circumstance  there  was,  which  awak- 
ened a  hardly-concealed  displeasure  in  the  breasts  of  a  few 
of  the  more  punctilious  visiters.  The  founder  of  this  stately 
mansion  —  a  gentleman  noted  for  the  square  and  ponderous 
courtesy  of  .his  demeanor — ought  surely  to  have  stood  in 
his  own  hall,  and  to  have  offered  the  first  welcome  to  so 
many  eminent  personages  as  here  presented  themselves  in 
honor  of  his  solemn  festival.  He  was  as  yet  invisible ;  the 
most  favored  of  the  guests  had  not  beheld  him. "  This  slug- 
gishness on  Colonel  Pyncheon's  part  became  still  more  unac- 
countable, when  the  second  dignitary  of  the  province  made 
his  appearance,  and  found  no  more  ceremonious  a  reception. 
The  lieutenant-governor,  although  his  visit  was  one  of  the 
anticipated  glories  of  the  day,  had  alighted  from  his  horse, 
and  assisted  his  lady  from  l^ei  side-saddle,  and  crossed  the 
colonel's  threshold,  without  other  greeting  than  thut  of  the 
principal  domestic. 

This  person — a  gray-headed  man,  of  quiet  and  most  re- 
spectful deportment — found  it  necessary  to  explain  that  hia 
master  still  remained  in  his  study,  or  private  apartment ;  od 
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rnteriiig  which,  an  hour  before,  he  had  expressed  a  wUh  on 
no  account  to  be  disturbed. 

"  Do  not  you  see,  fellow,"  said  the  high  sheriff  of  the 
county,  taking  the  servant  aside,  "that  this  is  no  less  a 
man  than  the  lieutenant-governor  ?  Summon  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon  at  once  !  I  know  ttiat  he  received  letters  from  Eng- 
land, this  morning ;  and,  in  the  perusal  and  consideration 
of  them,  an  hour  may  have  passed  away,  without  his  notic- 
ing it.  But  he  will  be  ill-pleased,  I  judge,  if  you  suffer  him 
CO  neglect  the  courtesy  due  to  one  of  our  chief  rulers,  and 
who  may  be  said  to  represent  King  Williatn,  in  the  absence 
of  the  governor  himself.     Call  your  master  instantly ! " 

"  Nay,  please  your  worship,"  answered  the  man,  in  much 
perplexity,  but  with  a  backwardness  that  strikingly  indicated 
the  hard  and  severe  character  of  Colonel  Pyncheon's  domes- 
tic rule ;  "  my  master's  orders  were  exceeding  strict ;  and,  as 
your  worship  knows,  he  permits  of  no  discretion  in  the  obe- 
dience of  those  who  owe  him  service.  Let  who  list  open 
yonder  door ;  I  dare  not,  though  the  governor's  own  voice 
should  bid  me  do  it ! " 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  master  high  sheriff!"  cried  the  lieutenant- 
governor,  who  had  overheard  the  foregoing  discussion,  and 
felt  himself  high  enough  in  station  to  play  a  little  with  his 
dignity.  "  I  will  take  the  matter  into  my  own  hands.  It 
is  time  that  the  good  colonel  came  forth  to  greet  his  friends, 
else  we  shall  be  apt  to  suspect  that  he  has  taken  a  sip  tro 
much  of  his  Canary  wine,  in  his  extreme  deliberation  which 
cask  it  were  best  to  broach,  in  honor  of  the  day !  But  since 
he  is  so  much  behindhand,  I  will  give  him  a  remembrancer 
myself! " 

Accordingly,  with  such  a  tramp  of  his  ponderous  riding- 
boots  as  might  of  itself  have  been  audible  in  the  remotest 
of  the  seven  gables,  he  advanced  to  the  door,  which  the 
■ervant  })ointed  out,  and  made  its  new  panels  reecho  w  th  a 
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load,  fiee  knock.  Then,  looking  round,  with  a  smile,  to  the 
spectators,  he  awaited  a  response.  As  none  came,  how- 
ever, he  knocked  again,  hut  with  the  same  unsatisfactory 
result  as  at  first  And  now,  heing  a  trifle  choleric  in  his 
temperament,  the  lieutenant-governor  uplifted  the  heavy 
hilt  of  his  sword,  wherewith  he  so  heat  and  banged  upon 
the  door,  that,  as  some  of  the  bystanders  whispered,  the 
racket  might  have  disturbed  the  dead.  Be  that  as  it  might 
it  seemed  to  produce  no  awakening  effect  on  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon.  When  the  sound  subsided,  the  silence  through  the 
house  was  deep,  dreary  and  oppressive,  notwithstanding  that 
the  tongues  of  many  of  the  guests  had  already  been  loosened 
ay  a  surreptitious  cup  or  two  of  wine  or  spirits. 

"  Strange,  forsooth !  -*  very  strange  I "  cried  the  lieuten- 
ant-governor, whose  smile  was  changed  to  a  frown.  '^  But 
seeing  that  our  host  sets  us  the  good  example  of  forgetting 
ceremony,  I  shall  likewise  throw  it  aside,  and  make  free  tc 
mtrude  on  his  privacy ! " 

He  tried  the  door,  which  yielded  to  his  hand,  and  was 
flung  wide  open  by  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  that  passed,  aa 
with  a  loud  sigh,  from  the  outermost  porta],  through  all  the 
passages  and  apartments  of  the  new  house.  It  rustled  the 
silken  garments  of  the  ladies,  i^nd  waved  the  long  curls  of 
<he  gentleman's  wigs,  and  shook  the  window-hangings  and 
the  curtains  of  the  bed-chambers;  causing  everywhere  a 
ssingular  stir,  which  yet  was  more  like  a  hush.  A  shadow 
of  awe  and  half-fearful  anticipation  —  nobody  knew  where- 
fore, nor  of  what — had  all  at  once  fallen  over  the  company. 

They  thronged,  however,  to  the  now  open  door,  piessing 
the  lieutenant-governor,  in  the  eagerness  of  their  curiosity, 
into  the  room  in  advance  of  them.  At  the  first  glimpse, 
they  beheld  nothing  extraordinary:  a  handsomely-furnished 
room,  of  moderate  size,  somewhat  darkened  by  curtains, 
Nioks  arranged  on  shelves ;  a  large  map  on  the  wall,  and 
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likewise  a  portrait  of  Colonel  Pyncheon,  beneath  which  sat 
the  original  colonel  himself,  in  an  oaken  elbow-^hair,  With 
a  pen  in  his  hand.  Letters,  parchments,  and  blank  sheets 
of  paper,  were  on  the  table  before  him^  He  appeared  to 
gaze  at  the  carious  crowd,  in  front  of  which  istood  the  lieii* 
tenant-governor ;  and  there  was  a  frown  on  his  dark  ana 
massive  countenance,  as  if  sternly  resentful  of  the  boldness 
that  had  impelled  them  into  his  private  retirement. 

A  little  boy  —  the  colonel's  gmndchild,  and  the  only 
human  being  that  ever  dared  to  be  familiar  with  him  ■— 
now  made  his  way  among  the  guests,  and  ran  towfirds  the 
seated  figure ;  then  pausing  half-way,  hje  began  to  shriek 
with  terror.  The  company,  tremtdous  as  the  leaves  of  a 
tree,  when  all  are  shaking  together,  drew  nearer,  and  per- 
ceived that  there  was  an  xmnatural  distortion  in  the  fixed- 
ness bf  Colonel  Pyncheon's  stare ;  that  there  was  blood  on 
nis  tuff,  and  that  his  hoary  beard  Was  saturated  with  it.  It 
was  too  late  to  give  assistance.  The  iron-heatted  Puritan^ 
the  relentless  persecutor,  the  grasping  and  strong-willed 
naan,  was  dead  I  Dead,  in  his  new  house !  There  is  a 
sradition,  only  worth  alluding  to,  as  lending  a  tinge  of  super- 
stitious awe  to  a  scene  perhaps  gloomy  enough  without  itj 
that  a  Voice  spoke  loudly  among  the  guests,  the  tones  of 
which  were  like  those  of  old  Matthew  Maule,  the  exe- 
cuted wizard,  —  "  God  hath  given  him  blood  to  drink  I " 

Thus  early  had  that  one  guest  —  the  only  guest  who  is 
certain,  at  one  time  or  another,  to  find  his  way  into  every 
human  dwelling  —  thus  early  had  Death  stepped  across  the 
threshold  of  the  House  of  the  Seven  Grables ! 

Colonel  Pyncheon's  sudden  and  mysterious  end  made  a 
vast  deal  of  noise  in  its  day.  There  were  many  rumors, 
some  of  which  have  vaguely  drifted  down  to  the  present 
time,  how  that  appearances  indicated  violence ;  that  there 
were  the  marks  of  fingets  on  his  throat,  and  the  print  of  fl 
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Okiiody  hand  on  his  plaited  ruff;  and  thai  his  peaked  beard 
was  diaheirelled,  as  if  it  had  been  fiercely  chitched  and 
\mlled.  It  was  averred,  likewise,  that  the  lattice-  window, 
near  the  colonel's  chair,  was  open;  and  that,  only  a  few 
minutes  before  the  fatal  occurrence,  the  figure  of  a  man  had 
been  seen  clambering  over  the  garden-fence,  in  the  rear  of 
the  house.  But  it  were  folly  to  lay  any  stress  on  stories 
of  this  kind,  which  are  sure  to  spring  up  around  such  an 
event  as  that  now  related,  and  which,  as  in  the  present 
case,  sometimes  prolong  themselves  for  ages  afterwards, 
like  the  toadstools  that  indicate  where  the  fallen  and  buried 
trunk  of  a  tree  has  long  since  mouldered  into  the  earth. 
For  our  own  part,  we  allow  them  just  as  little  credence  as 
to  that  other  fable  of  the  skeletonhand  which  the  lieuten- 
ant-governor  was  said  to  have  seen  at  the  colonel's  throat, 
but  which  vanished  away,  as  he  advanced  further  into  the 
room.  Certain  it  is,  however,  that  there  was  a  great  con- 
sultation and  dispute  of  doctors  over  the  dead  body.  One 
—  John  Swinnerton  by  name  — vdio  appears  to  have  been 
a  man  of  eminence,  upheld  it,  if  we  have  rightly  under* 
stood  his  terms  of  art,  to  be  a  case  of  apoplexy.  His  pro- 
fessional  brethren,  each  for.  himself,  adopted  various  hypoth* 
eses,  more  or  less  plausible,  but  all  dressed  out  in  a  per- 
plexing mystery  of  {dirase,  which,  if  it  do  not  show  a 
bewilderment  of  mind  in  these  erudite  physicians,  certainly 
causes  it  in  the  unlearned  peruser  of  their  opinions.  The 
coroner's  jury  sat  upon  the  corpse,  and,  like  sensible  men, 
returned  an  unassailable  verdict  of  *'  Sudden  Death  ! " 

It  is  indeed  difficult  to  imagine  that  there  could  have 
been  a  serious  suspicion  of  murder,  or  the  slightest  grounds 
f<»r  implicating  any  particular  individual  as  the  perpetrator. 
The  rank,  wealth,  and  eminent  character  of  the  deceased, 
must  have  insured  the  strictest  scrutiny  into  every  auibigu* 
ous  circumstance.    As  none  such  is  on  record  it  is  safe  to 
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assume  that  none  existed.  Tradition  —  which  sonw^imea 
brings  down  truth  that  history  has  let  slip,  but  is  oftener  the 
wild  babble  of  the  time,  such  as  was  formerly  spoken  at  tlie 
fireside,  and  now  congeals  in  newspapers  —  tradition  ia 
responsible  for  all  contrary  averments.  In  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon's  funeral  sermon,  which  was  printed,  and  is  still 
extant,  the  Rev,  Mr.  Hig^nson  enumerates,  among  the 
many  felicities  of  his  distinguished  parishioner's  earthly 
career,  the  happy  seasonableness  of  his  death.  His  duties 
all  performed,  —  the  highest  prosperity  attained,  —  his  race 
and  future  generations  fixed  on  a  stable  basis,  and  with  a 
stately  roof  to  shelter  them,  for  centuries  to  come,  —  what 
other  upward  step  remained  for  this  good  man  to  take, 
save  the  final  step  from  earth  to  the  golden  gate  of  heaven ! 
The  pious  clei^yman  surely  would  not  have  uttered  words 
like  these,  had  he  in  the  least  suspected  that  the  colonel 
had  been  thrust  into  the  other  world  with  the  clutch  of 
violence  upon  his  throat. 

The  family  of  Colonel  Pyncheon,  at  the  epoch  of  his 
death,  seemed  destined  to  as  fortunate  a  permanence  as  can 
anywise  consist  with  the  inherent  instability  of  human 
afiairs.  It  might  fairly  be  anticipated  that  the  progress  of 
time  would  rather  increase  and  ripen  their  prosperity,  than 
wear  away  and  destroy  it.  For,  not  only  had  his  son  and 
heir  come  into  immediate  enjoyment  of  a  rich  estate,  but 
there  was  a  claim,  through  an  Indian  deed,  confirmed  by  a 
subsequent  gmnt  of  the  General  Court,  to  a  vast  and  a*s 
yet  unexplored  and  unmeasured  tract  of  eastern  lands. 
These  possessions  —  for  as  such  they  might  almost  cer- 
tainly be  reckoned  —  comprised  the  greater  part  of  what  is 
now  known  as  Waldo  County,  in  the  State  of  Maine,  and 
were  more  extensive  than  many  a  dukedom,  or  even  a 
reigning  prince's  territory,  on  European  soil.  When  the 
pathless  forest,  that  still  covered  thm  wild  principality 
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should  give  place  —  as  it  inevitably  must,  though  perhaps 
not  till  ages  hence  —  to  the  golden  fertility  of  human  cuJ 
mre,  it  would  be  the  source  of  incalculable  wealth  to  the 
Pyncheon  blood.  Had  the  colonel  survived  only  a  few 
weeks  longer,  it  is  probable  that  his  great  political  influence, 
and  powerful  connections,  at  home  and  abroad,  would  have 
consummated  all  that  was  necessary  to  render  the  claim 
available.  But,  in  spite  of  good  Mr.  Higginson's  congratu- 
latory eloquence,  this  appeared  to  be  the  one  thing  which 
Colonel  Pyncheon,  provident  and  sagacious  as  he  was,  had 
allowed  to  go  at  loose  ends.  So  far  as  the  prospective 
territory  was  concerned,  he  unquestionably  died  too  soon. 
His  son  lacked  not  merely  the  father's  eminent  position,  but 
the  talent  and  force  of  character  to  achieve  it :  he  could, 
therefore,  effect  nothing  by  dint  of  political  interest ;  and 
the  bare  justice  or  legality  of  the  claim  was  not  so  appa- 
rent, after  the  colonel's  decease,  as  it  had  been  pronounced 
in  his  lifetime.  Some  connecting  link  had  slipped  out  of 
the  evidence,  and  could  not  anywhere  be  found. 

Efforts,  it  is  true,  were  made  by  the  Pyncheons,  not  only 
then,  but  at  various  periods  for  nearly  a  hundred  year# 
afterwards,  to  obtain  what  they  stubbornly  persisted  in 
deeming  their  right.  But,  in  course  of  time,  the  territory 
was  partly  re-g^nted  to  more  favored  individuals,  and 
partly  cleared  and  occupied  by  actual  settlers.  These  last, 
if  they  ever  heard  of  the  Pyncheon  title,  would  have 
laughed  at  the  idea  of  any  man's  asserting  a  right  —  on 
the  strength  of  mouldy  parchments,  signed  with  the  faded 
autographs  of  governors  and  legislators  long  dead  and  for- 
gotten—  to  the  lands  which  they  or  their  fathers  had 
wrested  from  the  wild  hand  of  nature,  by  their  own  sturdy 
toil.  This  impalpable  claim,  therefore,  resulted  in  nothing 
more  solid  than  to  cherish,  from  generation  to  generation, 
an  absurd  delusion  (f  family  importance,  which  pIJ  alqpg 
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characterized  the  Pyncheons.  It  caused  the  poorest  mem* 
^M)&r  of  the  race  to  feel  as  if  he  inherited  a  kind  of  nobility 
an^  might  yet  come  into  the  possession  of  princely  wealth 
to  support  it.  In  the  better  specimens  of  the  breed,  this 
peculiarity  threw  an  ideal  grace  over  the  hard  materia^  of 
human  life,  without  stealing  away  any  truly  valuable 
quality.-  In  the  baser  sort,  its  effect  was  to  increase  thu 
liability  to  sluggishness  and  dependence,  and  induce  the 
victim  of  a  shadowy  hope  to  remit  all  self-effort,  while 
awaiting  the  realization  of  his  dreams.  Years  and  years 
after  their  claim  had  passed  out  of  the  public  memory,  the 
P*yncheons  were  accustomed  to  consult  the  colonel's  ancien*. 
map,  which  had  been  projected  while  Waldo  County  was 
still  an  imbroken  wilderness.  Where  the  old  land-surveyor 
had  put  down  woods,  lakes,  and  rivers,  they  marked  out  the 
cleared  spaces,  and  dotted  the  villages  and  towns,  and 
calculated  the.  progressively  increasing  value  of  the  terri- 
tory, as  if  there  were  yet  a  prospect  of  its  ult^ately  form- 
mg  a  princedom  for  themselves. 

In  almost  every  generation,  nevertheless,  there  happened 
to  be  some  one  descendant  of  the  family  gifted  with  a  por- 
tion of  the  hard,  keen  sense,  and  practical  enei^,  that  had 
so  remarkably  distinguished  the  original  founder.  His 
character,  indeed,  might  be  traced  all  the  way  down,  as  dis- 
tinctly as  if  the  colonel  himself,  a  little  diluted,  had  been 
gifted  with  a  sort  of  intermittent  immortality  on  earth.  At 
two  or  three  epochs,  when  the  fortunes  of  the  family  were 
low,  this  representative  of  hereditary  qualities  had  made  his 
appearance,  and  caused  the  traditionary  gossips  of  the  town 
to  whisper  among  themselves :  — "  Here  is  the  old  Pyn- 
cheon  come  again !  Now  the  Seven  Gables  will  be  new- 
shingled  ! "  From  father  to  son,  they  clung  to  the  ances- 
tral house,  with  singular  tenacity  of  home  attachment.  Fo: 
various  reasons,  however,  and  from  impressions  often  too 
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vaguely  foanded  to  be  put  on  paper,  the  writei  cherishes  the 
belief  that  many,  if  not  most,  of  the  successire  proprietors  of 
this  estate,  were  troubled  with  doubts  as  to  their  moral  right 
to  hold  it.  Of  their  legal  tenure  there  could  be  no  question ; 
but  old  Matthew  Maule,  it  is  to  be  feared,  trode  downward 
from  his  own  age  to  a  far  later  one,  planting  a  heavy  foot- 
step, all  the  way,  on  the  conscience  of  a  Pyncheon.  If  so, 
we  are  left  to  dispose  of  the  awful  query,  whether  each 
inheritor  of  the  property  —  conscious  of  wrong,  and  failing 
to  rectify  it  — did  not  commit  anew  the  great  guilt  of  his 
Ancestor,  and  incur  all  its  original  responsibilities.  And 
supposing  such  to  be  the  case,  would  it  not  be  a  far  truer 
mode  of  expression  to  say,  of  the  Pyncheon  familv,  that  they 
inherited  a  great  misfortune,  than  the  reverse  ? 

We  have  already  hinted,  that  it  is  not  our  purpose  to 
trace  down  the  history  of  the  Pyncheon  family,  in  its  un- 
broken connection  with  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables ; 
Qor  to  show,  as  in  a  magic  picture,  how  the  rustiness  and 
infirmity  of  age  gathered  over  the  venerable  house  itself. 
As  regards  its  interior  life,  a  large,  dim  looking-glass  used 
to  hang  in  one  of  the  rooms,  and  was  fabled  to  contain 
within  its  depths  all  the  shapes  that  had  ever  been  reflected 
ihero,  —  the  old  colonel  himself,  and  his  many  descendants, 
some  in  the  garb  of  antique  babyhood,  and  others  in  the 
l)loom  of  feminine  beauty  or  manly  prime,  or  saddened 
with  the  wrinkles  of  frosty  age.  Had  we  the  secret  of  that 
mirror,  we  would  gladly  sit  do\^Ti  before  it,  and  transfer  its 
revelations  to  our  page.  But^  there  was  a  story,  for  which 
it  is  difficult  to  conceive  any  foundation,  that  the  posterity 
of  Matthew  Maule  had  some  connection  with  the  mystery 
of  the  looking-glass,  and  that,  by  what  appears  to  have 
Oeen  a  sort  of  mesmeric  process,  they  could  make  its  innei 
region  all  alive  with  the  departed  Pyncheons ;  not  as  they 
Had  «bown  themselves  to  the  wor^d  nor  in  their  better  and 
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happier  hours,  but  as  doing  over  again  some  deed  of  sin  if 
in  the  crisis  of  life's  bitterest  sorrow.  The  popular  imagina* 
tion,  indeed,  long  kept  itself  busy  with  the  affair  of  the  olc 
Puritan  Pyncheon  and  the  wizard  Maule ;  the  curse,  whicl 
the  latter  flung  from  his  scaffold,  was  remembered,  with  the 
very  important  addition,  that  it  had  become  a  part  of  the 
Pyncheon  inheritance.  If  one  of  the  family  did  but  gurgk 
in  his  throat,  a  bystander  would  be  likely  enough  to  whis- 
per, between  jest  and  earnest,  —  "  He  has  Maule's  blood  to 
drink ! "  The  sudden  death  of  a  Pjmcheon,  about  a  hun- 
dred years  ago,  with  circumstances  very  similar  to  what 
have  been  related  of  the  colonePs  exit,  was  held  as  giving 
additional  probability  to  the  received  opinion  on  this  topic. 
It  was  considered,  moreover,  an  ugly  and  ominous  circum- 
stance, that  Colonel  Pyncheon 's  picture  —  in  obedience,  it 
was  said,  to  a  provision  of  his  will  —  remained  affixed  to 
the  wall  of  the  room  in  which  he  died.  Those  stem, 
immitigable  features  seemed  to  symbolize  an  evil  influence, 
>nd  so  darkly  to  mingle  the  shadow  of  their  presence  with 
Jie  sunshine  of  the  passing  hour,  that  no  good  thoughts  oi 
purposes  could  ever  spring  up  and  blossom  there.  To  the 
thoughtful  mind,  there  will  be  no  tinge  of  superstition  m 
what  we  figuratively  express,  by  affirming  that  the  ghost 
of  a  dead  progenitor  —  perhaps  as  a  portion  of  his  own  pun- 
ishment—  is  often  doomed  to  become  the  Evil  Genius  of 
his  family. 

The  Pyncheons,  in  brief,  lived  along,  for  the  better  part 
of  two  centuries,  with  perhaps  less  of  outward  vicissitude 
than  has  attended  most  other  New  England  families,  during 
the  same  period  of  time.  Possessing  very  distinctive  traits 
of  their  own,  they  nevertheless  took  the  general  characteris- 
tics of  the  Uttle  community  in  which  they  dwelt ;  a  town 
noted  for  its  frugal,  discreet,  well-ordered,  and  home-loving 
inhabitants,  as  well  as  for  the  somewhat  confined  scope  of 
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its  syinj:nhies ;  but  in  which,  be  it  said,  there  are  oddel 
individuals,  and,  now  and  then,  stranger  occurrences,  than 
one  meets  with  almost  anywhere  else.  During  the  Revolu- 
tion, the  Pyncheon  of  that  epoch,  adopting  the  royal  side, 
became  a  refugee ;  but  repented,  and  made  his  reappearance, 
just  at  the  point  of  time  to  preserve  the  House  of  the  Seven 
Grables  from  confiscation.  For  the  last  seventy  years,  the 
most  noted  event  in  the  Pyncheon  annals  had  been  like- 
wise the  heaviest  calamity  that  ever  befell  the  race ;  no  lesb 
than  the  violent  death  —  for  so  it  was  adjudged  —  of  one 
member  of  the  family,  by  the  criminal  act  of  another.  Cer- 
tain circumstances,  attending  this  fatal  occurrence,  had 
brought  the  deed  irresistibly  home  to  a  nephew  of  the  de- 
ceased Pyncheon.  The  young  man  was  tried  and  convicted 
of  the  crime ;  but  cither  the  circumstantial  nature  of  the 
evidence,  and  possibly  some  lurking  doubt  in  the  breast  of 
the  executive,  or,  lastly,  —  an  argument  of  greater  weight 
in  a  republic  than  it  could  have  been  under  a  monarchy,  — 
the  high  respectability  and  political  influence  of  the  crimi- 
nal's connections,  had  availed  to  mitigate  his  doom  from 
death  to  perpetual  imprisonment.  This  sad  afifair  had 
chanced  about  thirty  years  before  the  action  of  our  story 
commences.  Latterly,  there  were  rumors  (which  few  be- 
lieved, and  only  one  or  two  felt  greatly  interested  in)  thai 
this  long-buried  man  was  likely,  for  some  reason  or  other 
tD  be  summoned  forth  from  his  living  tomb. 

It  ii  essential  to  say  a  few  words  respecting  the  victim  ot 
this  now  almost  forgotten  murder.  He  was  an  old  bachelor, 
and  possessed  of  great  wealth,  in  addition  to  the  house  and 
real  estate  which  constituted  what  remained  of  the  a.)cient 
Pyncheon  property.  Being  of  an  eccentric  and  melancholy 
turn  of  mind,  and  greatly  given  to  rummaging  old  records 
and  hearkening  to  old  traditions,  he  had  brought  himself,  it 
J  aveired,  to  die  conclusion,  that  Matthew  Maule,  tbe  wiz 
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ard,  had  been  foully  wronged  out  of  his  homestead,  if  not 
out  of  his  life.  Such  being  the  case,  and  he,  the  old  bache- 
lor, in  possession  of  the  ill-gotten  spoil  —  with  the  black 
stain  of  blood  sunken  deep  into  it,  and  still  to  be  scented  by 
conscientious  nostrils  —  the  question  occurred,  whether  it 
were  not  imperative  upon  him,  even  at  this  late  hour,  to 
make  restitution  to  Maule's  posterity.  To  a  man  living  so 
much  in  the  past,  and  so  little  in  the  present,  as  the  secluded 
and  antiquarian  old  bachelor,  a  century  and  a  half  seemed 
not  so  vast  a  period  as  to  obviate  the  propriety  of  substitut- 
ing right  for  wrong.  It  was  the  belief  of  those  who  knew 
him  best,  that  he  would  positively  have  taken  the  very  sin- 
gular step  of  giving  up  the  House  of  the  Seven  Grables  to 
the  representative  of  Matthew  Maule,  but  for  the  unspeak- 
able tumult  which  a  suspicion  of  the  old  gentleman's  proj- 
ect awakened  among  his  Pyncheon  relatives.  Their  exer- 
tions had  the  effect  of  suspending  his  purpose ;  but  it  was 
feared  that  he  would  perform,  after  death,  by  the  operation 
of  his  last  will,  what  he  had  so  hardly  been  prevented  from 
doing,  in  his  proper  lifetime.  But  there  is  no  one  thing 
which  men  so  rarely  do,  whatever  the  provocation  or  induce- 
ment, as  to  bequeath  patrimonial  property  away  from  their 
own  blood.  They  may  love  other  individuals  far  better 
than  their  relatives,  —  they  may  even  cherish  dislike,  or  pos- 
itive hatred,  to  the  latter ;  but  yet,  in  view  of  death,  the 
strong  prejudice  of  propinquity  revives,  and  impels  the  tes- 
tator to  send  down'  his  estate  in  the  line  marked  out  by  cus- 
tom so  immemorial  that  it  looks  like  nature.  In  all  the 
Pyncheons,  this  feeling  had  the  energy  of  disease.  It  was 
too  powerful  for  the  conscientious  scruples  of  the  old  bache« 
lor ;  at  whose  death,  accordingly,  the  mansion-house,  togeth- 
er with  most  of  his  other  riches,  passed  into  the  possession 
of  his  next  legal  representative. 
Thi3  vna  a  nephew,  the  cousin  of  the  raiseiable  young 
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nan  who  had  been  convicted  of  the  uncle's  murder.  The 
aevr  heir,  up  to  the  period  of  his  accession,  was  reckoned 
ABither  a  dissipated  youth,  but  had  at  once  reformed,  and 
made  himself  an  exceedingly  respectable  mt^mber  of  society, 
m  &ct,  he  showed  more  of  the  Pyncheon  quality,  and  had 
won  higher  eminence  in  the  world,  than  any  of  his  race, 
since  the  time  of  the  original  Puritan.  Applying  himself 
in  earlier  manhood  to  the  study  of  the  law,  and  having  a 
natural  tendency  towards  office,  he  had  attained,  many  years 
ago,  to  a  judicial  situation  in  some  inferior  court,  which 
gave  him  for  life  the  very  desirable  and  imposing  title  of 
judge.  Later,  he  had  engaged  in  politics,  and  served  a  part 
of  two  terms  in  Congress,  besides  making  a  considerable 
figure  in  bodi  branches  of  the  state  l^^lature.  Judge 
Pyncheon  was  un((uestionably  an  honor  to  his  race.  He 
nad  built  himself  a  country-seat  within  a  few  miles  of  his 
native  town,  and  there  spent  such  portions  of  his  time  as 
could  be  spared  from  public  service  in  the  display  of  every 
grace  and  virtue — as  a  newspaper  phrased  it,  on  the  eve 
of  an  election  —  befitting,  the  Christian,  the  good  citizen, 
the  horticulturalist,  and  the  gentleman. 

There  were  few  of  the  Pyncheons  left  to  sun  themselves 
In  the  glow  of  the  judge's  prosperity.  In  respect  to  natural 
iicrease,  the  breed  had  not  thriven ;  it  appeared  rather  to  be 
dying  out  The  only  members  of  the  family  known  to  be 
extant  were,  first,  the  judge  himself,  and  a  single  survivint 
son,  who  was  now  travelling  in  Europe;  next,  the  thirty 
years  prisoner,  already  alluded  to,  and  a  sister  of  the  latter 
who  occupied,  in  an  extremely  retired  manner,  the  House 
of  the  Seven  (Jables,  in  which  she  had  a  life-estate  by  the 
will  of  the  old  bachelor.  She  was  understood  to  be  wretch- 
edly p)or,  and  seemed  to  make  it  her  'jhoice  to  remain  so  ; 
inasmuch  as  her  affluent  cousin,  the  judge,  had  repeatedly 
Dffiezed  her  all  the  comforts  of  life,  either  ix  th«  old  maiisioi 
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or  his  own  modem  residence.  The  last  and  youngest 
Pyncheon  was  a  little  country-girl  of  seventeen,  the  daughtei 
of  another  of  the  judge's  cousins,  who  had  married  a  young 
woman  of  no  family  or  property,  and  died  early,  and  in  poor 
circumstances.  His  widow  had  recently  taken  another  hus- 
band. 

As  for  Matthew  Maule's  posterity,  it  was  supposed  now 
to  be  extinct.  For  a  very  long  period  after  the  witchcraft 
delusion,  however,  the  Maules  had  continued  to  inhabit 
the  town  where  their  progenitor  had  suffered  so  unjust 
a  death.  To  all  appearance,  they  were  a  quiet,  honest, 
well-meaning  race  of  people,  cherishing  no  malice  against 
individuals  or  the  public,  for  the  wrong  which  had  been  done 
them ;  or  if,  at  tlieir.  own  fireside,  they  transmitted,  from 
father  to  child,  any  hostile  recollection  of  the  wizard's  fate, 
and  their  lost  patrimony,  it  was  never  acted  upon,  nor  openly 
expressed.  Nor  would  it  have  been  singular  had  they  ceased 
to  remember  that  the^  House  of  the  Seven  Gables  was  rest- 
ing its  heavy  frame-work  on  a  foundation  that  was  rightfully 
their  own.  There  is  something  so  massive,  stable,  and 
almost  irresistibly  imposing,  in  the  exterior  presentment  of 
established  rank  and  great  possessions,  that  their  very  exist- 
ence  seems  to  give  them  a  right  to  exist ;  at  least,  so  excel- 
lent a  counterfeit  of  right,  that  few  poor  and  humble  men 
have  moral  force  enough  to  question  it,  even  in  their  secret 
minds.  Such  is  the  case  now,  after  so  many  ancient  prej- 
udices have  been  overthrown ;  and  it  was  far  more  so  in 
ante-revolutionary  days,  when  the  aristocracy  could  venture 
to  be  proud,  and  the  low  were  content  to  be  abased.  Thus 
the  Maules,  at  all  events,  kept  their  rc^^entments  within  their 
own  breasts.  They  were  generally  poverty-stricken ;  always 
plebeian  and  obscure ;  working  with  unsucc?ssful  diligence 
at  handicrafts;  laboring  on  the  wharves,  or  following  the 
sea,  as.  sailors  before  the  mast ;  living  here  and  there  about 
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the  town,  in  hired  tenements,  and  coming  finally  to  the 
ahnshoiise,  as  the  natural  home  of  their  old  age.  At  last, 
after  creeping,  as  it  were,  for  such  a  length  of  time,  along 
the  utmost  verge  of  the  opaque  puddle  of  obscurity,  they 
had  taken  that  downright  plunge,  which,  sooner  or  later,  is 
the  destiny  of  all  families,  whether  princely  or  plebeian. 
For  thirty  years  past,  neither  town-record,  nor  grave-stone, 
nor  the  directory,  nor  the  knowledge  or  memory  of  man, 
bore  any  trace  of  Matthew  Maule's  descendants.  His  blood 
might  possibly  exist  elsewhere  ;  here,  where  its  lowly  cur- 
Tent  could  be  traced  so  far  back,  it  had  ceased  to  keep  an 
onward  course. 

So  long  as  any  of  the  race  were  to  be  found,  they  had 
been  marked  out  from  other  men  —  not  strikingly,  nor  as 
with  a  sharp  line,  but  with  an  effect  that  Was  felt,  rather 
than  spoken  of  —  by  an  hereditary  character  of  reserve. 
Their  companions,  or  those  who  endeavored  to  become  such, 
grew  conscious  of  a  circle  round  about  the  Maules,  within 
the  sanctity  or  the  spell  of  which,  in  spite  of  an  exterior 
of  sufficient  frankness  and  good-fellowship,  it  was  impos- 
sible for  any  man  to  step.  It  was  this  indefinable  peculiarity, 
perhaps,  that,  by  insulating  them  from  human  aid,  kept  them 
always  so  unfortunate  in  life.  It  certainly  operated  to  pro- 
long, in  their  case,  and  to  confirm  to  them,  as  their  only 
inheritance,  those  feelings  of  repugnance  and  superstitious 
terror  with  which  the  people  of  the  town,  even  after  awaken- 
ing from  their  frenzy,  continued  to  regard  the  memory  of 
the  reputed  witches.  The  mantle,  or  rather  the  ragged 
cloak,  of  old  Matthew  Maule,  had  fallen  upon  his  children. 
They  were  half  believed  to  inherit  mysterious  attributes ; 
the  family  eye  was  said  to  possess  strange  power.  Among 
other  good-for-nothing  properties  and  privileges,  one  was 
especially  assign'^d  them :  of  exercising  an  influence  over 
people's  dreams     The  Pyn^heons,  if  ^11  stories  were  true^ 
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haughtily  :i8  they  bore  themselTes  in  the  Bdon-dny  stieeta 
of  their  native  town,  were  no  better  than  bond-iservanta  1o 
these  plebeian  Maules,  on  entering  the  topsy-turvy  commim* 
wealth  of  sleep.  Modem  pyscholc^,  it  may  be,  will  en- 
deayor  to  reduce  these  alleged  necromancies  within  a  sy9tem». 
instead  of  rejecting  them  as  altogether  fabulous. 

A  descriptive  paragraph  or  two,  treating  of  the  seven* 
gabled  mansion  in  its  more  recent  aspect,  will  bring  this 
preliminary  chapter  to  a  close.  The  street  in  which  it 
upreared  its  venerable  peaks  has  long  ceased  to  be  a  fash« 
ionable  quarter  of  the  town ;  so  that,  though  the  old  edifice 
was  surrounded  by  habitations  of  modem  date,  they  weie 
mostly  smaU,  built  entirely  of  wood,  and  typical  of  the 
most  plodding  uniformity  of  common  life.  Doubtless,  how^ 
ever,  the  whole  story  of  human  existence  may  be  latent  in 
each  of  them,  but  with  no  picturesqueness,  externally,  that 
can  attract  the  imagination  or  sympathy  to  seek  it  there. 
But  as  for  the  old  stmcture  of  our  story,  its  white-oak 
frame,  and  its  boards,  shingles  and  cmmbiing  plaster,  and 
even  the  huge,  clustered  chimney  in  the  midst,  seemed  to 
constitute  only  the  least  and  meanest  part  of  its  reality.  So 
much  of  mankind's  varied  experience  had  passed  there,  -^ 
so  much  had  been  suffered,  and  something,  too,  enjoyed,  — 
that  the  very  timbers  were  oozy,  as  with  the  moisture  of  a 
heart.  It  was  itself  like  a  great  human  heart,  with  a  lifo 
of  its  own,  and  full  of  rich  and  sombre  reminiscences. 

The  deep  projection  of  the  second  story  gave  the  house 
such  a  meditative  look,  that  you  could  not  pass  it  without 
the  idea  that  it  had  secrets  to  keep,  and  an  eventful  history 
to  moralize  upon  In  front,  just  on  the  edge  of  the  unpaved 
sidewalk,  grew  the  Pyncheon-elm,  which,  in  reference  to 
such  trees  as  one  usually  meets  with,  might  well  be  termed 
gigantic.  It  had  been  planted  by  a  great-grandson  of  the 
first  Pyncheon,  and,  though  now  fourscore  years  of  age^  of 
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peiiiaps  nearer  a  hundred,  was  still  in  its  strong  and  btoad 
maturity,  throwing  its  shadow  from  side  to  side  of  tho 
street,  overtopping  the  seven  gahles,  and  sweeping  the 
whole  black  roof  with  its  pendent  foliage.  It  gave  beauty 
to  the  old  edifice,  and  seemed  to  make  it  a  part  of  nature. 
The  street  having  been  widened  about  forty  years  ago,  the 
front  gable  was  now  precisely  on  a  line  with  it.  On  either 
side  extended  a  ruinous  wooden  fence,  of  open  lattice«work» 
through  which  could  be  seen  a  grassy  yard,  and,  especially 
in  the  angles  of  the  building,  an  enormous  fertility  of  bur- 
docks, with  leaves,  it  is  hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say,  two 
or  three  feet  long.  Behind  the  house  there  appeared  to  be 
a  garden,  which  undoubtedly  had  once  been  extensive,  but 
was  now  infringed  upon  by  other  enclosures,  or  shut  in  by 
habitations  and  out-buildings  that  stood  on  another  street 
It  would  be  an  omission,  trifling,  indeed,  but  unpardonable, 
were  we  to  forget  the  green  moss  that  had  long  since  gath- 
ered over  the  projections  of  the  windows,  and  on  the  slopes 
of  the  roof ;  nor  must  we  fail  to  direct  the  reader's  eye  to  a 
crop,  not  of  weeds,  but  flower-shrubs,  which  were  growing 
alofl  in  the  air,  not  a  great  way  from  the  chimney,  in  the 
nook  between  two  of  the  gables.  They  were  called  Alice's 
Posies.  The  tradition  was,  that  a  certain  Alice  Pyncheon 
had  flung  up  the  seeds,  in  sport,  and  that  the  dust  of  the 
street  and  the  decay  of  the  roof  gradually  formed  a  kind 
of  soil  for  them,  out  of  which  tl-  cy  grew,  when  Alice  had 
long  been  in  her  grave.  However  the  flowers  might  have 
come  there,  it  was  both  sad  and  sweet  to  observe  how 
nature  adopted  to  herself  this  desolate,  decaying,  gusty, 
rusty  old  house  of  the  Pyncheon  family;  and  how.  the 
ever-returning  summer  did  her  best  to  gladden  it  with  ten- 
der beauty,  and  grew  melancholy  in  the  effort. 

There  is  one  other  feature,  very  essential  to  be  noticed 
but  which,  we  greatly  fear,  may  damage  i^uy  picturesqu*  • 
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and  romantic  unpression  which  we  have  been  wilhag  to 
throw  over  our  sketch  of  this  respectable  edifice.  In  the 
front  gable,  under  the  impending  brow  of  the  second  st  try, 
and  contiguous  to  the  street,  was  a  shop-door,  divided  hori- 
zontally in  the  midst,  and  with  a  window  for  its  upper  seg 
ment,  such  as  is  often  seen  in  dwellings  of  a  somewhat 
ancient  date.  This  same  shop-door  had  been  a  subject  of 
no  slight  mortification  to  the  present  occupant  of  the  august 
Pyncheon-house,  as  well  as  to  some  of  her  predecessors^ 
The  matter  is  disagreeably  delicate  to  handle^  but,  smce 
the  reader  must  needs  be  let  into  the  secret,  he  will  please 
to  understand,  that,  about  a  century  ago,  the  head  of  the 
Fyncheons  found  himself  involved  in  serious  financial  diffi* 
culties.  The  fellow  (gentleman,  as  he  styled  himself) 
can  hardly  have  been  other  than  a  spurious  interloper 
for,  instead  of  seeking  office  from  the  king  or  the  royal 
governor,  or  urging  his  hereditary  claim  to  eastern  lands, 
he  bethought  himself  of  no  bettor  avenue  to  wealth  than 
by  cutting  a  shop-door  through  the  side  of  his  ancestral 
residence.  It  was  the  custom  of  the  time,  indeed,  for  mer- 
chants to  store  their  goods  and  transact  business  in  their 
own  dwellings.  But  there  was  something  pitifully  small  in 
this  old  Pyncheon's  mode  of  setting  about  his  commercial 
operations ;  it  was  whispered,  that,  with  his  own  hands,  all 
De-ruffled  as  they  were,  he  used  to  give  change  for  a  shil- 
ling, and  would  turn  a  half-penny  twice  over,  to  make  sure 
that  it  was  a  good  one.  Beyond  all  qiiestion,  he  had  the 
blood  of  a  petty  huckster  in  his  veins,  through  whatever 
channel  it  may  have  found  its  way  there. 

Immediately  on  his  death,  the  shop-door  had  been  locked, 
bolted,  and  barred,  and,  down  to  the  period  of  our  story, 
bad  probably  never  once  been  opened.  The  old  coimter, 
shelves,  and  other  fixlures  of  the  little  shop,  remained  just 
ff«  hp  bed  left  them.     It  used  to  be  affirmed,  that  the  dead 
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stiopktjepCfi,  in  a  white  wig,  a  faded  velvet  coat,  an  apron  at 
his  waist,  and  his  rujflies  carefully  turned  back  from  his 
wrists,  might  Ke  seen  through  the  chinks  of  the  shutters, 
any  night  of  the  year,  ransacking  his  til,  or  poring  over 
the  dingy  pages  of  his  day-book.  From  the  look  of  unut- 
terable woe  upon  his  foce,  it  appeared  to  be  his  doom  to 
spend  eternity  in  a  vain  effort  to  make  his  accounts  balance. 
And  now  —  in  a  very  humble  way,  as  will  be  seen  -^  we 
proceed  to 'oen  our  nanatiTe. 


n. 

THE   CITTLE  SHOP-WINDOW. 

It  still  lacked  half  an  hour  of  sunrise,  wher  M  ss  Hep* 
zibrJi  Pyncheon — we  will  not  say  awoke  ;  it  being  doubtfib 
whether  the  poor  lady  had  so  much  as  closed  her  eyes,  dur- 
ing the  brief  night  of  midsummer — but,  at  all  events,  arose 
from  her  solitary  pillow,  and  began  what  it  would  be  mock- 
cry  to  term  the  adornment  of  her  person.  Far  from  us  be 
the  indecorum  of  assisting,  even  in  imagination,  at  a  maiden 
lady's  toilet !  Our  story  must  therefore  await  Miss  Hep- 
zibah  at  the  threshold  of  her  chamber;  only  presuming, 
meanwhile,  to  note  some  of  the  heavy  sighs  that  labored 
from  her  bosom,  with  little  restraint  as  to  their  lugubrious 
depth  and  volume  of  sound,  inasmuch  as  they  could  be 
audible  to  nobody,  save  a  disembodied  listener  like  ourself 
The  Old  Maid  was  alone  in  the  old  house.  Alone,  except 
for  a  certain  respectable  and  orderly  young  man,  ^n  artist 
in  the  daguerreotype  line,  who,  for  about  three  months  back, 
had  been  a  lodger  in  a  remote  gable,  —  quite  a  fiouse  by^ 
itself,  indeed,  —  with  locks,  bolts,  and  oaken  bars,  on  all  tht 
intervening  doors.  Inaudible,  consequently,  were  poor  Miw 
Hepzibah's  gusty  sighs.  Inaudible,  the  creaking  joints  of 
her  stiffened  knees,  as  she  knelt  down  by  the  bedside.  And 
inaudible,  too,  by  mortal  ear,  but  heard  with  all-compre* 
bending  love  and  pity  in  the  furthest  heaven,  that  ahnost 
agony  of  prayer  —  now  whispered,  now  a  groan,  now  a 
struggling  silence  —  wherewith  she  besought  the  Divinti 
assistance  through  the  day  !  Evidently,  this  is  to  be  a  dory 
of  more  than  ordinary  trial  to  Miss  Hepzibah,  who,  for 
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above  a  quarter  of  a  century  gone  by,  has  dweA  in  stnci 
seclusion » taking  no  part  in  the  business  of  life,  and  just  as 
little  in  its  intercourse  and  pleasures.  Not  with  such  fervor 
prays  the  torpid  recluse,  looking  forward  to  the  cold,  sun* 
less,  stagnant  calm  of  a  day  that  is  to  be  like  innumeraUo 
yesterdays ! 

The  maiden  lady's  devotions  are  concluded.  Will  she 
now  issue  forth  over  the  threshold  of  our  story  ?  Not  yet, 
by  many  moments.  First,  every  drawer  in  the  tall,  old* 
Jhshioned  bureau  is  to  be  opened,  vnth  difficulty,  and  with  a 
succession  of  spasmodic  jerks;  then,  all  must  close  again, 
with  the  same  fidgety  reluctance.  There  is  a  rustling  of 
stiff  silks ;  a  tread  of  backward  and  forward  footsteps,  to 
and  fro,  across  the  chamber.  We  suspect  Miss  Hepzibah, 
moreover,  of  taking  a  step  upward  into  a  chair,  in  order  to 
give  heedful  regard  to  her  appearance,  on  all  sides,  and  at 
full  length,  in  the  oval,  dingy-framed  toilet-glass,  that  hangs 
above  her  table.  Truly!  well,  indeed!  who  would  have 
thought  it !  Is  all  this  precious  time  to  be  lavished  on  the 
matr4.inal  repair  and  beautifying  of  an  elderiy  person,  who 
nevei  goes  abroad,  whom  nobody  ever  visits,  and  from 
wiioiA,  when  she  shall  have  done  her  utmost,  it  were  the 
best  charity  to  turn  one's  eyes  another  way  ? 

Now  she  is  almost  ready.  Let  us  pardon  her  one  other 
pause;  for  it  is  given  to  the  sole  sentiment,  or,  we  might 
better  say  —  heightened  and  rendered  intense,  as  it  has 
been,  by  sorrow  and  seclusion  —  to  the  strong  passion,  of  her 
life.  We  heard  the  turning  of  a  key  in  a  small  lock ;  she 
has  opened  a  secret  drawer  of  an  escritoir,  and  is  probably 
looking  at  a  certain  miniature,  done  in  Malbone's  most  per* 
feet  style,  and  representing  a  face  worthy  of  no  less  delicate 
a  pencil.  It  was  once  our  good  fortune  to  see  this  picture. 
It  is  a  likeness  of  a  young  man,  in  a  silken  dressing-gown 
of  an  ol  I  fashion,  the  soft  richness  of  which  is  well  adapted 


80         THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  SEVEN  SABLES. 

to  the  countenance  of  reverie,  with  its  fidl,  tender  lips,  and 
beautiful  eyes,  that  seem  to  indicate  not  so  much  capacity 
of  thought,  as  gentle  and  voluptuous  emotion.  Of  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  features  we  shall  have  a  right  to  ask  nothing, 
except  that  he  would  take  the  rude  world  easily,  and  make 
himself  happy  in  it.  Can  it  have  been  an  early  lover  of 
Miss  Hepzibah  ?  No ;  she  never  had  a  lover —  poor  thing, 
how  could  she  ?  —  nor  ever  knew,  by  her  own  experience, 
what  love  technically  means.  And  yet,  her  undying  faidi 
and  trust,  her  fresh  remembrance,  and  continual  devoted- 
ness  towards  the  original  of  that  miniature,  have  been  the 
only  substance  for  her  heart  to  feed  upon. 

She  seems  to  have  put  aside  the  miniature,  and  is  stand- 
ing again  before  the  toilet-glass.  There  are  tears  to  be 
wiped  off.  A  few  more  footsteps  to  and  fro ;  and  here,  at 
last — with  another  pitiful  sigh,  like  a  gust  of  chiil,  damp 
wind  out  of  a  long-closed  vault,  the  door  of  which  has  acci- 
dentally been  set  ajar  —  here  comes  Miss  Hepzibah  Pyn- 
cheon!  Forth  she  steps  into  the  dusky,  time-darkened 
passage ;  a  tall  figure,  clad  in  black  silk,  with  a  long  and 
shrunken  waist,  feeling  her  way  towards  the  stairs  like  a 
near-sighted  person,  as  in  truth  she  is. 

The  sun.  meanwhile,  if  not  already  above  the  horizon, 
was  ascending  nearer  and  nearer  to  its  verge.  A  few  clouds, 
floating  high  upward,  caught  some  of  the  earliest  light,  and 
threw  do^vn  its  golden  gleajn  on  the  windows  of  all  the 
houses  in  the  street,  not  forgetting  the  House  of  the  Seven 
Gables,  which  —  many  such  sunrises  as  it  had  witnessed  — 
looked  cheerfully  at  the  present  one.  The  reflected  radi- 
ance served  to  show,  pretty  distinctly,  the  aspect  and  ar- 
rangement of  the  room  which  Hepzibah  entered,  after  de- 
scending the  stairs.  It  was  a  low-studded  room,  with  a  beam 
across  the  ceiling,  panelled  with  dark  wooa,  and  having  a 
•^fge  chinmey-piece,  set  round  with  pictured  tiles,  but  n>w 
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ctoeed  by  an  iron  fire-board,  through  which  ran  the  funnel 
of  a  modem  stove.  There  was  a  carpet  on  tlie  floor,  origin- 
ally of  rich  texture,  but  so  worn  and  faded,  in  these  latter 
years,  that  its  once  brilliant  figure  had  quite  vanished  into 
one  indistinguishable  hue.  In  the  way  of  furniture,  there 
were  two  tables:  one,  constructed  with  perplexing  intricacy 
and  exhibiting  as  many  feet  as  a  centipede  ;  the  other,  most 
delicately  wrought,  with  four  long  and  slender  legs,  so  ap- 
parently frail  that  it  was  almost  incredible  what  a  length  of 
time  ihe  ancient  tea-table  had  stood  upon  them.  Half  a 
dozen  chairs  stood  about  the  room,  straight  and  ^tif^,  and  so 
ingeniously  contrived  for  the  discomfort  of  the  human  per- 
son that  they  were  irksome  even  to  sight,  and  conveyed  the 
ugliest  possible  idea  of  the  state  of  society  to  which  they 
could  have  been  adapted.  One  exception  there  was,  how- 
ever, in  a  very  antique  elbow-chair,  with  a  high  back, 
carved  elaborately  in  oak,  and  a  roomy  depth  within  its 
arms,  that  made  up,  by  its  spacious  comprehensiveness,  for 
the  lack  of  any  of  those  artistic  curves  which  abound  in  a 
modem  chair. 

As  for  ornamental  articles  of  fumiture,  we  recollect  but 
two,  if  such  they  may  be  called.  One  was  a  map  of  the 
Pyncheon  territory  at  the  east^^urd,  not  engraved,  but  the 
handiwork  of  some  skilful  old  draftsman,  and  grotesquely 
illuminated  with  pictures  of  Indians  and  wild  beasts,  among 
tvhich  was  seen  a  lion ;  the  natural  history  of  the  region 
being  as  little  known  as  its  geography,  which  was  put  down 
toost  fantastically  awry.  The  other  adornment  was  the 
portrait  of  old  Colonel  Pyncheon,  at  two-thirds  length,  repre- 
senting the  stem  features  of  a  purita  lic-looking  personage,  in 
a  skull-cap,  with  a  laced  band  and  b  grizzly  beard ;  holding  a 
Bible  with  one  hand,  and  in  the  other  uplifting  an  iron 
ftword-hilt.  The  latter  object,  being  more  successfully  de 
(noted  by  the  artist,  stood  out  in  far  greater  prominence  than 
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the  sacred  volume.  Face  to  face  with  this  picture,  on  enter 
ing  the  apartment,  Miss  Hepzibah  Fyncheon  came  to  a 
pause ;  regarding  it  with  a  singular  scowl,  a  strange  con- 
tortion of  the  brow,  which,  by  people  who  did  not  know 
her,  would  probably  have  been  interpreted  as  an  expression 
of  bitter  anger  and  ill-wiU.  But  it  was  no  such  thing.  She 
in  fact,  felt  a  reverence  for  the  pictured  visage  of  which 
only  a  far-descended  and  time-stricken  virgin  could  be  sus- 
ceptible ;  and  this  forbidding  scowl  was  the  innocent  result 
of  her  near-sightedness,  and  an  effort  so  to  concentrate  her 
powers  of  vision  as  to  substitute  a  firm  outline  of  the  object 
instead  of  a  vague  one. 

We  must  linger  a  moment  on  this  unfortunate  expression 
of  poor  Hepzibah's  brow.  Her  scowl — as  the  world,  or 
such  part  of  it  as  sometimes  caught  a  transitory  glimpse  of 
her  at  the  window,  wickedly  persisted  in  calling  it — her 
scowl  had  done  Miss  Hepzibah  a  very  ill  office,  in  establish- 
ing her  character  as  an  ill-tempered  old  maid ;  nor  does  it 
appear  improbable,  that,  by  often  gazing  at  herself  in  a  dim 
looking-glass,  and  perpetually  encountering  her  own  frown 
within  its  ghostly  sphere,  she  had  been  led  to  interpret  the 
expression  almost  as  unjustly  as  the  world  did.  "  How  mis- 
erably cross  I  look ! "  she  must  often  have  whispered  to  her- 
self; —  and  ultimately  have  fancied  herself  so,  by  a  sense 
of  inevitable  doom.  But  her  heart  never  frowned.  It  was 
naturally  tender,  sensitive,  and  full  of  little  tremors  and 
palpitations  ;  aU  of  which  weaknesses  it  retained,  while  hex 
visage  was  growing  so  perversely  stem,  and  even  fierce. 
Nor  had  Hepzibah  ever  any  hardihood,  except  what  came 
from  the  very  warmest  nook  in  her  affections. 

All  this  time,  however,  we  are  loitering  faint-heartedly  on 
the  threshold  of  our  story.  In  very  truth,  we  have  an  invin- 
cible reluctance  to  disclose  what  Miss  Hepzibah  FyncJieon 
was  about  to  do. 
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It  has  already  been  observed,  that,  m  the  basement  story 
of  the  gable  fronting  on  the  street,  an  unworthy  ancestor, 
nearly  a  century  ago,  had  fitted  up  a  shop.  Ever  since  the 
old  gentleman  retired  from  trade,  and  fell  asleep  under  his 
coffin-lid,  not  only  the  shop-door,  but  the  inner  arrange- 
ments, had  been  suffered  to  remain  unchanged ;  while  the 
dust  of  ages  gathered  inch-deep  over  the  shelves  and  count* 
er»  and  partly  filled  an  old  pair  of  scales,  as  if  it  were  of 
value  enough  to  be  weighed.  It  treasured  itself  up,  too,  in 
the  half-open  till,  where  there  stiU  lingered  a  base  sixpence, 
worth  neither  more  nc<^  less  Uian  the  hereditary  pride  which 
had  here  been  put  to  shame.  Such  had  been  the  state  and 
condition  of  the  little  shop  in  old  Hepzibah's  childhood, 
when  she  and  her  brother  used  to  play  at  hide-and-seek  in 
its  forsaker.  precincts.  So  it  had  remained,  until  within  a 
few  days  past 

But  now,  though  the  shop-window  was  still  closely  cur* 
tained  from  the  public  gaze,  a  remarkable  change  had  taken 
place  in  its  intei  ior.  The  rich  and  heavy  festoons  of  cob- 
web, which  it  had  cost  a  long  ancestral  succession  of  S]h- 
ders  their  life's  labor  to  spin  and  weave,  had  been  carefully 
crushed  away  from  the  ceiling.  The  counter,  shelves,  and 
floor,  had  all  been  scoured,  and  the  latter  was  overstrewr» 
with  fresh  blue  sand.  The  brown  scales,  too,  had  evidently 
andergone  rigid  discipline,  in  an  unavailing  effort  to  rub  off 
the  rust,  which,  alas !  had  eaten  through  and  through  their 
substance.  *  Neither  was  the  little  old  shop  any  longer 
empty  of  merchantable  goods.  A  curious  eye,  privileged 
lo  take  an  account  of  stock,  and  investigate  behind  the 
counter,  would  have  discovered  a  barrel, — yea,  two  or  three 
barrels  and  half  ditto,  —  one  containing  flour,  another  ap- 
ples, and  a  third,  perhaps,  Indian  meal.  There  was  like* 
wise  a  square  box  of  pine-wood,  full  of  sc>ap  in  bars ;  also, 
■aotber  of  the  same  tn^e,  in  which  were  tallow  cancUes,  tec 
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to  the  pound.  A  small  stock  of  browii  sugar,  oome  white 
beans  and  split  peas,  and  a  few  other  commodities  of  low 
price,  and  such  as  are  constantly  in  demand,  made  up  the 
bulkier  portion  of  the  merchandise.  It  might  have  been 
taken  for  a  ghostly  or  phantasmagoric  reflection  of  the  old 
shop-keeper  Pyncheon's  shabbily-provided  shelves,  save 
that  some  of  the  articles  were  of  a  description  and  outward 
form  which  could  hardly  have  been  known  in  his  day.  For 
instance,  there  was  a  glass  pickle-jar,  filled  with  fragments 
of  Gibraltar  rock ;  not,  indeed,  splinters  of  the  veritable 
stone  foundation  of  the  famous  fortress,  but  bits  of  delectable 
candy,  neatly  done  up  in  white  paper.  Jim  Crow,  more- 
over, was  seen  executing  his  world-renowned  dance,  in  gin- 
ger-bread. A  party  of  leaden  dragoons  were  galloping  along 
one  of  the  shelves,  in  equipments  and  unifonn  of  modem 
cut;  and  there  were  some  sugar  figures,  with  no  strong 
resemblance  to  the  humanity  of  any  epoch,  but  less  unsatis- 
factorily representing  our  own  fashions  than  those  of  a  hun- 
dred years  ago.  Another  phenomenon,  still  more  strikingly 
modem,  was  a  package  of  lucifer  matches,  which,  in  old 
times,  would  have  been  thought  actually  to  borrow  their 
instantaneous  flame  from  the  nether  fires  of  Tophet. 

In  short,  to  bring  the  matter  at  once  to  a  point,  it  was 
iiicontrovertibly  evident  that  somebody  had  taken  the  shop 
and  fixtures  of  the  long-retired  and  forgotten  Mr.  Pyncheon, 
and  was  about  to  renew  the  enterprise  of  that  departed 
worthy,  with  a  different  set  of  customers.  Who  could  this 
bold  adventurer  be  ?  And,  of  all  places  in  the  world,  why 
had  he  chosen  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables  as  the  scene 
of  his  commercial  speculations  ? 

We  return  to  the  elderly  maiden.  She  at  length  with- 
drew her  eyes  from  the  dark  countenance  of  the  colonera 
portrait,  heaved  a  sigh,  —  indeed,  her  breast  was  a  very  cave 
of  JSolus,  tluit  morning,  — ^  and  stept  across  the  room  on  tip- 


THE   LITTIiE    SHOP-WINDOW.  "43 

loe,  as  is  the  customary  gait  of  elderly  women.  Passing 
through  an  intervening  passage,  she  opened  a  door  that 
communicated  with  the  shop,  just  now  so  elaborately  de- 
scribed. Owing  to  the  projection  of  the  upper  story  —  and 
still  more  to  the  thick  shadow  of  the  Pyncheon-ehn,  which 
stood  almost  directly  in  front  of  the  gable  —  the  twilight, 
here,  was  still  as  much  akin  to  night  as  morning.  Another 
heavy  sigh  from  Miss  Hepzibah !  After  a  moment's  pause 
on  the  threshold,  peering  towards  the  window  with  her  near- 
sighted scowl,  as  if  frowning  down  some  bitter  enemy,  she 
suddenly  projected  herself  into  the  shop.  The  haste,  and, 
as  it  were,  the  galvanic  impulse  of  the  movement,  wcro 
really  quite  startling. 

Nervously  —  in  a  sort  of  frenzy,  we  might  almost  say  — 
she  began  to  busy  herself  in  arranging  some  children's 
play-things,  and  other  little  wares,  on  the  shelves  and  at 
the  shop-window.  In  the  aspect  of  this  dark-arrayed,  pale- 
faced,  lady-like  old  figure,  there  was  a  deeply  tragic  char- 
acter, that  contrasted  irreconcilably  with  the  ludicrous  petti- 
ness of  her  employment.  It  seemed  a  queer  anomaly,  that 
so  gaunt  and  dismal  a  personage  should  take  a  toy  in  hand; 
a  miracle,  that  the  toy  did  not  vanish  in  her  grasp;  a 
miserably  absurd  idea,  that  she  should  go  on  perplexing  her 
stiff  and  sombre  intellect  with  the  question  how  to  tempt 
little  boys  into  her  premises  !  Yet  such  is  undoubtedly  her 
object.  Now  she  places  a  gingerbread  elephant  against  the 
window,  but  with  so  tremulous  a  touch  that  it  tumbles  upon 
the  floor,  with  the  dismemberment  of  three  legs  and  its 
trunk;  it  has  ceased  to  be  an  elephant,  and  has  become 
a  few  bits  of  musty  gingerbread.  There,  again,  sbe  has 
apset  a  tumbler  of  marbles,  all  of  which  roll  different  ways, 
and  each  individual  marble,  devil-directed,  into  the  most 
diflicult  obscurity  that  it  can  find.  Heaven  help  our  poor 
old  Hepzibah,  and  forgive  us  fbr  takmg  a  ludicious  view  of 
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her  position!  As  her  rigid  and  nisty  frame  goes  down 
upon  its  hands  and  knees,  in  quest  of  the  absconding  mar- 
bles, we  positively  feel  so  much  the  more  inclined  to  shed 
tears  of  sympathy,  from  the  very  fact  tliat  we  must  needs 
turn  aside  and  laugh  at  her.  For  here  —  and  if  we  fail  to 
impress  it  suitably  upon  the  reader,  it  is  our  own  fault,  no^ 
that  of  the  theme  —  here  is  one  of  the  truest  points  of 
melancholy  interest  that  occur  in  ordinary  life.  It  was  the 
final  throe  of  what  called  itself  old  gentility.  A  lady  -  • 
who  had  fed  herself  from  childhood  with  the  shadowy  fooa 
of  aristocratic  reminiscences,  and  whose  religion  it  was  that 
a  lady's  hand  soils  itself  irremediably  by  doing  aught  for 
bread  —  this  bom  lady,  after  sixty  years  of  narrowing 
means,  is  fain  to  step  down  from  her  pedestal  of  imagin- 
ary rank.  Poverty,  treading  closely  at  her  heels  for  a  life- 
time, has  come  up  with  her  at  last  She  must  earn  her 
own  food,  or  starve !  And  we  have  stolen  upon  Miss  Hej^- 
zibah  Pyncheon,  too  irreverently,  at  the  instant  of  time 
when  the  patrician  lady  is  to  be  transformed  into  the  plebeian 
woman. 

In  this  republican  country,  amid  the  fluctuating  waves  of 
our  social  life,  somebody  is  always  at  the  drowning*point. 
The  tragedy  is  enacted  with  as  continual  a  repetition  as 
that  of  a  popular  drama  on  a  holiday ;  and,  nevertheless,  is 
felt  as  deeply,  perhaps,  as  when  an  hereditary  noble  sinks 
below  his  order.  More  deeply ;  since,  with  us,  rank  is  the 
grosser  substance  of  wealth  and  a  splendid  establishment^ 
and  has  no  sptrilaal  existence  after  the  death  of  these,  but 
dies  hopelessly  along  with  them.  And,  therefore,  since  we 
have  been  unfortunate  enough  to  introduce  our  heroine  at 
so  inauspicious  a  juncture,  we  wouxd  entreat  for  a  mood  of 
due  solemnity  in  the  spectators  of  her  fate.  Let  us  behold, 
in  poor  Hepzibah,  the  immemorial  lady,  —  two  hundre<^ 
years  ol  Ij  du  this  side  of  the  water,  and  thrice  as  many  on 
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(he  cither,  —  with  her  antique  portraits,  pedigrees,  coats  of 
annSy  records  and  traditions,  and  her  claim,  as  joint  heiress, 
to  that  princely  territory  at  the  eastward,  no  longer  a  wil- 
derness, but  a  populous  fertility,  —  bom,  too,  in  Pyncheon- 
street,  under  the  Pyncheon-elm,  and  in  the  Pyncheon-house, 
where  she  has  spent  all  her  days,  —  reduced  now,  in  that 
very  house,  to  be  the  hucksteress  of  a  cent-shop ! 

This  business  of  setting  up  a  petty  shop  is  almost  the 
only  resource  of  women,  in  circumstances  at  all  similar  to 
those  of  our  unfortunate  recluse.  With  her  near-sighted- 
ness,  and  those  tremulous  fingers  of  hers,  at  once  inflexible 
and  delicate,  she  could  not  be  a  seamstress ;  although  her 
sampler,  of  fifty  years  gone-by,  exhibited  some  of  the  most 
recondite  specimens  of  ornamental  needle-work.  A  school 
for  little  children  had  been  often  in  her  thoughts ;  and,  at 
one  time,  she  had  beg^n  a  review  of  her  early  studies  in 
the  New  England  primer,  with  a  view  to  prepare  herself  for 
the  office  of  instructress.  But  the  love  of  children  had  never 
been  quickened  in  Hepzibah's  heart,  and  was  now  torpid, 
if  not  extinct ;  she  watched  the  little  people  of  the  neigh- 
oorhood  from  her  chamber-window,  and  doubted  whether 
she  could  tolerate  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  with  them. 
Besides,  in  our  day,  the  very  ABC  has  become  a  science, 
greatly  too  abstruse  to  be  any  longer  taught  by  pointing  a 
pin  from  letter  to  letter.  A  modem  child  could  teach  old 
Hepzibah  more  than  old  Hepzibah  could  teach  the  child. 
So  —  with  many  a  cold,  deep  heart-quake  at  the  idea  of  at 
last  coming  into  sordid  contact  with  the  world,  from  which 
she  had  so  long  kept  aloof,  while  every  added  day  of  seclu- 
sion had  rolled  another  stone  against  the  cavera-door  of  her 
hermitage  — 'the  poor  thing  bethought  herself  of  the  ancient 
shop-window,  the  rusty  scales,  and  dusty  till.  She  might 
have  held  lack  a  little  lonjger ;  but  another  circumstance,  not 
yel  hinted  at,  had  somewhat  hastened  her  decision.     Her 
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buinble  preparations,  therefore,  were  duly  made,  and  ihb 
enterprise  was  now  to  be  commenced.  Nor  was  she  entitled 
to  complain  of  any  remarkable  singularity  in  her  fate ;  for 
in  the  town  of  her  nativity,  we  might  point  to  several  little 
shops  of  a  similar  description ;  some  of  them  in  houses  as 
ancient  as  that  of  the  seven  gables  ;  and  pne  or  two,  it  may 
be,  where  a  decayed  gentlewoman  stands  behind  the  counter, 
as  grim  an  image  of  family  pride  as  Miss  Hepzibah  Fyn- 
cheon  herself. 

It  was  overpoweringly  ridiculous  —  we  must  honestly  con- 
fess it  —  the  deportment  of  the  maiden  lady  while  setting 
her  shop  in  order  for  the  public  eye.  She  stole  on  tiptoe  to 
the  window,  as  cautiously  as  if  she  conceived  some  bloody- 
minded  villain  tu  be  watching  behind  the  elm-tree,  with 
intent  to  take  her  life.  Stretching  out  her  long,  lank  arm, 
she  put  a  paper  of  pearl-buttons,  a  Jew's-harp,  or  whatever 
the  small  article  might  be,  in  its  destined  place,  and  straight- 
way vanished  back  into  the  dusk,  as  if  the  world  need  never 
hope  for  another  glimpse  of  her.  It  might  have  been  fancied, 
indeed,  that  she  expected  to  minister  to  the  wants  of  the 
community  unseen,  like  a  disembodied  divinity,  or  enchant- 
ress, holding  forth  her  bargains  to  the  reverential  and  awe- 
stricken  purchaser,  in  an  invisible  hand.  But  Hepzibah  had 
no  such  flattering  dream.  She  was  well  aware  that  she 
must  ultimately  come  forward,  and  stand  revealed  in  her 
proper  individuality ;  but,  like  other  sensitive  persons,  she 
could  not  bear  to  be  observed  in  the  gradual  process,  and 
chose  rather  to  flash  forth  on  the  world's  astonished  gaze  at 
•once. 

The  inevitable  moment  was  not  much  longer  to  be  delayed 
The  sunshine  might  now  be  seen  stealing  down  the  front  of 
the  opposite  house,  from  the  windows  of  which  came  a  r^ 
fleeted  gleam,  str'iggling  through  the  boughs  of  the  elm-tree 
and  enlightening  the  int^or  of  the  shop  more  distinctly 
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than  heretofore.  The  town  appeared  to  be  waking  up.  A 
baker's  cart  had  already  rattled  through  the  street,  chasing 
away  the  latest  vestige  of  night's  sanctity  with  the  jingle- 
jangle  of  its  dissonant  belk.  A  milkman  was  distributing 
the  contents  of  his  cans  from  door  to  door ;  and  the  harsh 
peal  of  a  fisherman's  conch-shell  was  heard  far  off,  around 
the'comer.  None  of  these  tokens  escaped  Hepzibah's  no- 
tice. The  moment  had  arrived.  To  delay  longer  would 
be  only  to  lengthen  out  her  misery.  Nothing  remained, 
except  to  take  down  the  bar  from  the  shop-door,  leaving  the 
entrance  free  —  more  than  free — welcome,  as  if  all  were 
household  friends  —  to  every  passer-by,  whose  eyes  might 
be  attracted  by  the  commodities  at  the  window.  This  last 
act  Uepzibah  now  performed,  letting  the  bar  fall  with  what 
smote  upon  her  excited  nerves  as  a  most  astounding  clatter. 
Then — as  if  the  only  barrier  betwixt  herself  and  the  world 
bad  been  thrown  down,  and  a  flood  of  evil  consequences 
would  come  tumbling  through  the  gap  —  she  fled  into  the 
inner  parlor,  threw  herself  into  the  ancestral  elbow-chair, 
and  wept. 

Our  miserable  old  Hepzibah !  It  is  a  heavy  annojrance  to 
a  writer,  who  endeavors  to  represent  nature,  its  various 
attitudes  and  circumstances,  in  a  reasonably  correct  outline 
and  true  coloring,  that  so  much  of  the  mean  and  ludicrous 
should  be  hopelessly  mixed  wp  with  the  purest  pathos  which 
life  an3rwhere  supplies  to  him.  What  tragic  dignity,  for 
example,  can  be  wrought  into  a  scene  like  this !  How  can 
we  elevate  our  history  of  retribution  for  the  sin  of  long  ago, 
when,  as  one  of  our  most  prominent  figures,  we  are  compelled 
to  introduce  —  not  a  ynune:  and  lovely  woman,  nor  even 
the  stately  remains  of  beauty,  storm-shattered  by  affliction 
—  but  a  gaunt,  sallow,  rusty-jointed  maiden,  in  a  long- 
waisted  silk  gown,  and  with  the  strange  horror  of  a  turban 
on  her  head !    Her  visage  is  not  even  ugly.    It  is  redeemed 
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from  insignificance  only  by  the  contraction  of  her  eyebiowa 
into  a  near-sighted  scowl.  And,  finally,  her  great  life-trial 
seems  to  be,  that,  after  sixty  years  of  idleness,  she  finds  it 
convenient  to  earn  comfortable  bread  by  setting  up  a  shop 
in  a  small  way.  Nevertheless,  if  we  look  through  all  the  ' 
heroic  fortunes  of  mankind,  we  shall  find  this  same  entangle 
ment  of  something  mean  and  trivial  with  whatever  is  noblest 
m  joy  or  sorrow.  Life  is  made  up  of  marble  and  mud. 
A.nd,  without  all  the  deeper  trust  in  a  comprehensive  sym- 
pathy above  us,  we  might  hence  be  led  to  suspect  the  insult 
»f  a  sneer,  as  well  as  an  immitigable  frown,  on  the  iron 
^ountenance  of  fate.  What  is  called  poetic  insight  is  the 
pft  of  discerning,  in  this  sphere  of  strangely^ningled  ele* 
ments,  the  beauty  and  the  majesty  which  are  compelled  to 
assume  a  gaih  so  sordid. 


m. 

THE  FIRST  CUSTOMER. 

Miss  Hefzibah  Ptncheon  sat  in  the  oakeL  elbow-chair, 
with  her  hands  over  her  face,  giving  way  to  that  heavy 
down-sinking  of  the  heart  which  most  persons  have  experi- 
enced, when  the  image  of  hope  itself  seems  ponderously 
moulded  of  lead,  on  the  eve  of  an  enterprise  at  once  doubt 
ful  and  momentous.  She  was  suddenly  startled  by  the 
tinkling  alarum  —  high,  sharp,  and  irregular  —  of  a  little 
beU.  The  maiden  lady  arose  upon  her  feet,  as  pale  as  a 
ghost  at  cock-crow ;  for  she  was  an  enslaved  spirit,  and  this 
the  talisman  to  which  she  owed  obedience.  This  little  bell 
—  to  speak  in  plainer  terms  —  being  fastened  over  the 
shop-door,  was  so  contrived  as  to  vibrate  by  means  of  a 
•teel  spring,  and  thus  convey  notice  to  the  inner  regions  of 
the  house,  when  any  customer  should  cross  the  threshold- 
Its  ugly  and  spiteful  little  din  (heard  now  for  the  first  time, 
perhaps,  since  Hepzibah's  periwigged  predecessor  had  retired 
from  trade)  at  once  set  every  nerve  of  her  body  in  respons- 
ive and  tumultuous  vibration.  The  crisis  was  upon  her  ? 
Her  first  customer  was  at  the  door ! 

Without  giving  herself  time  for  a  second  thought,  sn^ 
rushed  into  the  shop,  pale,  wild,  desperate  in  gesture  and 
expression,  scowling  portentously,  and  looking  far  better 
qualified  to  do  fierce  battle  with  a  house-breaker  than  to 
stand  smiling  behind  the  counter,  bartering  small  wares  foi 
a  copper  recompense.  Any  ordinary  customer,  indeed, 
would  have  turned  his  back  and  fled.  And  yet  there  was 
nothing  fierce  in  Hepzibah's  poor  old  heart ;  nor  had  she,  ai 
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the  moment,  a  single  bitter  thought  against  the  Tvorld  at 
large,  or  one  individual  man  or  woman.  She  wished  them 
nil  well,  but  wished,  too,  that  she  herself  were  done  with 
them,  and  in  her  quiet  grave. 

The  applicant,  by  this  time,  stood  within  the  door-way. 
Coming  freshly,  as  he  did,  out  of  the  morning  light,  he 
appeared  to  have  brought  some  of  its  cheery  influences  into 
the  shop  along  with  him.  It  was  a  slender  young  man, 
not  more  than  one  or  two  and  twenty  years  old,  with  rathei 
a  grave  and  thoughtful  expression  for  his  years,  but  like- 
wise a  springy  alacrity  and  vigor.  These  qualities  were  not 
only  perceptible,  physically,  in  his  make  and  motions,  but 
made  themselves  felt  almost  immediately  in  his  character. 
A  brown  beard,  not  too  silken  in  its  texture,  fringed  hia 
chin,  but  as  yet  without  completely  hiding  it;  he  wore  a 
short  moustache,  too,  and  his  dark,  high-featured  counte- 
nance looked  all  the  better  for  these  natural  ornaments. 
As  for  his  dress,  it  was  of  the  simplest  kind ;  a  summer 
sack  of  cheap  and  ordinary  material,  thin,  checkered  panta- 
loons, and  a  straw  hat,  by  no  means  of  the  finest  braid.  Oak 
Hall  might  have  supplied  his  entire  equipment  He  was 
chiefly  marked  as  a  gentleman  —  if  such,  indeed,  he  made 
any  claim  to  be  —  by  the  rather  remarkable  whiteness  and 
nicety  of  his  clean  linen. 

He  met  the  scowl  of  old  Hepzibah  without  apparent 
alarm,  as  having  heretofore  encountered  it,  and  found  it 
harmless. 

"  So,  my  dear  Miss  Pyncheon,"  said  the  daguerreotypist, 
—  for  it  was  that  sole  other  occupant  of  the  seven-gabled 
mansion,  —  '^  I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  have  not  shrunk 
from  your  good  purpose.  I  merely  look  in  to  offer  my  best 
wishes,  and  to  ask  if  I  can  assist  you  any  further  in  your 
preparations." 

People  in  difficulty  and  distress,  or  in  any  manner  at 
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odds  with  the  wrorld,  can  endure  a  vast  amount  of  harsh 
treatment,  and  perhaps  he  only  the  stronger  for  it ;  whereas, 
they  give  way  at  once  before  the  simplest  expression  of 
what  they  perceive  to  be  genuine  sympathy.  So  it  proved 
with  poor  Hepzibah ;  lor,  when  she  saw  the  young  man'a 
smile,  —  boking  so  much  the  brighter  on  a  thoughtful 
face,  —  and  heard  his  kindly  tone,  she  broke  first  into  a 
hysteric  gi^le,  and  then  began  to  sob. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Holgrave,"  cried'  she,  as  soon  as  she  couM 
speak,  "  I  never  can  go  through  with  it !  Never,  never, 
never !  I  wish  I  were  dead,  and  in  the  old  family-tomb, 
with  aU  my  forefathers !  With  my  father,  and  my  mother, 
and  my  sister !  Yes,  and  with  my  brother,  who  had  far 
better  find  me  there  than  here  !  The  world  is  too  chill  and 
hard,  —  and  I  am  too  old,  and  too  feeble,  and  too  hope- 
less ! " 

"  O,  believe  me.  Miss  Hepzibah,"  said  the  young  man, 
quietly,  "these  feelings  will  not  trouble  you  any  longer, 
after  you  are  once  fairly  in  the  midst  of  your  enterprise. 
They  are  unavoidable  at  this  moment,  standing,  as  you  do, 
on  the  outer  verge  of  your  long  seclusion,  and  peopling  the 
world  with  ugly  shapes,  which  you  will  soon  find  to  be  as 
unreal  as  the  giants  and  ogres  of  a  child's  story-book.  I 
find  nothing  so  singular  in  life,  as  that  everything  appears 
to  lose  its  substance,  the  instant  one  actually  grapples  with 
1*^     So  it  will  be  vnth  what  you  think  so  terrible." 

"  But  I  am  a  woman  !  "  said  Hepzibah,  piteously.  "  1 
was  going  to  say,  a  lady,  —  but  I  consider  that  as  past." 

•'  Well ;  no  matter  if  it  be  past !  "  answered  the  artist,  a 
strange  gleam  of  half-hidden  sarcasm  flashing  through  the 
kindliness  of  his  manner.  "  Let  it  go  !  You  are  the  be^ 
ter  without  it.  I  speak  frankly,  my  dear  Miss  Pyncheon  • 
for  are  we  not  friends  ?  I  look  upon  this  as  one  of  the  foi^ 
tonate  days  of  your  life     It  ends  an  epoch,  and  begins  on^ 
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Hithortv,  the  life-blood  has  been  gradually  chilling  in  youi 
veins,  as  you  sat  aloof,  within  your  circle  of  gentility,  while 
the  rest  ot  tlie  world  was  fighting  out  its  battle  with  one 
kind  of  necessity  or  another.  Henceforth,  you  will  at  least 
have  the  sense  of  healthy  and  natural  effort  for  a  purpose, 
and  of  lending  your  strength  —  be  it  great  or  small  —  to 
the  united  struggle  of  mankind.  This  is  success  —  all  the* 
success  that  anybody  meets  with  !  " 

"It  is  natural  enough,  Mr.  Holgrave,  that  you  should 
have  ideas  like  these,"  rejoined  Hepzibah,  drawing  up  her 
gaunt  figure,  with  slightly  offended  dignity.  "  You  are  a 
man,  a  young  man,  and  brought  up,  I  suppose,  as  almost 
everybody  is  now-a-days,  with  a  view  to  seeking  your  for- 
tune. But  I  was  bom  a  lady,  and  have  always  lived  one 
no  matter  in  what  narrowness  of  means,  always  a  lady ! " 

"  But  I  was  not  bom  a  gentleman  ;  neither  have  I  lived 
like  one,"  said  Holgrave,  slightly  smiling ;  "  so,  my  dear 
madam,  you  will  hardly  expect  me  to  sympathize  with  sen- 
sibilities of  this  kind;  though,  unless  I  deceive  myself, 
I  have  some  imperfect  comprehension  of  them.  These 
names  of  gentleman  and  lady  had  a  meaning,  in  the  past 
history  of  the  world,  and  conferred  privileges,  desirable  or 
otherwise,  on  those  entitled  to  bear  them.  In  the  present 
— and  stiU  more  in  the  future  condition  of  society — they 
imply,  not  privilege,  but  restriction  !  " 

"These  are  new  notions,"  said  the  old  gentlewoman^ 
shaking  her  head.  "I  shall  never  understand  them ;  neither 
do  I  wish  it." 

"  We  will  cease  to  speak  of  them,  then,"  replied  the  artist, 
with  a  friendlier  smile  than  his  last  one,  "  and  I  will  leave 
you  to  feel  whether  it  isliot  better  to  be  a  true  woman  than 
a  lady.  Do  you  really  think.  Miss  Hepzibah,  that  any  lady 
of  y^ur  faiiily  has  ever  done  a  more  heroic  thhag,  since  this 
*X0U8e  wiu  built,  than  you  are  perfonoing  in  it  tO'<day? 
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Never ;  and  if  the  Pyncheons  had  always  acted  so  nobly,  1 
doubt  whether  an  old  wizard  Maule's  anathema,  of  which 
you  told  me  once,  would  have  had  much  weight  with  Pioy« 
idence  against  them." 

"  Ah !  — no,  no ! "  said  Hepzibah,  not  dis^deased  at  this 
allusion  to  the  sombre  dignity  of  an  inherited  curse.  "  If 
old  Maule's  ghost,  or  a  descendant  of  his*  could  see  me 
behind  the  counter  to-day,  he  would  call  it  the  fulfiknent 
of  his  worst  wishes.  But  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness, 
Mr.  Holgrave,  and  will  do  my  utmost  to  be  a  good  shop* 
keeper.** 

"  Picay  do, '  said  Holgrave,  "and  let  me  have  the  pleasture 
of  being  your  first  customer.  I  anr  about  taking  a  walk  to 
^e  sea-shore,  before  going  to  my  rooms,  where  I  misuse 
Heaven's  blessed  sunshine,  by  tracing  out  human  features^ 
through  its  agency.  A  few  of  those  biscuits,  dipt  in  sea* 
water,  will  be  just  what  I  need  for  break&st.  What  is  the 
price  of  half  a  dozen  ?  " 

"  Let  me  be  a  lady  a  moment  longer,"  replied  Hepzibah, 
-vith  a  manner  of  antique  stateliness,  to  which  a  melancholy 
smile  lent  a  kind  of  grace.  She  put  the  biscuits  into  his 
hand,  but  rejected  the  compensation.  "  A  Pyncheon  must 
not,  at  all  events,  under  her  forefathers'  roof,  receive  money 
for  a  morsel  of  bread,  from  her  only  friend ! " 

Holgrave  took  his  departure,  leaving  her,  for  the  moment, 
inth  spirits  not  quite  so  much  depressed.  Soon,  however, 
diey  had  subsided  nearly  to  their  former  dead  level.  With 
a  beating  heart,  she  listened  to  the  footsteps  of  early  pas- 
.  sengers,  which  now  began  to  be  frequent  along  the  street. 
Once  or  twice,  they  seemed  to  linger ;  these  strangers,  or 
neighbors,  as  the  case  might  be,  were  looking  at  the  display 
of  toys  and  petty  commodities  in  Hepzibah's  shop-window. 
She  was  doubly  tortured;  in  part,  with  a  sense  of  over- 
whelming shame,  that  strange  and  unloving  eyes  should 
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nave  the  pnvilega  of  gazing,  and  partly  because  the  idea 
occurred  to  her,  with  ridiculous  unportunity,  that  ih?  win- 
dow was  not  arranged  so  skilfully,  nor  nearly  to  so  much 
advantage,  as  it  might  have  been.  It  seemed  as  if  tiie  whole 
fortune  or  failure  of  her  shop  might  depend  on  the  display 
of  a  different  set  of  articles,  or  substituting  a  fairer  apple  for 
one  which  appeared  to  be  specked.  So  she  made  the  change, 
and  straightway  fancied  that  everything  was  spoiled  by  it ; 
not  recognizing  that  it  was  the  nervousness  of  the  juncture, 
and  her  own  native  squeamishness,  as  an  old  maid,  that 
wrought  all  the  seeming  mischiefs 

Anon,  there  was  «n  encounter,  just  at  the  door-step,  be- 
twixt two  laboring  men,-as  their  rough  voices  denoted  them 
to  be.  After  some  slight  talk  about  their  own  affairs,  one 
of  them  chanced  to  notice  the  shop-window,  and  directed  the 
other's  attention  to  it. 

"  See  here !  '*  cried  he ;  "  what  do  you  think  of  this  I 
Trade  seems  to  be  looking  up,  in  Pyncheon-street ! " 

"  Well,  well,  this  is  a  sight,  to  be  sure  ! "  exclaimed  the 
other.  "In  the  old  Pjnacheon-house,  and  underneath  the 
Pyncheon-elm !  Who  would  have  thought  it  ?  Old  Maid 
Pyncheon  is  setting  up  a  centrshop ! " 

"  Will  she  make  it  go,  think  you,  Dixey  ?"  said  his  friend. 
•*  I  don't  call  it  a  very  good  stand.  There 's  another  shop, 
just  round  the  comer." 

"Make  it  go!"  cried  Dixey,  with  a  most  contemptuous 
expression,  as  if  the  very  idea  were  impossible  to  be  con- 
ceived. "  Not  a  bit  of  it!  Why,  her  face  —  I  Ve  seen  it, 
for  I  dug  her  garden  for  her,  one  year  —  her  face  is  enough 
to  frighten  the  Old  Nick  himself,  ^'f  he  had  ever  so  great  a 
niind  to  trade  with  her.  People  can't  stand  it,  I  tell  you  ! 
She  scowls  dreadfully,  reason  or  none,  out  of  pure  ugliness 
of  temper ! "    . 

^  Well,  that's  not  so  much  matter,"  remarked  the  othef 
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man.  "  fhede  sotur-tempered  folks  are  mostly  handy  at 
businsss,  and  know  pretty  well  what  they  are  about.  But, 
as  you  say,  I  don't  think  she  '11  do  much.  This  business 
of  keeping  cent-shops  is  overdone,  like  all  other  kinds  of 
trade,  handicraft,  and  bodily  labor.  I  know  it,  to  my  cost  I 
My  wife  kept  a  cent-shop  three  months,  and  lost  five  dollars 
on  her  outlay ! " 

"  Poor  business ! "  responded  Dixey,  in  a  tone  as  if  he 
were  shaking  his  head,  —  "  poor  business  ! " 

For  some  reason  or  other,  not  very  easy  to  analyze,  there 
had  hardly  been  so  bitter  a  pang,  in  all  her  previous  misery 
about  the  matter,  as  what  thrilled  Hepzibah's  heart,  on  over- 
hearing the  above  conversation.  The  testimony  in  regard 
to  her  scowl  was  frightfully  important ;  it  seemed  to  hold 
up  her  image,  wholly  relieved  from  the  false  light  of  her 
self-partialities,  and  so  hideous  that  she  dared  not  look  at  it 
She  was  absurdly  hurt,  moreover,  by  the  slight  and  idle 
effect  that  her  setting  up  shop  —  an  event  of  such  breath- 
less interest  to  herself — appeared  to  have  upon  the  public, 
of  which  these  two  men  were  the  nearest  representatives. 
A  glance  ;  a  passing  word  or  two ;  a  coarse  laugh  ;  and  she 
was  doubtless  forgotten,  before  they  turned  the  comer  J 
They  cared  nothing  for  her  dignity,  and  just  as  little  for 
her  degradation.  Then,  also,  the  augury  of  ill-success, 
uttered  from  the  sure  wisdom  of  experience,  fell  upon  her 
half-dead  hope  like  a  clod  into  a  grave.  The  man's  wife 
had  already  tried  the  same  experiment,  and  failed  !  How 
could  the  bom  lady  —  the  recluse  of  half  a  lifetime,  utterly 
unpractised  in  the  world,  at  sixty  years  of  age  —  how  could 
she  ever  dream  of  succeeding,  when  the  hard,  vulgar,  keen, 
busy,  hackneyed  New  England  woman,  had  lost  five  dollars 
on  her  little  outlay  !  Success  presented  itself  as  an  impossi 
bility,  and  the  hope  of  it  as  a  wild  hallucination. 

Some  malevolent  sp'rit,  doing  his  utmof  t  to  dnve  Hepzi 
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iiah  mad,  unrolled  before  her  imagination  a  kind  of  pano* 
rama,  representing  the  great  thoroughfare  of  a  city,  aU 
astir  with  customers.  So  many  and  so  magnificent  shops 
as  there  were !  Groceries,  toy-shops,  dry-goods  stores,  with 
their  immense  panes  of  plate-glass,  their  gorgeous  fixtures, 
their  vast  and  complete  assortments  of  merchandise,  in 
which  fortunes  had  been  invested ;  and  those  noble  mirrors 
at  the  further  end  of  each  establishment,  doubling  all  this 
wealth  by  a  brightly-burnished  vista  of  unrealities!  On 
one  side  of  the  street,  this  splendid  bazaar,  with  a  multitude 
of  perfumed  and  glossy  salesmen,  smirking,  smiling,  bow- 
ing, and  measuring  out  tlie  goods.  On  the  other,  the 
dusky  old  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  with  the  antiquated 
shop-window  under  its  projecting  story,  and  Hepzibah  her 
self,  in  a  gown  of  rusty  black  silk,  behind  the  counter, 
scowling  at  the  world  as  it  went  by!  This  mighty  con 
trast  thrust  itself  forward,  as  a.  fair  expressipn  of  the  odds 
against  which  she  was  to  begin  her  struggle  for  a  subsist- 
ence. Success  ?  Preposterous !  She  would  never  think 
of  it  again  !  The  house  might  just  as  well  be  buried  in  an 
eternal  fog,  while  all  other  houses  had  the  sunshine  on 
them ;  for  not  a  foot  would  ever  cross  the  threshold,  nor  a 
hand  so  much  as  try  the  door ! 

But,  at  this  instant,  the  shop-bell,  right  over  her  head, 
tinkled  as  if  it  were  bewitched.  The  old  gentlewoman's 
heart  seemed  to  be  attached  to  the  same  steel  spring,  for  it 
went  through  a  series  of  sharp  jerks,  in  unison  with  tbe 
sound.  The  door  was  thrust  open,  although  no  human 
form  was  perceptible  on  the  other  side  of  the  half-window. 
Hepzibah,  nevertheless,  stood  at  a  gaze,  with  her  hand?  • 
clasped,  looking  very  much  as  if  she  had  summoned  up  an 
evil  spirit,  and  were  afraid,  yet  resolved,  to  hazard  tbe 
-jncounter. 
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•*  Heaven  help  me ! "  she  groaned,  mentally.  "  Now  is 
my  hour  of  need ! " 

The  door,  which  moved  with  difficulty  on  its  ci'eaking 
and  rusty  hinges,  being  forced  quite  open,  a  square  and 
sturdy  little  urchin  became  apparent,  with  cheeks  as  red 
as  an  apple.  He  Was  clad  rather  shabbily  (but,  as  it 
seemed,  more  owing  to  his  mother's  carelessness  than  his 
father's  poverty),  in  a  blue  apron,  very  wide  and  short 
trousers,  shoes  somewhat  out  at  the  toes,  and  a  chip-hat, 
with  the  frizzles  of  his  curly  hair  sticking  through  its  crev- 
ices. A  book  and  a  small  slate,  under  his  arm,  indicated 
that  he  was  on  his  way  to  school.  He  stared  at  Hepzibah 
a  moment,  as  an  elder  customer  than  himself  would  have 
been  likely  enough  to  do,  not  knowing  what  to  make  of  the 
tragic  attitude  and  queer  scowl  wherewith  she  regaLrded 
him. 

"  Well,  child,"  said  she,  taking  heart  at  sight  of  a  per- 
sonage so  Uttle  formidable,  —  "  well,  my  child,  what  did  you 
wish  for?" 

"  That  Jim  Crow,  there,  in  the  window,"  answered  the 
urchin,  holding  out  a  cent,  and  pointing  to  the  gingerbread 
figure  that  had  attracted  his  notice,  as  he  loitered  along  to 
school ;  "  the  one  that  has  not  a  broken  foot." 

So  Hepzibah  put  forth  her  lank  arm,  and  taking  the 
effigy  from  the  shop-window,  delivered  it  to  her  first 
customer. 

"  No  matter  for  the  money,"  said  she,  giving  him  a  little 
push  \,owards  the  door ;  for  her  old  gentility  was  contuma- 
ciously squeamish  at  sight  of  the  copper  coin,  and,  besides, 
it  seemed  such  pitiful  meanness  to  take  the  child's  pocket- 
money  in  exchange  for  a  bit  of  stale  gingerbread.  "  No 
matter  for  the  cent.     Y'ou  are  welcomf  to  Jim  Crow." 

The  child,  staring,  with  round  eyes,  at  this  instance  of 
liberality,  wholly  unprecedented  in  hi?  large  experience  of 
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cent-shops,  took  the  man  ol  gingerbread,  and  quitted  tht 
premises  No  sooner  had  he  reached  the  sidewalk  (little 
cannibal  that  he  was  I)  than  Jim  Crow's  head  was  in  his 
mouth.  As  he  had  not  been  careful  to  shut  the  door, 
Hepzibah  was  at  the  pains  of  closing  it  after  him,  with  a 
pettish  ejaculation  or  two  about  the  troublesomeness  of 
young  people,  and  particularly  of  small  boys.  She  had  just 
placed  another  representative  of  the  renowned  Jim  Crow 
Lt  the  window,  when  again  the  shop-bell  tinkled  clamor- 
ously, and  again  the  door  being  thrust  open,  with  its  char- 
acteristic jerk  and  jar,  disclosed  the  same  sturdy  little 
urchin  who,  precisely  two  minutes  ago,  had  made  his  exit. 
The  crumbs  and  discoloration  of  the  cannibal  feast,  as  j'et 
hardly  consummated,  were  exceedingly  visible  about  his 
mouth. 

"  What  is  it  now,  child  ?  "  asked  the  maiden  lady,  rather 
impatiently ;  '*  did  you  come  back  to  shut  the  door  ?" 

"  No,"  answered  the  urchin,  pointing  to  the  figure  that 
had  just  been  put  up ;  "I  want  that  other  Jim  Crow." 

"  Well,  here  it  is  for  you,"  said  Hepzibah,  reaching  it 
down ;  but,  recognizing  that  this  pertinacious  customer 
would  not  quit  her  on  any  other  terms,  so  long  as  she  had 
a  gingerbread  figure  in  her  shop,  she  partly  drew  back  her 
extended  hand,  —  "  Where  is  the  cent  ?" 

The  little  boy  had  the  cent  ready,  but,  like  a  true-born 
Yankee,  would  have  preferred  the  better  bargain  to  the- 
worse.  Looking  somewhat  chagrined,  he  put  the  coin  into 
Hepzibah's  hand,  and  departed,  sendmg  the  second  Jim 
Crow  in  quest  of  the  former  one.  The  new  shop-keeper 
dropped  the  first  solid  result  of  her  commercial  enterprise 
into  the  till.  It  was  done !  The  sordid  stain  of  that  copper 
coin  could  never  be  washed  away  from  her  palm.  The 
little  schoolboy,  aided  by  the  impish  figure  of  the  negro 

?>c(.r,  had  wrought  an  irreparable  ruin.     The  structure  of 
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sncient  anstociacy  had  been  demolished  by  him,  oven  as  if 
his  childish  gripe  hpd  torn  down  the  se /en-gabled  mansion 
Now  let  Hepzibah  turn  the  old  Pyncheon  portiaits  witli 
their  faces  to  th^  wall,  and  take  the-map  of  her  eastern  ter- 
ritory to  kindle  the  kitchen  fire,  and  blow  up  the  flame  with 
the  empty  breath  of  her  ancestral  traditions  !  What  had 
jhe  to  ilo  with  ancestry?  Nothing;  no  more  than  with 
posterit}  !  No  lady,  now,  but  simply  Hepzibah  Pyncheon, 
a  forlorn  old  maid,  and  keeper  of  a  cent-shop ! 

Nevertheless,  even  while  she  paraded  these  ideas  some- 
what ostentatiously  through  her  mind,  it  is  altogether  sur- 
.prising  what  a  calmness  had  come  over  her.  The  anxiety 
and  misgivings  which  had  tormented  her,  whether  asleep  or 
in  melancholy  day-dreams,  ever  since  her  project  began  to 
take  an  aspect  of  solidity,  had  now  vanished  quite  away. 
She  felt  the  novelty  of  her  position,  indeed,  but  no  longer 
with  disturbance  or  affright.  Now  and  then,  there  came  a 
thrill  of  almost  youthful  enjoyment.  It  was  the  invigorating 
breath  of  a  frei^h  outward  atmosphere,  after  the  long  torpor 
and  monotonous  seclusion  of  her  life.  So  wholesome  is 
effort !  So  miraculous  the  strength  that  we  do  not  know 
of!  The  healthiest  glow  that  Hepzibah  had  known  for 
years  had  come  now,  in  the  dreaded  crisis,  when,  for  the 
first  time,  she  had  put  forth  her  hand  to  help  herself.  The 
little  circlet  of  the  schoolboy's  copper  coin  —  dim  and  lus- 
treless though  it  was,  with  the  small  services  which  it  had 
been  doing,  here  and  there  about  the  world  —  had  proved  a 
talisman,  fragrant  with  good,  and  deserving  to  be  set  in 
gold,  and  worn  next  her  heart.  It  was  as  potent,  and  per- 
haps endowed  with  the  same  kind  of  efficacy,  as  a  galvanic 
ring !  Hepzibah,  at  all  events,  was  indebted  to  its  subt'le 
operation,  both  in  body  and  spirit ;  so  much  the  more,  h.  it 
mspirc»d  her  with  energy  to  get  some  breakfast,  at  which 
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Still  the  bettei  to  keep  up  her  courage,  she  allowed  ht'iiei 
an  extra  spoonful  in  her  inihsion  of  black  tea. 

Her  introductory  day  of  shop-keeping  did  not  run  on 
however,  without  many  and  serious  interruptions  of  thi 
mood  of  cheerful  vigor.     As  c  general  rule,  Providence  sel 
dom  vouchsafes  to  mortals  any  more  than  just  that  degre** 
of  encouragement  which  suffices  to  keep  them  at  a  reasons 
bly  full  exertion  of  their  powers.     In  the  case  of  our  oL- 
gentlewoman,  after  the  excitement  of  new  effort  had  sul 
sided,  the  despondency  of  her  whole  life  threatened,  eve 
and  anon,  to  return.     It  "was  like  the  heavy  mass  of  clourU 
which  we  may  often  see  obscuring  the  sky,  and  making  h 
gray  twilight  everywhere,  until,  towards  nightfall,  it  yield* 
temporarily  to  a  glimpse  of  sunshine.     But,  always,  the  en- 
vious cloud  strives  to  gather  again  across  the  streak  of  celes- 
tial azure. 

Customers  came  in,  as  the  forenoon  advanced,  but  rathei 
slowly;  in  some  cases,  too,  it  must  be  owned,  w^ith  little 
satisfaction  either  to  themselves  or  Miss  Hepzibah  ;  nor,  on 
the  whole,  with  an  aggregate  of  very  rich  emolument  to  the 
till.  A  little  girl,  sent  by  her  mother  to  match  a  skein  of 
cotton  thread,  of  a  peculiar  hue,  took  one  that  the  near- 
sighted old  lady  pronounced  extremely  like,  but  soon  came 
running  back,  with  a  blunt  and  cross  message,  that  it  would 
not  do,  and,  besides,  was  very  rotten!  Then,  there  was  a 
pale,  care-wrinkled  woman,  not  old  but  haggard,  and  already 
with  streaks  of  gray  among  her  hair,  like  silver  ribbons ; 
one  of  those  women,  naturally  delicate,  whom  you  at  onc« 
recognize  as  worn  to  death  by  a  brute  —  probably  a  drunken 
brute  —  of  a  husband,  and  at  least  nine  children.  She 
wanted  a  few  pounds  of  flour,  and  offered  the  money,  which 
the  decayed  gentlewoman  silently  rejected,  and  gave  the 
poor  soul  better  measure  than  if  ^he  had  taken  it.  Shortld 
afterwards,  a  man  in  a  blue  cotton  frock,  much  soiled,  came 
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in  and  bought  a  pipe,  filling  the  whole  shop,  meanwhile,  with 
the  hot  odor  of  strong  drink,  not  only  exhaled  in  the  torrid 
atmosphere  of  his  breath,  but  oozing  out  of  his  entire  sys 
tem,  like  an  inflammable  gas.  It  was  impressed  on  Hepz* 
bah's  mind  that  this  was  the  husband  of  the  care-wrinkled 
woman.  He  asked  for  a  paper  of  tobacco ;  and  as  she  had 
neglected  to  provide  herself  with  the  article,  her  brutal  cus- 
tomer dashed  down  his  newly-bought  pipe,  and  left  the 
shop,  muttering  some  unintelligible  words,  which  had  the 
tone  and  bitterness  of  a  curse.  Hereupon,  Hepzibah  threw 
up  her  eyes,  unintentionally  scowling  in  the  face  of  Provi- 
dence ! 

No  less  than  five  persons,  during  the  forenoon,  inquired 
for  ginger-beer,  or  root-beer,  or  any  drink  of  a  similar  brew- 
age,  and,  obtaining  nothing  of  the  kind,  went  ofi*  in  an 
exceedingly  bad  humor.  Three  of  them  left  the  door  open, 
and  the  other  two  pulled  it  so  spitefully  in  going  out  that 
the  little  bell  played  the  very  deuce  with  Hepzibah's  nerves. 
A  round,  bustling,  fire-ruddy  housewife  of  the  neighborhood 
burst  breathless  into  the  shop,  fiercely  demanding  yeast ; 
and  when  the  poor  gentlewoman,  with  her  cold  shyness  of 
manner,  gave  her  hot  customer  to  understand  that  she  did 
not  keep  the  article,  this  very  capable  housewife  took  upon 
herself  to  administer  a  regular  rebuke. 

"A  cent-shop,  and  no  yeast!"  quoth  she;  "that  will 
never  do !  Who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  ?  Your  loaf 
will  never  rise,  no  more  than  mine  will  to-day.  You  had 
better  shut  up  shop  at  once." 

**  Well,"  said  Hepzibah,  heaving  a  deep  sigh,  "  perhaps  1 
had ! " 

Several  times,  moreover,  besides  the  above  instance,  her 
ladylike  sensibilities  were  seriously  infringed  upon  by  the 
fiatmiliar,  if  not  rude  tone,  with  which  people  addressed  her 
They  evidently  considered  themselves  not  merely  her  equals 
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but  hei  patrons  and  superiors.  Now,  Hepzibah  had  uncon* 
sciuusly  flattered  herself  with  the  idea  that  there  would  be 
a  gleam  or  halo,  of  some  kind  or  other,  about  her  person, 
which  would  insure  an  obeisance  to  her  sterling  gentility, 
or,  at  least,  a  tacit  recognition  of  it.  On  the  other  hand, 
nothing  tortured  her  more  intolerably  than  when  this  recog- 
nition was  too  prominently  expressed.  To  one  or  two 
rather  officious  offers  of  sympathy,  her  responses  were  little 
short  of  acrimonious ;  and,  we  regret  to  say,  Hepzibah  wa^ 
thrown  into  a  positively  unchristian  state  of  mind,  by  the 
suspicion  that  one  of  her  customers  was  drawn  to  the  shop 
not  by  any  real  need  of  the  article  which  she  pretended  to 
seek,  but  by  a  wicked  wish  to  stare  at  her.  The  vulgar 
creature  was  determined  to  see  for  herself  what  sort  of  a 
figure  a  mildewed  piece  of  aristocracy,  after  wasting  all  the 
bloom,  and  much  of  the  decline  of  her  life,  apart  from  the 
world,  would  cut  behind  a  counter.  In  this  particular  case, 
however  mechanical  and  innocuous  it  might  be  at  other 
times,  Hepzibah's  contortion  of  brow  served  her  in  good 
stead. 

"  I  never  was  so  frightened  in  my  life ! "  said  the  curious 
customer,  in  describing  the  incident  to  one  of  her  acquaint- 
ances. "  She 's  a  real  old  vixen,  take  my  word  of  it ! 
She  says  little,  to  be  sure ;  but  if  you  could  only  see  the 
mischief  in  her  eye !  " 

On  the  whole,  therefore,  her  new  experience  led  our 
decayed  gentlewoman  to  very  disagreeable  conclusions  as  to 
the  temper  and  manners  of  what  she  termed  the  lower 
classes,  whom  heretofore  she  had  looked  down  upon  with  a 
gentle  and  pitying  complaisance,  as  herself  occupying  a 
sphere  of  unquestionable  superiority.  But,  unfortunately, 
she  had  likewise  to  struggle  against  a  bitter  emotion  of  a 
directly  opposite  kind :  a  sentiment  of  virulence,  we  mean, 
towards  the  idle  aristocracy  to  which  it  had  so  recently 
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been  her  pride  to  belong.  When  a  lady,  in  a  delicate  and 
costly  summer  garb,  with  a  floating  veil  and  giacefully-sway- 
iog  gown,  and,  altogether,  an  ethereal  lightness  that  made 
you  look  at  her  beautifuUy-islippered  feet,  to  see  whether  she 
trod  on  the  dust  or  floated  in  the  air,  —  when  such  a  vision 
happened  to  pass  through  this  retired  street,  leaving  it  ten- 
derly and  delusively  fragrant  with  her  passage,  as  if  a  bou« 
quet  of  tea-roses  had  been  borne  along,  —  then,  again,  it  is 
to  be  feared,  old  Hepzibah's  scowl  could  no  longer  vindicate 
itself  entirely  on  the  plea  of  near-sightedness. 

•*  For  what  end,"  thought  she,  giving  vent  to  that  feeling 
of  hostility  which  is  the  only  real  abasement  of  the  poor,  in 
presence  of  the  rich,  —  "  for  what  good  end,  in  the  wisdom 
of  Providence,  does  that  woman  live?  Must  the  whole 
world  toil,  that  the  palms  of  her  hands  may  be  kept  white 
and  delicate  ?  *' 

Then,  ashamed  and  penitent,  she  hid  her  fiice. 

"  May  God  forgive  me  ! "  said  she. 

Doubtless,  God  did  forgive  her.  But,  taking  the  inwaid 
and  outward  history  of  the  first  half-day  into  consideration, 
Hepzibah  began  to  fear  that  the  shop  would  prove  her  niin 
in  a  moral  and  religious  point  of  view,  \nthout  contributing 
very  essentially  towards  even  her  tempoml  welfare. 


IV. 

A  DAT  BEECDn)  THE  GOufiTJfiiL 

Towards  noo.<%  Hepzibah  saw  an  elderly  gentle 
Iflige  and  portly,  and  of  remarkably  dignified  demeanor 
passing  slowly  along,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  white  and 
dosty  street.  On  coming  within  the  shadow  of  the  Pyn- 
cheon-elm,  he  stopt,  and  (taking  off  his  hat,  n.eanwhile,  to 
wipe  the  perspiration  £rom  his  brow)  seemed  to  scrutinize^ 
with  especial  interest,  the  dilapidated  and  rosty-visaged 
House  of  the  Seven  Grables.  He  himself,  in  a  very  differ- 
ent style,  was  as  well  worth  looking  at  as  the  house.  No 
oetter  model  need  be  sought,  nor  could  have  been  found,  of 
a  very  high  order  of  respectability,  which,  by  some  inde- 
scribable magic,  not  merely  expressed  itself  in  his  looks  and 
gestures,  but  even  governed  the  foshion  of  his  garments, 
and  rendered  them  all  proper  and  essential  to  the  man. 
Without  appearing  to  differ,  in  any  tangible  way,  from  other 
people's  clothes,  there  was  yet  a  wide  and  rich  gravity 
about  them,  that  must  have  been  a  characteristic  of  the 
wearer,  since  it  could  not  be  defined  as  pertaining  either  to 
the  cut  or  material.  His  gold-headed  cane,  too,  —  a  ser- 
viceable staff,  of  dark,  polished  wood,  —  had  similar  traits, 
and  had  it  chosen  to  take  a  walk  by  itself,  would  have  been 
recognized  anywhere  as  a  tolerably  adequate  representative 
of  its  master.  This  character  —  which  showed  itself  so 
strikingly  in  everything  about  him,-  and  the  effect  of  which 
we  seek  to  convey  to  the  reader  —  went  no  deeper  than  his 
station,  habits  of  life,  and  external  circumstances.  One 
perceived  him  to  be  a  personage  of  mark   influencOi  and 
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autkorit}  ,  and,  especially,  you  could  feel  just  as  certain 
that  he  was  opulent  as  if  he  had  exhibited  his  bank 
account,  or  as  if  you  liad  seen  him  touching  the  twigs  of 
the  Pyncheon-elm,  and,  Midas-like,  transmuting  them  to 
gold. 

In  his  youth,  he  had  probably  been  rx)nsidered  a  hand- 
some man ;  at  his  present  age,  his  brow  was  too  heavy,  his 
temples  too  bare,  his  remaining  hair  too  gray,  his  eye  too 
cold,  his  lips  too  closely  compressed,  to  bear  any  relation  to 
mere  personal  beauty.  He  would  have  made  a  good  and 
massive  portrait ;  better  now,  perhaps,  than  at  any  previous 
period  of  his  life,  although  his  look  might  grow  positively 
harsh,  in  the  process  of  being  fixed  upon  the  canvas.  The 
artist  would  have  found  it  desirable  to  study  his  face,  and 
prove  its  capacity  for  varied  expression ;  to  darken  it  with  a 
frown,  —  to  kindle  it  up  with  a  smile. 

While  the  elderly  gentleman  stood  looking  at  the  Pyn- 
cheon-house,  both  the  frown  and  the  smile  passed  success- 
ively over  his  countenance.  His  eye  rested  on  the  shop- 
window,  and,  putting  up  a  pair  of  gold-bowed  spectacles, 
which  he  held  in  his  hand,  he  minutely  surveyed  Hepzibah's 
little  arrangement  of  toys  and  commodities.  At  first  it 
seemed  not  to  please  him,  —  nay,  to  cause  him  exceeding 
displeasure,  —  and  yet,  the  very  next  moment,  he  smiled. 
While  the  latter  expression  was  yet  on  his  lips,  he  caught  a 
glimpse  of  Hepzibah,  who  had  involuntarily  bent  forward 
to  the  window ;  and  then  the  smile  changed  from  acrid  and 
disagreeable  to  the  sunniest  complacency  and  benevolence. 
He  bowed,  with  a  happy  mixture  of  dignity  and  courteous 
kindliness,  and  pursued  his  way. 

"  There  he  is ! "  said  Hepzibah  to  herself,  gulping  down 
«  very  bitter  emotion,  and,  since  she  could  no*  rid  herself  of 
iti  trying  to  drive  it  back  into  her  heart.  What  does  he 
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think  of  it,  I  wonder?  Does  it  please  him ?  Ah !  — he  0 
looking  back ! " 

The  gentleman  had  paused  in  the  street,  and  turned  him- 
self half  about,  still  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  shop-window. 
In  fact,  he  wheeled  wholly  round,  and  commenced  a  step  or 
two,  aL  if  designing  to  enter  the  shop ;  but,  as  it  chanced, 
his  purpose  was  anticipated  by  Hepzibah*s  first  customer^ 
the  little  cannibal  of  Jim  Crow,  who,  staring  up  at  the  win- 
dow, was  irresistibly  attracted  by  an  elephant  of  ginger- 
bread. What  a  grand  appetite  had  this  small  urchin !  — 
two  Jim  Crows,  immediately  after  breakfjeistl  —  and  now 
an  elephant,  as  a  preliminary  whet  before  dinner !  By  the 
time  this  latter  purchase  was  completed,  the  elderly  gentle- 
man had  resumed  his  way,  and  turned  the  street  comer. 

"Take  it  as  you  like.  Cousin  Jaffrey!"  muttered  the 
maiden  lady,  as  she  drew  back,  after  cautiously  thrusting 
out  her  head,  and  looking  up  and  down  the  street.  "  Take 
it  as  you  like !  You  have  seen  my  little  shop-window ! 
Well !  —  What  have  you  to  say? — is  not  the  Pyncheon- 
house  my  own,  while  1  'm  alive  ?  '* 

After  this  incident,  Hepzibah  retreated  to  the  back  parlor, 
where  she  at  first  caught  up  a  half-finished  stocking,  and 
began  knitting  at  it  with  nervous  and  irregular  jerks ;  but 
quickly  finding  herself  at  odds  with  the  stitches,  she  threw 
it  aside,  and  walked  hurriedly  about  the  room.  At  length, 
she  paused  before  the  portrait  of  the  stem  old  Puritan,  her 
ancestor,  and  the  founder  of  th^  house.  In  one  sense,  this 
picture  had  almost  faded  into  the  canvas,  and  hidden  itself 
behind  the  duskiness  of  age;  in  another,  she  could  not  but 
fancy  that  it  had  been  growing  more  prominent,  and  strik- 
ingly expressive,  ever  since  her  earliest  familiarity  with  it,  as 
a  child.  For,  while  the  physical  outline  and  substance  were 
darkening  away  from  the  beholder's  eye,  the  bold,  hard« 
and,  at  the  same  time,  indirect  character  of  the  man,  seemed 
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to  be  brougkt  out  in  a  kind  of  spiritual  relief.  Such  an 
effect  may  occasionally  be  observed  in  pictures  of  antique 
date.  They  acquire  a  look  which  an  artist  (if  he  have 
anything  like  the  complacency  of  artists  now-a-days)  wouW 
never  dream  of  presenting  to  a  patron  as  his  own  char-icter* 
istic  expression,  but  which,  nevertheless,  we  at  once  recog- 
nize as  reflecting  the  unlovely  truth  of  a  human  soul.  In 
such  cases,  the  painter's  deep  conception  of  his  subject's 
inward  traits  has  wrought  itself  into  the  essence  of  the 
picture,  and  is  seen  after  the  superficial  coloring  has  been 
rubbed  off  by  time. 

While  gazing  at  the  portrait,  Hepzibah  trembled  under 
its  eye.  Her  hereditary  reverence  made  her  afraid  to  judge 
the  character  of  the  original  so  harshly  as  a  perception 
of  the  truth  compelled  her  to  do.  But  still  she  gazed,  be- 
cause the  face  of  the  picture  enabled  her — at  least,  she 
fancied  so — to  read  more  accurately,  and  to  a  greater  depth, 
the  face  which  she  had  just  seen  in  the  street. 

"  This  is  the  very  man ! "  murmured  she  to  herself. 
"  Let  Jaffrey  Pyncheon  smile  as  he  will,  the  -e  is  that  look 
beneath !  Put  on  him  a  skull-cap,  and  a  band,  and  a  black 
cloak,  and  a  Bible  in  one  hand  and  a  sword  in  tha  other,  — 
then  let  Jaffrey  smile  as  he  might,  —  nobody  would  doubt 
that  it  was  the  old  Pyncheon  come  again  !  He  has  proved 
himself  the  very  man  to  build  up  a  new  house !  Perhaps, 
too,  to  draw  do^vn  a  new  curse ! ". 

Thus  did  Hepzibah  bewilder  herself  with  these  fantasies 
of  the  old  time.  She  had  dwelt  too  much  alone,  —  too  long 
in  the  Pyncheon-house,  —  until  her  very  brain  was  impreg- 
nated with  the  dry  rot  of  its  timbers.  She  needed  a  walk 
along  the  noon- day  street,  to  keep  her  sane. 

By  the  spell  of  contrast,  another  portrait  rose  up  before 
her,  painted  with  more  daring  flattery  than  any  artist  would 
have  ventured  upon,  but  yet  so  delicately  touched  tliat  tho 
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tikeness  Temained  perfect.  Bfalbone's  miniataTe»  thougn 
from  the  same  original,  was  far  inferior  to  Hepzibah's  air 
drawn  picture,  at  which  affection  and  sorrowful  remem 
brance  wrought  together.  Soft,  mildly,  and  cheerfully  con 
templative,  with  full,  red  lips,  just  on  the  verge  of  a  smile 
which  the  eyes  seemed  to  herald  by  a  gentle  kindling-up  of 
their  orbs  I  Feminine  traits,  moulded  inseparably  with  those 
of  the  other  sex !  The  miniature,  likewise,  had  this  last 
peculiarity ;  so  that  you  inevitably  thought  of  the  original 
as  resembling  his  mother,  and  she,  a  lovely  and  lovable 
woman,  with  perhaps  some  beautiful  infirmity  of  character, 
that  maje  it  all  the  pleasanter  to  know,  and  easier  to  love 
her. 

"  Yes,"  thought  Hepzibah,  with  grief  of  which  it  was  only 
the  more  tolerable  portion  that  welled  up  from  her  heart  to 
her  eyelids,  "  they  peraecuted  his  mother  in  him !  He  never 
was  a  Pyncheon !  " 

6}it  here  the  shop-bell  rang ;  it  was  like  a  sound  from  a 
remote  distance  —  so  far  had  Hepzibah  descended  into  the 
sepulnhral  depths  of  her  reminiscences.  On  entering  the 
shop,  she  found  an  old  man  there,  a  humble  resident  of 
Pyncheon-street,  and  whom,  for  a  great  many  years  past, 
she  had  suffered  to  be  a  kind  of  familiar  of  the  house.  He 
was  an  immemorial  personage,  who  seemed  always  to  have 
had  a  white  head  and  wrinkles,  and  never  to  have  possessed 
but  a  single  tooth,  and  that  a  half-decayed  one,  in  the  front 
of  the  upper  jaw.  Well  advanced  as  Hepzibah  was,  she 
could  not  remember  when  Uncle  Venner,  as  the  neighbor- 
hood called  him,  had  not  gone  up  and  down  the  street, 
stooping  a  little  and  drawing  his  feet  heavily  over  the  gravel 
or  pavement.  But  still  there  was  something  tough  and 
vigorous  about  him,  that  not  only  kept  him  in  daily  breath, 
Hut  enabled  him  to  fill  a  place  which  would  else  have  been 
vacant  in  the  apparently  crowded  world.     To  go  of  errands 
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with  hk  slow  and  shufBing  gait,  which  made  you  doubt  how 
he  ever  was  to  airive  anywhere;  to  saw  a  small  house- 
nold's  foot  or  two  of  fire-wood,  or  knock  to  pieces  an  old 
barrel,  or  split  up  a  pine  board,  for  kindling-stuff;  in  sum- 
mer, to  dig  the  few  yards  of  garden  ground  appertaining  to  a 
low-rented  tenement,  and  share  the  produce  of  his  labor  at 
the  halves ;  in  winter,  to  shovel  away  the  snow  from  the 
side-walk,  or  open  paths  to  the  wood-shed,  or  along  the 
clothes-line ;  such  were  some  of  the  essential  offices  which 
Uncle  Venner  performed  among  at  least  a  score  of  families. 
Within  that  circle,  he  claimed  the  same  sort  of  privilege, 
and  probably  felt  as  much  warmth  of  interest,  as  a  cleigy* 
man  does  in  the  range  of  his  parishioners.  Not  that  he 
laid  claim  to  the  tithe  pig ;  but,  as  an  analogous  mode  of 
reverence,  he  went  his  rounds,  every  morning,  to  gather  up 
the  crumbs  of  the  table  and  overflowings  of  the  dinner-pot, 
»s  food  for  a  pig  of  bis  own. 

In  his  younger  days  —  for,  after  all,  there  was  a  dim  tra- 
dition that  he  had  been,  not  young,  but  younger — Uncle 
\^enner  was  commonly  regarded  as  rather  deficient,  than 
otherwise,  in  his  wits.  In  truth,  he  had  virtually  pleaded 
guilty  to  the  charge,  by  scarcely  aiming  at  such  success  as 
Dther  men  seek,  and  by  taking  only  that  humble  and  modest 
part,  in  the  intercourse  of  life,  which  belongs  to  the  alleged 
deficiency.  But,  now,  in  his  extreme  old  age,  —  whether 
it  were  that  his  long  and  hard  experience  had  actually 
brightened  him,  or  that  his  decaying  judgment  rendered 
him  less  capable  of  fairly  measuring  himself, — the  vener- 
ble  man  made  pretensions  to  no  little  wisdom,  and  really 
enjoyed  the  credit  of  it.  There  was  likewise,  at  times,  a 
vein  of  something  like  poetry  in  him ;  it  was  the  moss  or 
wall-flower  of  his  mind  in  its  small  dilapidation,  and  gave  a 
charm  to  what  might  have  been  vulgar  and  common-place 
in  his  earlier  and  middle  life.     Hepzibah  had  a  regard  fof 
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him,  because  his  name  was  ancient  in  the  town,  and  haJ 
formerly  been  respectable.  It  was  a  still  better  reason  foi 
awarding  him  a  species  of  familiar  reverence,  that  Uncle 
Venner  was  himself  the  most  ancient  existence,  whether  of 
man  or  thing,  in  Pyncheon-street,  except  the  House  of  the 
Seven  Gables,  and  perhaps  the  elm  that  overshadowed  it. 

This  patriarch  now  presented  himself  before  Hepzibah^ 
clad  in  an  old  blue  coat,  which  had  a  fashionable  air,  and 
must  have  accrued  to  him  from  the  cast-off  wardrobe  o^  some 
dashing  clerk.  As  for  his  trousers,  they  were  of  tow-cloth, 
very  short  in  the  legs,  and  bagging  down  strangely  in  the 
rear,  but  yet  having  a  suitableness  to  his  figure  which  his 
other  garment  entirely  lacked.  His  hat  had  relation  to  nc 
other  part  of  his  dress,  and  but  very  little  to  the  head  that 
wore  it.  Thus  Uncle  Venner  was  a  miscellaneous  old 
gentleman,  partly  himself,  but,  in  good  measure,  somebody 
else  ;  patched  together,  too,  of  different  epochs ;  an  epitome 
of  times  and  fashions. 

"  So,  you  have  really  begun  trade,"  said  he,  —  "  really 
degun  trade!  Well,  I'm  glad  to  see  it.  Young  .people 
should  never  live  idle  in  the  world,  nor  old  ones  neither, 
unless  when  the  rheumatize  gets  hold  of  them.  It  has  given 
me  warning  already ;  and  in  two  or  three  years  longer,  1 
shall  think  of  putting  aside  business,  and  retiring  to  my 
farm.  That 's  yonder  —  the  great  brick  house,  you  know 
—  the  workhouse,  most  folks  call  it ;  but  I  mean  to  do  my 
work  first,  and  go  there  to  be  idle  and  enjoy  myself.  And 
I  'm  glad  to  see  you  beginning  to  do  your  work,  Miss  Hep- 
zibah  !  " 

"  Thank  you.  Uncle  Venner,"  said  Hepzibah,  smiling ;  for 
she  always  felt  kindly  towards  the  simple  and  talkative  old 
man.  Had  he  been  an  old  woman,  she  might  probably  have 
lepelled  the  freedom  which  she  now  took  in  good  part.    **  It 
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is  time  for  me  to  begin  work,  indeed !  Or,  to  speak  the  truth 
I  have  just  begun,  when  I  ought  to  be  giving  it  up." 

**  O,  never  say  that,  Miss  Hepzibah,"  answered  the  old 
man.  "  You  are  a  young  woman  yet.  Why,  I  hardly 
thought  myself  younger  than  I  am  now,  it  seems  so  little 
while  ago  since  I  used  to  see  you  playing  about  the  door 
of  the  old  house,  quite  a  small  child !  Oftener,  though,  you 
used  to  be  sitting  at  the  threshold,  and  looking  gravely 
into  the  street ;  for  you  had  always  a  grave  kind  of  way 
with  you, — a  grown-up  air,  when  you  were  only  the  height 
of  my  knee.  It  seems  as  if  I  saw  you  now;  and  your 
grandfather  with  his  red  cloak,  and  his  white  wig,  and  his 
cocked  hat,  and  his  cane,  coming  out  of  tlie  house,  and 
stepping  so  grandly  up  the  street !  Those  old  gentlemen 
that  grew  up  before  the  Revolution  used  to  put  on  grand 
airs.  In  my  young  days,  the  great  man  of  the  town  was 
commonly  called  King;  and  his  wife,  not  Queen  to  be  sure, 
but  Lady.  Now-a-days,  a  man  would  not  dare  to  be  called 
King ;  and  if  he  feels  himself  a  little  above  common  folks, 
he  only  sbops  so  much  the  lower  to  them.  I  met  your 
cousin,  the  judge,  ten  minutes  ago ;  and,  in  my  old  tow- 
cloth  trousers,  as  you  see,  the  judge  raised  his  hat  to  me, 
1  do  believe  !     At  any  rate,  the  judge  bowed  and  smiled  !  '* 

"  Yes,"  said  Uepzibah,  with  something  bitter  stealing  una- 
wares into  her  tone ;  «•  my  cousin  Jaffrey  is  thought  to  have 
a  very  pleasant  smile !  *' 

"  And  so  he  has ! "  replied  Uncle  Venner.  «*  And  that 's 
kather  remarkable  in  a  Pyncheon ;  for,  begging  your  par- 
don. Miss  Hepzibah,  they  never  had  the  name  of  being  an 
easy  and  agreeable  set  of  folks.  There  was  no  getting  close 
to  them.  But  now,  Miss  Hepzibah,  if  an  old  man  may  be 
bold  to  ask,  why  don't  Judge  Pyncheon,  with  Lis  great 
means,  step  forward,  and  tell  his  cousin  to  shut  up  tier  little 
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shop  at  once  ?  It 's  for  your  credit  to  be  doing  soiuethii^, 
but  it 's  not  for  the  judge's  credit  to  let  you !  " 

»*  We  won't  talk  of  this,  if  you  please,  Uncle  Venner,*^ 
said  Hepzibah,  coldly.  "  I  ought  to  say,  however,  that,  if  I 
choose  to  earn  bread  for  myself,  it  is  not  Judge  Pyncheon's 
fault.  Neither  will  he  deserve  the  blame,"  added  she, 
inore  kindly,  remembering  Uncle  Venner's  privileges  of  age 
and  humble  familiarity,  "if  I  should,  by-and-by,  find  i% 
convenient  to  retire  with  you  to  your  farm." 

"And  it 's  no  bad  place,  neither,  that  farm  of  mine  I "  cried 
the  old  man,  cheerily,  as  if  there  were  something  positivety 
delightful  in  the  prospect.  "No  bad  place  is  the  great 
brick  farm-house,  especially  for  them  that  will  find  a  good 
many  old  cronies  there,  as  will  be  my  case.  I  quite  long  to 
be  among  them,  sometimes,  of  the  winter  evenings ;  for  it 
is  but  dull  business  for  a  lonesome  elderly  man,  like  me,  to 
be  nodding,  by  the  hour  together,  with  no  company  but  his 
air-tight  stove.  Summer  or  winter,  there  's  a  great  deal  to 
be  said  in  favor  of  my  farm !  And,  take  it  in  the  autumn, 
what  can  be  pleasanter  than  to  spend  a  whole  day  on  the 
sunny  side  of  a  barn  or  a  wood-pile,  chatting  with  somebody 
as  old  as  one's  self;  or,  perhaps,  idling  away  the  time  with 
a  natural  bom  simpleton,  who  knows  how  to  be  idle,  because 
even  our  busy  Yankees  never  have  found  out  how  to  put 
him  to  any  use?  Upon  my  word,  Miss  Hepzibah,  I  doubt 
whether  I  've  ever  been  so  comfortable  as  I  mean  to  be  at 
my  farm,  which  most  folks  call  the  workhouse.  But  you,  — 
you  're  a  young  woman  yet,  —  you  never  need  go  there ! 
Something  still  better  will  turn  up  for  you.    1  ^m  sure  of  it !" 

Hepzibah  fancied  that  there  was  something  peculiar  in  her 
venerable  friend's  look  and  tone ;  insomuch,  that  she  gazed 
into  his  face  with  considerable  earnestness,  endeavoring  to 
discover  what  secret  meaning,  if  any,  might  be  lurking  there. 
Individuals  whose  affairs  have  reached  an  utterly  desperate 
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cnsis  almost  inTariably  keep  themselres  alive  with  hopes, 
so  iDuch  the  more  airily  magnificent,  as  they  have  the  less 
of  solid  matter  within  their  grasp,  whereof  to  mould  any 
judicious  and  moderate  expectation  of  good.  Thus,  all  the 
while  Hepzibah  was  perfecting  the  scheme  of  her  little 
shop,  she  had  cherished  an  unacknowledged  idea  that  some 
harlequin  trick  of  fortune  would  intervene  in  her  favor. 
For  example,  an  uncle  —  who  had  sailed  for  India,  fifty 
years  before,  and  never  been  heard  of  since  —  might  yet  re- 
turn, and  adopt  her  to  be  the  comfort  of  his  very  extreme 
and  decrepit  age,  and  adorn  her  with  pearls,  diamonds,  and 
oriental  shawls  and  turbans,  and  make  her  the  ultimate 
heiress  of  his  unreckonable  riches.  Or  the  member  of 
parliament,  now  at  the  head  of  the  English  branch  of  the 
family,  —  with  which  the  elder  stock,  on  this  side  of  the 
Atlantic,  had  held  little  or  no  intercourse  for  the  last  two 
centuries,  —  this  eminent  gentleman  might  invite  Hepzibah 
to  quit  the  ruinous  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  and  come 
over  to  dwell  with  her  kindred  at  Pyncheon  Hall.  But, 
for  reasons  the  most  imperative,  she  could  not  yield  to  his 
request.  It  was  more  probable,  therefore,  that  the  descend- 
ants of  a  Pyncheon  who  had  emigrated  to  Virginia,  in 
some  past  generation,  and  became  a  great  planter  there, — 
hearing  of  Hepzibah's  destitution,  and  impelled  by  the  splen- 
did generosity  of  character  with  which  their  Virginian  mix- 
ture must  have  enriched  the  New  England  blooc, — would 
send  her  a  remittance  of  a  thousand  dollars,  with  a  hint 
of  repeating  the  favor,  annually.  Or  —  and,  surely,  any- 
thing so  undeniably  just  could  not  be  beyond  the  limits 
of  reasonable  anticipation  —  the  great  claim  to  the  heritage 
of  Waldo  County  might  finally  be  decided  in  favor  of  the 
Pynsheons ;  so  that,  instead  of  keeping  a  cent-shop,  Hepzi- 
boh  would  build  a  palace,  and  look  down  from  its  highest 
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tower  on  hill,  dale,  forest,  field,  and  town,  as  hei  own  Hfaara 
of  the  ancestral  territory. 

These  were  some  of  the  fantasies  which  she  had  long 
dreamed  ahout ;  and,  aided  by  these,  Uncle  Venner's  casual 
attempt  at  encouragement  kindled  a  strange  festal  glory  in 
the  poor,  bare,  melancholy  chambers  of  her  brain,  as  if  that 
inner  world  were  suddenly  lighted  up  with  gas.  But  either 
he  knew  nothing  of  her  castles  in  the  air  —  as  how  should 
he?  —  or  else  her  earnest  scowl  disturbed  his  recollection, 
as  it  might  a  more  crurageous  man's.  Instead  of  pursuing 
any  weightier  topic.  Uncle  Venner  was  pleased  to  favor 
Hepzibah  with  some  sage  counsel  in  her  shop-keeping 
capacity. 

"  Give  no  credit ! "  —  these  were  some  of  his  golden  max- 
ims, — "  Never  take  paper-money !  Look  well  to  youi 
change !  Ring  the  silver  on  the  four-pound  weight !  Shove 
back  all  English  half-pence  and  base  copper  tokens,  such 
as  are  very  plenty  about  town  \  At  your  leisure  hours, 
knit  children's  woollen  socks  and  mittens !  Brew  your  own 
yeast,  and  make  your  own  ginger-beer ! " 

And  while  Hepzibah  was  doing  her  utmost  to  digest  the 
hard  little  pellets  of  his  already  uttered  w^isdom,  he  gave 
vent  to  his  final,  and  what  he  declared  to  be  his  all-impoi^ 
ant  advice,  as  follows :  — 

"Put  on  a  bright  face  for  your  customers,  and  smile 
pleasantly  as  you  hand  them  what  they  ask  for !  A  stale 
article,  if  you  dip  it  in  a  good,  warm,  sunny  smile,  will  go 
off  better  than  a  fresh  one  that  you  've  scowled  upon." 

To  this  last  apothegm  poor  Hepzibah  responded  with  a 
sigh  so  deep  and  heavy  that  it  almost  rustled  Uncle  Venner 
quite  away,  like  a  withered  leaf,  —  as  he  was,  —  before  an 
autumnal  gale.  Recovering  himself,  however,  he  bent  for* 
ward,  and,  with  a  good  deal  of  feeling  in  his  ancient  visage 
beckoned  her  nearer  to  him. 
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W  hen  do  you  expect  nim  home  ?  "  whispered  ho. 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Hepzibah,  turning  paie. 

"  Ah !  you  don 't  love  to  talk  about  it,  "  said  Uncle  Ven 
ner.  "  Well,  well !  we  '11  say  no  more,  though  there 's  word 
of  it,  all  over  town.  I  remember  him,  Miss  Hepzibah, 
befare  he  could  run  alone !  ** 

During  the  remainder  of  the  day,  poor  Hepzibah  acquitted 
herself  even  less  creditably,  as  a  shopkeeper,  than  in  her 
earlier  efforts.  She  appeared  to  be  walking  in  a  dll^am; 
or,  more  truly,  the  vivid  life  and  reality  assumed  by  her 
emotions  made  all  outward  occurrences  unsubstantial,  like 
^e  teasing  phantasms  of  a  half-conscious  slumber.  She 
still  responded,  mechanically,  to  the  frequent  summons  of 
the  shop-bell,  and,  at  the  demand^of  her  customers,  went 
prying  ^'ith  vague  eyes  about  the  shop,  proffering  them  one 
article  after  another,  and,  thrusting  aside  — perversely,  as 
most  of  them  supposed  —  the  identical  thing  they  asked  for. 
There  is  sad  confusion,  indeed,  when  the  spirit  thus  flits 
away  into  the  past,  or  into  the  more  awful  future,  or,  in  any 
manner,  steps  across  the  spaceless  boundary  betwixt  its  own 
legion  and  the  actual  world ;  where  the  body  remains  to 
guide  itself,  as  best  it  may,  with  little  more  than  the  mech- 
anism of  animal  life.  It  is  like  death,  without  death's  quiet 
privilege,  —  its  freedom  from  mortal  care.  Worst  of  all; 
when  the  actual  duties  are  comprised  in  such  petty  details 
as  now  vexed  the  brooding  son.  of  the  old  gentlewoman. 
As  the  animosity  of  fate  would  have  it,  there  was  a  great 
influx  of  custom,  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon.  Hepzibah 
blundered  to  and  fro  about  her  small  place  of  business, 
committing  the  most  unheard  of  errors :  now  stringing  up 
twelve,  and  now  seven  tallow-candles,  instead  of  ten  to  the 
pound ;  selling  ginger  for  Scotch  snuff,  pins  for  needles,  and 
needles  for  pins ;  misreckoning  her  change,  sometimes  to  the 
public  detriment,  av.i  much  oftener  to  her  own;  and  thus 
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the  went  on,  doing  her  utmost  to  bring  chaos  back  agaii^ 
until,  at  the  close  of  the  day's  labor,  to  her  inexplicable 
astonish ineiit,  she  found  the  money-drawer  almost  destitute 
of  coin.  After  all  her  painful  traffic,  the  whole  proceeds 
were  perhaps  half  a  dozen  coppers,  and  a  questionable  nine- 
pence,  which  ultimately  proved  to  be  copper  likewise. 

At  this  price,  or  at  whatever  price,  she  rejoiced  that  the 
day  had  reached  its  end.  Never  before  had  she  had  such  a 
sense  of  the  intolerable  length  of  time  that  creeps  between 
dawn  and  sunset,  and  of  the  miserable  irksomeness  of  hav- 
ing aught  to  do,  and  of  the  better  wisdom  that  it  would  be^ 
to  lie  down  at  once,  in  sullen  resignation,  and  let  life,  and 
Us  toils  and  vexations,  trample  over  one's  prostrate  body,  as 
they  may !  Hepzibah's  final  operation  was  with  the  little 
devourer  of  Jim  Crow  and  the  elephant,  who  now  proposed 
to  eat  a  camel.  In  her  bewilderment,  she  offered  him  first 
a  wooden  dragoon,  and  next  a  handful  of  marbles ;  neither 
of  which  being  adapted  to  his  else  omnivorous  appetite,  she 
hastily  held  out  her  whole  remaining  stock  of  natural  his- 
tory in  gingerbread,  and  huddled  the  small  customer  out  of 
the  shop.  She  then  mufiled  the  bell  in  an  unfinished  stock- 
ing, and  put  up  the  oaken  bar  across  the  door. 

During  the  latter  process,  an  omnibus  came  to  a  stand- 
still under  the  branches  of  the  elm-treel  Hepzibah's  heart 
was  in  her  mouth.  Remote  nnd  dusky,  and  with  no  sun- 
shine on  all  the  intervening  space,  was  that  region  of  the 
Past  whence  her  only  guest  might  be  expected  to  arrive  1 
Was  she  to  meet  him  now  ? 

Somebody,  at  all  events,  was  passing  from  the  furthest 
mterior  of  the  omnibus  towards  its  entrance.  A  gentleman 
alighted ;  but  it  was  only  to  offer  his  hand  to  a  young  girl, 
whose  slender  figure,  nowise  needing  such  assistance,  now 
lightly  descended  the  steps,  and  made  an  airy  little  jump 
front  the  final  one  to  the  sidewalk.     She  rewarded  her  cav- 
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aijer  with  a  smile,  the  cheery  glow  of  which  was  seen  le 
fleeted  on  his  own  face,  as  he  reentered  the  vehicle.  The 
|;irl  then  tumed  towards  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables 
fto  the  door  oi  which,  meanwhile,  —  not  the  shop-door,  but 
die  antique  portal, — the  omnibus-man  had  carried  a  light 
trunk  and  a  band-box.  First  giving  a  sharp  rap  of  the  old 
iron  knocker,  he  left  his  passenger  and  her  luggage  at  the 
door-step,  and  departed. 

'<Who  can  it  be  7*^  thought  Hepzibah,  who  had  been 
screwing  her  visual  organs  into  the  acutest  focus  of  which 
tney  were  capable.  '^The  girl  must  have  mistaken  the 
house ! " 

She  stole  softly  into  the  hall,  and,  herself  invisible,  gazed 
through  the  dusty  side-lights  of  the  portal  at  the  young, 
bloommg,  and  very  cheerful  face,  which  presented  itself  for 
admittance  into  the  gloomy  old  mansion.  It  was  a  face  to 
which  almost  any  door  would  have  opened  of  its  own  accord. 

The  young  girl,  so  fresh,  so  unconventional,  and  yet  so 
orderly  and  obedient  to  common  rules,  as  you  at  once  recog« 
nized  her  to  be,  was  widely  in  contrast,  at  that  moment, 
with  everything  about  her.  The  sordid  and  ugly  luxuriancd 
»f  gigantic  weeds  that  grew  in  the  angle  of  the  house,  and 
the  heavy  projection  that  overshadowed'  her,  and  the  time* 
MTorn  frame-work  of  the  door,  —  none  of  these  things  be- 
longed to  her  sphere.  But,  even  as  a  ray  of  sunshine,  faL 
mto  what  dismal  place  it  may,  instantaneously  creates  for 
Itself  a  propriety  in  being  there,  so  did  it  seem  altogether 
it  that  the  girl  should  be  standing  at  the  threshold.  It 
was  no  less  evidently  proper  that  the  door  should  swing 
•pen  to  admit  her.  The  maiden  lady,  herself,  sternly  in- 
ti(  spitable  in  her  first  purposes,  soon  began  to  feel  that  the 
door  ought  to  be  shoved  back,  and  the  rusty  key  be  turned 
m  the  reluctant  lock. 

"  Can  it  be  Phojbe  ? "  questioned  she  within  herself.     ••  It   ^ 
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mast  be  little  Fhoebe ;  for  it  can  be  iK)body  else,  —  and  the^ 
is  a  look  of  her  father  about  her,  too !  But  what  does  she 
want  here?  Andiiow  like  a  country  cousin,  to  come  down 
upon  a  poor  body  in  this  way,  without  so  much  as  a  day's 
notice,  oi  asking  whether  she  would  be  welcome!  Weil; 
she  must  nave  a  night's  lodging,  I  suppose ;  and  to-morrow 
the  child  shall  go  back  to  her  mother ! " 

Phoebe,  it  must  be  understood,  was  that  one  little  oflf-shoot 
of  the  Pyncheon  race  to  whom  we  have  already  referred,  as 
a  native  of  a  rural  part  of  New  England,  where  the  old 
fashions  and  feelings  of  relationship  are  still  partially  kept 
up.  In  her  own  circle,  it  was  regarded  as  by  no  means  im- 
proper for  kinsfolk  to  visit  one  another,  without  invitation, 
or  preliminary  and  ceremonious  warning.  Yet,  in  consider- 
ation  of  Miss  Hepzibah's  recluse  way  of  life,  a  letter  had 
actually  been  written  and  despatched,  conveying  information  > 
of  Phoebe's  projected  visit.  This  epistle,  for  three  or  four 
days  past,  had  been  in  the  pocket  of  the  penny-postman, 
who,  happening  to  have  no  other  business  in  Pyncheon- 
Btreet,  had  not  yet  made  it  convenient  to  call  at  the  Houses* 
of  the  Seven  Gables. 

'*  No !  —  she  can  stay  only  one  night,"  said  Hepzihah,  un- 
oolting  the  door.     '*  If  Clifford  were  to  find  her  here,  it : 
might  disturb  him  I " 


V. 

BIAT  AND  NOVEMBEK 

Pb<ebb  Ptncheon  slept,  on  the  night  of  her  arrival,  in  • 
chamber  that  looked  down  on  the  ^inrden  of  the  old  house. 
It  fronted  towards  the  east,  so  that  at  a  very  seasonable 
hoar  a  glow  of  crimson  light  came  flooding  through  the 
window,  and  bathed  the  dingy  ceiling  and  paper-hangings 
in  its  own  hue.  There  were  curtains  to  Phoebe's  bed ;  a 
dark,  antique  canopy  and  ponderous  festoons,  of  a  stuff 
which  had  been  rich,  and  even  magnificent,  in  its  time ;  but 
which  now  brooded  over  the  girl  like  a  cloud,  making  a 
night  in  that  one  corner,  while  elsewhere  it  was  beginning 
to  be  day.  The  morning  light,  however,  soon  stole  into  the 
aperture  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  betwixt  those  faded  curtains. 
Finding  the  new  guest  there,  —  with  a  bloom  on  her  cheeks 
like  the  morning's  own,  and  a  gentle  stir  of  departing  slum- 
ber in  her  limbs,  as  when  an  early  breeze  moves  the  foliage 
—  the  dawn  kissed  her  brow.  It  was  the  caress  which  a 
dewy  maiden  —  such  as  the  Dawn  is,  immortally  —  gives 
to  her  sleeping  sister,  partly  from  the  impulse  of  irresistible 
fondness,  and  partly  as  a  pretty  hint  that  it  is  time  now  to 
unclose  her  eyes. 

At  the  touch  of  those  lips  of  light,  Phoebe  quietly  awoke, 
and,  for  a  moment,  did  not  recognize  where  she  was,  nor 
how  those  heavy  curtains  chanced  to  be  festooned  around 
her.  Nothing,  indeed,  was  absolutely  plain  to  her,  except 
that  it  was  now  early  morning,  and  that,  whatever  might 
liapn^n  next,  it  was  proper,  first  of  all,  to  get  up  and  say  hei 
Iff  '  .£8     She  was  the  more  inclined  to  devotion,  from  the 
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grim  aspect  of  the  chamber  and  its  furniture,  especially  the 
tall,  stiff  chairs ;  one  of  which  stood  close  by  her  bedside, 
and  looked  as  if  some  old-fashioned  personage  had  been  sit« 
ting  there  all  night,  and  had  vanished  only  just  in  season 
to  escape  discovery. 

When  Phoebe  was  quite  dressed,  she  peeped  out  of  '^^e 
window,  and  saw  a  rose-bush  in  the  garden.  Being  a  verv 
tall  one,  and  of  luxurious  growth,  it  had  been  prop^  ^  p 
against  the  side  of  the  house,  and  was  literally  covered  v->h 
a  rare  and  very  beautiful  species  of  white  rose.  A  large 
portion  of  them,  as  the  girl  afterwards  discovered,  had  blight 
or  mildew  at  their  hearts ;  but,  viewed  at  a  fair  distance,  the 
whole  rose-bush  looked  as  if  it  had  been  brought  from  Eden 
that  very  summer,  together  with  the  mould  in  which  it 
grew.  The  truth  was,  nevertheless,  that  it  had  been 
planted  by  Alice  Pyncheon,  —  she  was  Phcebe's  great-great* 
grand-aunt,  —  in  soil  which,  reckoning  only  its  cultivation 
as  a  garden-plat,  was  now  unctuous  with  nearly  two  hun- 
dred years  of  vegetable  decay.  Growing  as  they  did,  how- 
ever, out  of  the  old  earth,  the  flowers  still  sent  a  fresh  and 
sweet  incense  up  to  their  Creator ,  nor  could  it  have  been 
the  less  pure  and  acceptable,  because  Phoebe's  young  iHreath 
mingled  with  it,  as  the  fragrance  floated  past  the  window* 
Hastening  down  the  creaking  and  carpetless  staircase,  ^e 
found  her  way  into  the  garden,  gathered  some  of  the  most 
perfect  of  the  roses,  and  brought  them  to  her  chamber. 

Little  Phoebe  was  one  of  those  persons  who  possess,  as 
their  exclusive  patrimony,  the  gift  of  practical  arrangement. 
It  is  a  kind  of  natural  magic  that  enables  these  favored 
ones  to  bring  out  the  hidden  capabilities  of  things  around 
them ;  and  particularly  to  give  a  look  of  comfort  and  habit« 
ableuess  to  any  place  which,  for  however  brief  a  period,  may 
happen  to  be  their  home.  A  wild  hut  of  underbrush,  tossed 
together  by  wayfarers  through  the  i»rimitive  forest,  wcuM 
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ic(|uue  fhe  home  aspect  by  one  night's  lodging  of  such  a 
Jlroman,  and  would  retain  it  long  after  her  quiet  figure  had 
lisappeared  into  the  surrounding  shade.  No  less  a  portion  of 
luch  Uomely  witchcraft  was  requisite,  to  reclaim,  as  it  were, 
Phoebe's  waste,  cheerless,  and  dusky  chamber,  which  had 
Deen  untenanted  so  long  —  except  by  spiders,  and  mice,  and 
rats,  and  ghosts —  that  it  was  all  overgrown  with  the  deso- 
lation which  watches  to  obliterate  every  trace  of  man's  hap- 
pier hours.  What  was  precisely  Phoebe's  process,  we  find 
it  impossible  to  say.  She  appeared  to  have  no  preliminary 
design,  but  gave  a  touch  here,  arid  anothef  there ;  brought 
some  articles  of  furniture  to  light,  and  dragged  others  into 
the  shadow ;  looped  up  or  let  down  a  window-curtain  ;  and, 
in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  had  fully  succeeded  in  throw- 
ing a  kindly  and  hospitable  smile  over  the  apartment.  No 
longer  ago  than  the  night  before,  it  had  resembled  nothing 
so  much  as  the  old  maid's  heart ;  for  there  was  neither  sun- 
shine nor  household-fire  in  one  nor  the  other,  and,  save  for 
ghosts  and  ghostly  reminiscences,  not  a  guest,  for  many 
years  gone-by,  had  entered  the  heart  or  the  chamber. 

There  was  still  another  peculiarity  of  this  inscrutable 
charm.  The  bed-chamber,  no  doubt,  was  a  chamber  of  very 
great  and  varied  experience,  as  a  scene  of  human  life :  the 
joy  of  bridal  nights  had  throbbed  itself  away  here ;  new 
immortals  had  first  drawn  earthly  breath  here  ;  and  here  old 
people  had  died.  But  —  whether  it  were  the  white  loses, 
or  whatever  the  subtile  influence  might  be  —  a  person  of 
delicate  instinct  would  have  known,  at  once,  that  it  was 
now  a  maiden's  bed-chamber,  and  had  been  purified  of  all 
former  evil  and  sorrow  by  her  sweet  breath  and  happy 
thoughts  Her  dreams  of  the  past  night,  being  such  cheer- 
ful ones,  had  exorcised  the  gloom,  and  now  haunted  the 
chamber  in  its  stead. 

^fter  arranging  matters  to  her  satisfaction,  Phcebe  emerged 
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from  her  cnamber,  with  a  purpose  to  descend  again  inio  tli« 
garden.  Besides  the  rose-bush,  she  had  observed  several 
other  species  of  flowers,  growing  there  in  a  wilderness  of 
neglect,  and  obstructing  one  another's  development  (as  is 
often  the  parallel  case  in  human  society)  by  their  unedu- 
cated entanglement  and  confusion.  At  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  however,  she  met  Hepzihah,  who,  it  being  still  early, 
mvited  her  into  a  room  which  she  would  probably  have 
called  her  boudoir,  had  her  education  embraced  any  such 
French  phrase.  It  was  strewn  about  with  a  few  old  books, 
and  a  work-basket,  and  a  dusty  writing-desk;  and  had,  oti 
one  side,  a  large,  black  article  of  furniture,  of  very  strange 
appearance,  which  the  old  gentlewoman  told  Phoebe  was  a 
harpsichord.  It  looked  more  like  a  coffin  than  anything 
else ;  and,  indeed,  —  not  having  been  played  upon,  or  opened, 
for  years,  —  there  must  have  been  a  vast  deal  of  dead  music 
in  it,  stifled  for  want  of  air.  Human  finger  was  hardly 
known  to  have  touched  its  chords  since  the  days  qf  Alice 
Pyncheon  who  had  learned  the  sweet  accomplishment  of 
melody  in  Lnrope. 

Hepzibah'  bade  her  young  guest  sit  down,  and,  herself 
taking  a  chair  near  by,  looked  as  earnestly  at  PhcBbe's  trim 
Jttle  figure  as  if  she  expected  to  see  light  into  its  springs 
and  motive  secrets. 

**  Cousin  Phoebe,"  said  she,  at  last,  "  I  really  can't  see 
my  way  clear  to  keep  you  with  me." 

These  words,  however,  had  not  the  inhospitable  bluntness 
with  which  they  may  strike  the  reader ;  for  the  two  relatives, 
in  a  talk  before  bedtime,  had  arrived  at  a  certain  degree  of 
mutual  understanding.  Hepzibah  knew  enough  to  enable 
her  to  appreciate  the  circumstances  (resulting  from  the  sec- 
ond marriage  of  the  girl's  mother)  which  made  it  desirable 
for  PhoBl)e  to  establish  herself  in  another  home.  Nor  did 
she  misinterpret  Phoebe's  character,  and  the  genial  activity 
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perrading  it,  —  one  of  ihe  most  valuable  traits  of  the  trae 
New  England  woman,  —  which  had  impelled  her  fprih,  as 
might  \xi  said,  to  seek  her  fortune,  but  with  a  self-respecting 
purpose  to  confer  as  much  benefit  as  she  could  anywise 
receive.  As  one  of  her  nearest  kindred,  she  had  naturally 
betaken  herself  to  Hepzibah,  with  no  idea  of  forcing  herself 
on  her  cousin's  protection,  but  only  for  a  visit  of  a  week  or 
two,  which  might  be  indefinitely  extended,  should  it  prov9 
for  the  happiness  of  both. 

To  Hepzibah's  blunt  observation,  therefore,  Phoebe  replied^ 
as  frankly,  and  more  cheerfully. 

"  Dear  cousin,  I  cannot  tell  how  it  will  be,"  said  she. 
"  But  1  really  think  we  may  suit  one  another  much  better 
than  you  suppose.". 

•*  You  are  a  nice  girl,  —  I  see  it  plainly,"  continued  Hepzi- 
bah; "and  it  is  not  any  question  as  to  that  point  which 
makes  me  hesitate.  But,  Phosbe,  this  house  of  mine  is  but 
a  melancholy  place  for  a  young  person  to  be  in.  It  lets  in 
the  wind  and  rain,  and  the  snow,  too,  in  the  garret  and 
upper  chambers,  in  winter-time;  but  it  never  lets  in  the 
sunshine  !  And  as  for  myself,  you  see  what  I  am,  —  a  dis- 
mal and  lonesome  old  woman  (for  I  begin  to  call  myselt  old, 
Phoebe),  whose  temper,  I  am  afraid,  is  none  of  the  best,  and 
whose  spirits  are  as  bad  as  can  be.  I  cannot  make  your 
life  pleasant.  Cousin  Phcebe,  neither  can  I  so  much  as  give 
fon  bread  to  eat." 

"  You  will  find  me  a  cheerful  little  body,"  answered 
Phcebe,  smiling,  and  yet  with  a  kind  of  gentle  dignity; 
"and  I  mean  to  earn  my  bread.  You  know  I  have  not 
been  brought  up  a  Pyncheon.  A  girl  learns  many  things 
in  a  New  England  village." 

"  Ah !  Phoebe,"  said  Hepzibah,  sighing,  "  your  knowledge 
would  do  but  little  for  you  here !  And  then  it  is  a  wretched 
thoughty  that  you  should  fiing  away  your  young  days  in  a 
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place  Hke  this.  Those  cheeks  would  n^t  be  so  rosy,  aftet  m 
month  or  two.  Look  at  my  face ! "  — and,  indeed,  the  con 
trast  was  very  striking,  —  "  you  see  how  pale  I  am !  It  is 
my  idea  that  the  dust  and  continual  decay  of  these  old 
houses  are  unwholesome  for  the  lungs." 

"  There  is  the  garden,  —  the  flowers  to  be  taken  care  of,** 
observed  Phcebe.  "I  should  keep  myself  healthy  ynth 
exercise  in  the  open  air." 

"And,  after  all,  child,"  exclaimed  Hepzibah,  suddenly 
rising,  as  if  to  dismiss  the  subject,  "  it  is  not  for  me  to  say 
who  shall  be  a  guest  or  inhabitant  of  the  old  Pyncheon- 
house.     Its  master  is  coming." 

"  Do  you  mean  Judge  Pyncheon  ?  "  asked  Phoebe,  in  sur- 
prise. 

"  Judge  Pyncheon ! "  answered  her  cousin,  angrily.  "  Ho 
will  hardly  cross  the  threshold  while  I  live!  No,  no! 
But,  Phoebe,  you  shall  see  the  face  of  him  I  speak  of.  * 

She  went  in  quest  of  the  miniature  already  described,  and 
returned  with  it  in  her  hand.  Giving  it  to  Phoebe,  she 
watched  her  features  narrowly,  and  with  a  certain  jealousy 
as  to  the  mode  in  which  the  girl  would  show  herself  affected 
by  the  picture. 

"  How  do  you  like  the  face  ?  "  asked  Hepzibah. 

"It  is  handsome! — it  is  very  beautiful!"  said  Phoebe, 
admiringly.  "  It  is  as  sweet  a  face  as  a  man's  can  be,  or 
ought  to  be.  It  has  something  of  a  child's  expression,  — 
and  yet  not  childish,  —  only,  one  feels  so  very  kindly 
towards  him!  He  ought  never  to  suffer  anything.  One 
would  bear  much  for  the  sake  of  sparing  him  toil  or  sorrow. 
Who  is  it.  Cousin  Hepzibah  ?  " 

"Did  you  never  hear,"  whispered  her  cousin,  bending 
towards  her,  "  of  Clifford  Pyncheon  ?  " 

*  Never !  I  thought  there  were  no  Pyncheons  left,  except 
yourself  and  our  cousin  Jaffrey,"  answered  Phoebe.     "  And 
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ret  1  MMtn  to  have  heard  the  name  of  GlifTord  Pyncheon, 
Yes!  -from  my  father,  Dr  my  mother;  but  has  he  not 
been  a  long  while  dead  ?  *' 

"  Well,  well,  child,  perhaps  he  has ! "  said  Hepzibah,  with 
a  sad,  hollow  laugh;  "but,  in  old  houses  like  this,  you 
know,  dead  people  are  very  apt  to  come  back  again !  We 
shall  see.  And,  Cousin  Phoebe,  since,  after  all  that  I  have 
said,  your  courage  does  not  fail  you,  wq  will  not  part  so 
soon.  You  are  welcome,  my  child,  for  the  present,  to  such 
a  home  as  your  kinswoman  can  ofier  you." 

With  this  measured,  but  not  exactly  cold  assurance  of  a 
hospitable  purpose,  Hepzibah  kissed  her  cheek. 

They  now  went  below  stairs,  where  Phcsbe  — not  so 
much  assuming  the  office  as  attracting  it  to  herself,  by  the 
magnetism  of  innate  fitness  •^  took  the  most  active  part  in 
jNTeparing  breakfast.  The  mistress  of  the  house,  meaii* 
while,  as  is  usual  with  persons  of  her  stiff  and  unmalleable 
cast,  stood  mostly  aside ;  willing  to  lend  her  aid,  yet  con- 
scious diat  her  natural  inaptitude  would  be  likely  to  impede 
the  business  in  hand.  Phcsbe,  and  the  fire  that  boiled  the 
teakettle,  were  equally  bright,  cheerful,  and  efficient,  m 
iheir^  respective  offices.  Hepzibah  gazed  forth  from  her 
habitual  slu^shness,  the  necessary  result  of  long  solitude, 
as  from  another  sphere.  She  could  not  help  being  inter- 
ested, however,  and  even  amused,  at  the  readiness  with 
which  her  new  inmate  adapted  herself  to  the  circumstances, 
and  brought  the  house,  moreover,  and  all  its  rusty  old 
appliances,  into  a  suitableness  for  her  purposes.  Whatever 
she  did,  too,  was  done  without  conscious  efibrt,  and  with 
frequent  outbreaks  of  song,  which  were  exceedingly  pleasant 
to  the  ear.  This  natural  tunefulness  made  Phoebe  seem 
■ike  a  bird  in  a  shadowy  tree ;  or  conveyed  the  idea  that  the 
stream  of  life  warbled  through  her  heart  as  a  brook  some- 
times warbles  through  a  pleasant  little  dell     It  betokeneo 
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the  cheeriness  of  an  active  temperament,  finding  joy  in  iU 
activity,  and,  therefore,  rendering  it  beautiful;  it  was  a 
New  England  trait,  —  the  stem  old  stuff  of  Puritanism, 
with  a  gold  thread  in  the  web. 

Hepzibah  brought  out  some  old  silver  spoons,  v/ith  the 
&mily  crest  upon  them,  and  a  China  tea-set,  painted  over 
with  grotesque  figures  of  man,  bird,  and  beast,  in  as  gnh 
tesque  a  landscape.  These  pictured  people  were  odd 
humorists,  in  a  world  of  their  own,  —  a  world  of  vivid 
brilliancy,  so  far  as  color  went,  and  still  unfaded,  although 
tlie  tea-pot  and  small  cups  were  as  ancient  as  the  custom 
itself  of  tea-drinking. 

"  Your  great-great-great-great-grandmother  had  these 
cups,  when  she  was  married,"  said  Hepzibah  to  Phcebe. 
"She  was  a  Davenport,  of  a  good  family.  They  were 
almost  the  first  tea-cups  ever  seen  in  the  colony ;  and  if  one 
of  them  were  to  be  broken,  my  heart  would  break  with  it. 
But  it  is  nonsense  to  speak  so  about  a  brittle  tea-cup,  when 
1  remember  what  my  heart  has  gone  through,  without 
breaking." 

The  cups  —  not  having  been  used,  perhaps,  since  Hep- 
zibah's  youth  —  had  contracted  no  small  burthen  of  idust, 
which  Phoebe  washed  away  with  so  much  care  and  delicacy 
as  to  satisfy  even  the  proprietor  of  this  invaluable  china.  • 

"  What  a  nice  little  housewife  you  are  !  "  exclaimed  the 
latter,  smiling,  and,  at  the  same  time,  frowning  so  pro- 
digiously that  the  smile  was  sunshine  under  a  thunder- 
cloud. '*  Do  you  do  other  things  as  well  ?  Are  you  as 
good  at  your  book  as  you  are  at  washing  tea-cups  ?  " 

"  Not  quite,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Phoebe,  laughing  at  th** 
form  of  Hepzibah 's  question.  "  But  I  was  schoolmistress 
for  the  little  children  in  our  district,  last  summer,  and  might 
bave  been  so  still." 

«•  Ah !  '1  is  all  very  well ! "  observed  the  maiden  lady, 
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diawing  herself  up.  —  "  But  these  things  must  Lave  come 
to  you  with  your  mother's  blood.  I  never  knew  a  Pyn* 
cheon  that  had  any  turn  for  them." 

It  is  very  queer,  but  not  the  less  true,  that  people  are 
generally  quite  as  vain,  or  even  more  so,  of  their  deficien- 
cies, than  of  their  available  gifts ;  as  was  Hepzibah  of  this 
native  inapplicability,  so  to  speak,  of  the  Pyncheons,  to  any 
useful  purpose.  She  regarded  it  as  an  hereditary  trait ;  and 
so,  perhaps,  it  was,  but,  unfortunately,  a  morbid  one,  such 
as  is  often  generated  in  families  that  remain  long  above  the 
surface  of  society. 

Before  they  left  the  l>reakfast-table,  the  shop-bell  rang 
sharply,  and  Hepzibah  set  down  the  remnant  of  her  final 
cup  of  tea,  with  a  look  of  sallow  despair  that  was  truly 
piteous  to  behold.  In  cases  of  distasteful  occupation,  the 
second  day  is  generally  worse  than  the  first ;  we  return  to 
the  rack  with  all  the  soreness  of  the  preceding  torture  in 
our  limbs.  At  all  events,  Hepzibah  had  fully  satisfied  her- 
self of  the  impossibility  of  ever  becoming  wonted  to  this 
peevishly  obstreperous  little  bell.  Ring  as  often  as  it  might, 
the  sound  always  smote  upon  her  nervous  system  rudely 
and  suddenly.  And  especially  now,  while,  with  her  crested 
tea-spoons  and  antique  china,  she  was  flattering  herself 
with  ideas  of  gentility,  she  felt  an  unspeakable  disinclination 
to  confront  a  customer. 

"  Do  not  trouble  yourself,  dear  cousin ! "  cried  Phoebe, 
starting  lightly  up.     "  I  am  shopkeeper  to-day." 

"  You,  child ! "  exclaimed  Hepzibah.  "  What  can  a  little 
eountry-girl  know  of  such  matters  ?  " 

"  O,  I  have  done  all  the  shopping  for  the  family,  at  our 
village  store,"  said  Phcebe.  "  And  I  have  had  a  table  at  a 
fhncy  fair,  and  made  better  sales  than  anybody.  These 
things  are  not  to  be  learnt ;  they  depend  upon  a  knack,  that 
somes  I  suppose,"  added  she,  smiling,  "  with  one'e  motlier'f 
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blooJ.    Tou  shall  see  that  I  am  as  nice  a  little  salsswotiiau 
as  I  am  a  housewife  !  " 

The  old  gentlewoman  stole  behind  Phoebe,  and  peeped 
from  the  passage-way  into  the  shop,  to  note  how  she  would 
manage  her  undertaking.  It  was  a  case  of  some  intricacy. 
A  very  ancient  woman,  in  a  white  short  gown,  and  a  green 
petticoat,  with  a  string  of  gold  beads  about  her  neck,  and 
what  looked  like  a  night-cap  on  her  head,  had  brought  a 
quantity  of  yarn  to  barter  for  the  commodities  of  the  shop. 
She  was  probably  the  very  last  person  in  town  who  still 
kept  the  time-honored  spinning-wheel  in- constant  revolu- 
tion. It  was  worth  while  to  hear  the  croaking  and  hollow 
tones  of  the  old  lady,  and  the  pleasant  voice  of  Phcebe, 
mingling  in  one  twisted  thread  of  talk ;  and  still  better,  to 
contrast  their  figures,  —  so  light  and  bloomy  —  so  decrepit, 
and  dusky, — with  only  the  counter  betwixt  them,  in  one 
sense,  but  more  than  threescore  years,  in  another.  As  for 
the  bargain,  it  was  wrinkled  slyness  and  craft  pitted  against 
native  truth  and  sagacity. 

"  Was  not  that  well  done  ?  "  asked  Phogbe,  laughing, 
when  the  customer  was  gone. 

"  Nicely  done,  indeed,  child ! "  answered  Hepzibah.  "  I 
could  not  have  gone  through  with  it  nearly  so  well.  As  you 
say,  it  must  be  a  knack  that  belongs  to  you  on  the  ipother'st 
side." 

It  is  a  very  genuine  admiration,  that  with  which  persons 
too  shy  or  too  awkward  to  take  a  due  part  in  the  bustling 
world  regard  the  real  actors  in  life's  stirring  scenes ;  so 
genuine,  in  fact,  that  the  former  are  usually  fain  to  make  it 
palatable  to  their  self-lqve,  by  assuming  that  these  active 
and  forcible  qualities  are  incompatible  with  others,  which 
they  chose  to  deem  higher  and  more  important.  Thus, 
Hepzibah  was  well  content  to  acknowledge  Phoebe's  vastly 
superior  gifts  ps  a  shopkeeper;  she  listened,  with  compliant 
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ear,  to  her  saggestion  of  various  methods  whereby  the  influx 
of  trade  might  be  mcreased,  and  rendered  profitable,  without 
a  hazardous  outlay  of  capital.  She  consented  that  th< 
Tillage  maiden  should  manufacture  yeast,  both  liquid  and  in 
cakes ;  and  should  brew  a  certain  kind  of  beer,  nectareous 
to  the  palate,  and  of  rare  stomachic  virtues ;  and,  moreover, 
should  bake  and  exhibit  for  sale  some  little  spice-cakes, 
which  whosoever  tasted  would  longingly  desire  to  taste 
«gain.  All  such  proofs  of  a  ready  mind,  and  skilful  handi* 
work,  w\3re  highly  acceptable  to  the  aristocratic  hucksteress, 
so  long  as  she  could  murmur  to  herself,  with  a  grim  smile, 
and  a  half-natural  sigh,  and  a  sentiment  of  mixed  wonder, 
pity,  and  growing  affection,  -s- 

«<  What  a  nice  little  body  she  is !  If  she  could  only  be  a 
lady,  too !  —  but  that 's  impossible !  Phoebe  is  no  Pyncheon. 
She  takes  everything  from  her  mother." 

As  to  Phoebe's  not. being  a  lady,  or  whether  she  were  a 
lady  or  no,  it  was  a  point,  perhaps,  difficult  to  decide,  but 
which  could  hardly  have  come  up  for  judgment  at  all,  in 
any  fair  and  healthy  mind.  Out  of  New  England,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  meet  with  a  person  combining  so  many 
ladylike  attributes  with  so  many  others  that  form  no  neces- 
sary (if  compatible)  part  of  the  character.  She  shocked 
no  canon  of  taste ;  she  was  admirably  in  keeping  with  her- 
self, and  never  jarred  against  surrounding  circumstances* 
Her  figure,  to  be  sure,  —  So  small  as  to  be  almost  childlike, 
and  so  elastic  that  motion  seemed  as  easy  or  easier  to  it 
than  rest,  —  would  hardly  have  suited  one's  idea  of  a  count- 
ess. Neither  did  her  face  —  with  the  brown  ringlets  on 
either  side,  and  the  slightly  piquant  nose,  and  the  wholesome 
bloom,  and  the  clear  shade  of  tan,  and  the  half  a  dozen 
freckles,  friendly  remembrancers  of  the  April  sun  and  breeze 
—  precisely  give  us  a  right  to  call  her  beautiful.  But  there 
was  both  lustre  and  depth  in  her  eyes.     She  was  vei^ 
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pretty;  as  graceful  as  a  bird,  and  graceful  much  in  th** 
same  way ;  as  pleasant  about  the  house  as  a  gleam  of  sun* 
shine,  falling  on  the  floor  through  a  shadow  of  twinkling 
leaves,  or  as  a  ray  of  firelight  that  dances  oh  the  wall, 
while  evening  is  drawing  nigh.  Instead  of  discussing  her 
claim  tk'  rank  among  ladies,  it  would  be  preferable  to  regard 
Phoebe  as  the  example  of  feminine  grace  and  availability 
combined,  in  a  state  of  society,  if  there  were  any  such, 
where  ladies  did  not  exist.  There  it  should  be  woman's 
ofBce  to  move  in  the  midst  of  practical  affairs,  and  to  gild 
them  all,  the  very  homeliest,  —  were  it  even  the  scouring  of  • 
pots  and  kettles,  —  with  an  atmosphere  of  loveliness  and 
joy. 

Such  was  the  sphere  of  Phoebe.  To  find  the  bom  ana 
educated  lady,  on  the  other  hand,  we  need  look  no  further 
than  Hepzibah,  our  forlorn  old  maid,  in  her  rustling  and 
rusty  silks,  with  her  deeply-cherished  and  ridiculous  con- 
sciousness of  long  descent,  her  shadowy  claims  to  princely 
territory,  and,  in  the  way  of  accomplishment,  her  recollec- 
tions, it  may  be,  of  having  formerly  thrummed  on  a  harpsi- 
chord, and  walked  a  minuet,  and  worked  an  antique  tapes- 
try-stitch on  her  sampler.  It  was  a  fair  parallel  between 
new  Plebeianism  and  old  Gentility. 

It  really  seemed  as  if  the  battered  visage  of  the  House 
of  the  Seven  Gables,  black  and  heavy-browed  as  it  still  cer- 
tainly looked,  must  have  shown  a  kind  of  cheerfulness 
glimmering  through  its  dusky  windows,  as  Phcebe  passed 
to  and  fro  in  the  interior.  Otherwise,  it  is  impossible  to 
explain  how  the  people  o'  the  neighborhood  so  soon  became 
aware  of  the  girl's  presence.  There  was  a  great  run  of 
custom,  setting  steadily  in,  from  about  ten  o'clock  until 
towards  noon,  —  relaxing,  somewhat,  at  dinner-time,  but 
re-commencing  in  the  afternoon,  and,  finally,  dying  awa}/  a 
half  an  hour  or  so  before  the  long  day's  sunset.     One  of  the 
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Btauncheist  patrons  was  little  Ned  Wiggins,  the  devourer  of 
Jim  Crow  and  the  elephant,  who  to-day  had  signalized  his 
omnivorous  prowess  by  swallowing  two  dromedaries  and  a 
locomotive.  -  Pbosbe  laughed,  as  she  summed  up  her  aggre- 
gate of  sales,  upon  the  slate,  while  Hepzibah,  first  drawing 
on  a  pair  of  silk  gloves,  reckoned  over  the  sordid  accumula- 
tion of  copper  coin,  not  without  silver  intermixed,  that  had 
jingled  into  the  till. 

"  We  must  renew  our  stock,  Cousin  Hepzibah  I  **  cried 
the  little  saleswoman.  <*The  gingerbread  figures  are  all 
gone,  and  so  are  those  Dutch  wooden  milkmaids,  and  most 
of  our  other  playthings.  There  has  been  constant  inquiry 
for  cheap  raisins,  and  a  great  cry  for  whistles,  and  trumpets, 
and  Jew^s-harps ;  and  at  least  a  dozen  little  boys  have  asked 
for  molasses-candy.  And  we  must  contrive  to  get  a  peck 
of  russet  apples,  late  in  the  season  as  it  is.  But,  dear 
cousin,  what  an  enormous  heap  of  copper!  Positively  a 
copper  mountain ! " 

**Well  done!  well  done!  well  done!"  quoth  Uncle 
Venner,  who  had  taken  occasion  to  shufHe  in  and  out  of  the 
shop  several  times,  in  the  course  of  the  day.  "Here's  a 
girl  that  will  never  end  her  days  at  my  farm !  Bless  my 
eyes,  what  a  brisk  little  soul ! " 

"Yes,  Phoebe  is  a  nice  girl!"  said  Hepzibah,  with  a 
scowl  of  austere  approbation.  "But,  Uncle  Venner,  you 
have  known  the  family  a  great  many  years.  Can  you  tell 
me  whether  there  ever  was  a  Pyncheon  whom  she  takes 
after?" 

"  I  don't  believe  there  ever  was,"  answered  the  venerable 
man.  "  At  any  rate,  it  never  was  my  luck  to  see  her  like 
among  them,  nor,  for  that  matter,  anywhere  else.  I  Ve 
seen  a  great  deal  of  the  world,  not  only  in  people's  kitchens 
and  back-yards,  but  at  the  street-comers,  and  on  the 
whai  ves,  and  in  other  places  where  my  business  calls  me ; 
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and  I  'm  free  to  say,  Miss  Hepzibah,  that  I  nevei  knew  a 
human  creature  do  her  work  so  much  like  one  of  God 'a 
angels  us  this  child  Phcebe  does  ! " 

Uncle  Venner's  eulogium,  if  it  appear  rather  too  high- 
strained  for  the  person  and  occasion,  had,  nevertheless,  a 
sense  in  which  it  was  both  subtle  and  true.  There  was  a 
spiritual  quality  in  Phcsbe's  activity.  The  life  of  the  long 
and  busy  day  —  spent  in  occupations  that  might  so  easily 
have  taken  a  squalid  and  ugly  aspect  —  had  been  made 
pleasant,  and  even  lovely,  by  the  spontaneous  grace  with 
which  these  homely  duties  seemed  to  bloom  out  of  her 
character ;  so  that  labor,  while  she  dealt  with  it,  had  the 
easy  and  flexible  charm  of  (day.  Angels  do  not  toil,  but 
let  their  good  works  grow  out  of  them ;  and  so  did  Phoebe. 

The  two  relatives  —  the  young  maid  and  the  old  one  — • 
found  time,  before  nightfall,  in  the  intervals  of  trade,  to 
make  rapid  advances  towards  afiection  and  confidence.  A 
recluse,  like  Hepzibah,  usually  displays  remarkable  frank- 
ness, and  at  least  temporary  affability,  on  being  absolutely 
cornered,  and  brought  to  the  point  of  personal  intercourse ; 
like  the  angel  whom  Jacob  wrestled  with,  she  is  ready  to 
bless  you,  when  once  overcome. 

The  old  gentlewoman  took  a  dreary  and  proud  satisfac- 
tion in  leading  Phoebe  from  room  to  room  of  the  house,  and 
recounting  the  traditions  with  which,  as  we  may  say,  the 
walls  were  lugubriously  frescoed.  She  showed  the  inden- 
tations made  by  the  lieutenant-governor's  sword-hilt  in  the 
Qoor-panels  of  the  apartment  where  old  Colonel  Pyncheon, 
a  dead  host,  had  received  his  afirighted  visiters  with  an 
awful  frown.  The  dusl^  terror  of  that  frown,  Hepzibah 
observed,  was  thought  to  be  lingering  ever  since  in  the  pas- 
sage-way. She  bade  Phoebe  step  into  one  of  the  tall  chairs 
and  inspect  the  ancient  map  of  the  Pyncheon  territory  at 
the  eastward.    In  a  tract  of  land  on  which  she  laid  Uei 
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anger,  there  existed  a  silver  mine,  the  locality  of  which  was 
precisely  pointed  out  in  some  memoranda  of  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon  himself,  but  only  to  be  made  known  when  the  family 
claim  should  be  recognized  by  government.  Thus  it  Was 
for  the  interest  of  all  New  England  that  the  Pyncheons 
should  have  justice  done  them.  She  told,  too,  how  that 
there  was  undoubtedly  an  immense  treasure  of  English 
guineas  hidden  somewhere  about  the  house,  or  in  the  cellar^ 
or  possibly  in  the  garden. 

•*  If  you  should  happen  to  find  it,  Phoebe,"  said  Hepzibah, 
glancing  aside  at  her,  with  a  grim  yet  kindly  smile,  "we 
will  tie  up  the  shop-bell  for  good  and  all !  " 

"  Yes,  dear  cousin,"  answered  Phoebe ;  "  but,  in  the  mean 
time,  I  hear  somebody  ringing  it  I  " 

When  the  customer  was  gone,  Hepzibah  talked  rather 
Taguely,  and  at  great  length,  about  a  certain  Alice  Pyn* 
cheon,  who  had  been  exceedingly  beautiful  and  accomplished 
in  her  lifetime,  a  hundred  years  ago.  The  fragrance  of  her 
rich  and  delightful  character  still  lingered  about  the  place 
where  she  had  lived,  as  a  dried  rose-bud  scents  the  drawer 
where  it  has  withered  and  perished.  This  lovely  Alice  had 
met  with  some  great  and  mysterious  calamity,  and  had 
grown  thin  and  white,  and  gradually  faded  out  of  the  world. 
But,  even  now,  she  was  supposed  to  haunt  the  House  of  the 
Seven  Gables,  and,  a  great  many  times, — especially  when 
one  of  the  Pyncheons  was  to  die,  —  she  had  been  heard  play- 
ing sadly  and  beautifully  on  the  harpsichord.  One  of  these 
tunes,  just  as  it  had  sounded  from  her  spiritual  touch,  had 
been  written  down  by  an  amateur  of  music ;  it  was  so  ex- 
quisitely mournful  that  nobody,  to  this  day,  could  btar  to 
hear  it  played,  unless  when  a  great  sorrow  had  made  them 
know  the  still  profounder  sweetness  of  it. 

"  Was  it  the  same  harpsichord  that  you  showed  me  ?  " 
bfjuired  Phoebe. 
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**  The  very  same/'  said  Hepzibah.  "  It  was  Alice  Pyn 
cheon's  harpsichord.  When  I  was  learning  music,  my 
father  would  never  let  me  open  it.  So,  as  I  could  only  play 
on  my  teacher's  instrument,  I  have  forgotten  all  my  music, 
long  ago." 

Lf^aving  these  antique  themes,  the  old  lady  began  to 
talk  about  the  daguerreotypist,  whom,  as  he  seemed  to 
be  a  well-meaning  and  orderly  young  man,  and  in  narrow 
circumstances,  she  had  permitted  to  take  up  his  residence 
in  one  of  the  seven  gables.  But,  on  seeing  more  of  Mr. 
Holgrave,  she  hardly  knew  what  to  make  of  him.  He  had 
the  strangest  companions  imaginable:  men  with  long 
beards,  and  dressed  in  linen  blouses,  and  other  such  new- 
fangled and  ill-fitting  garments ;  reformers,  temperance  lec- 
turers, and  all  manner  of  cross-looking  philanthropists; 
community-men  and  come-outers,  as  Hepzibah  believed, 
who  acknowledged  no  law,  and  ate  no  solid  food,  but  lived 
on  the  scent  of  other  people's  cookery,  and  turned  up  their 
noses  at  the  fare.  As  for  the  daguerreotypist,  she  had  read 
a  paragraph  in  a  penny-paper,  the  other  day,  accusing  bin 
of  making  a  speech  full  of  wild  and  disorganizing  matter,  at 
a  meeting  of  his  banditti-like  associates.  For  her  own  part, 
she  had  reason  to  believe  that  he  practised  animal  magnet- 
ism, and,  if  such  things  were  in  fashion  now-a-days,  should 
be  apt  to  suspect  him  of  studying  the  Black  Art,  up  there 
in  his  lonesome  chamber. 

"  But,  dear  cousin,"  said  Phoebe,  "  if  the  young  man  is  so 
dangerous,  why  do  you  let  him  stay  ?  If  he  does  nothing 
worscj  he  may  set  the  house  on  fire !  " 
^  M  Why,  sometimes,"  answered  Hepzibah,  "  I  have  seri- 
ously made  it  a  question,  whether  I  ought  not  to  send  hin 
away.  But,  with  all  his  oddities,  he  is  a  quiet  kind  of  a 
person,  and  has  such  a  way  of  taking  hold  of  one's  mind, 
that,  without  exactlv  liking  him  (for  I  don't  know  enough 
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of  the  yoang  man),  I  should  be  soiry  to  lose  si^'ht  of  him 
entirely.  A  woman  clings  to  slight  acquaintances,  when 
fihe  lives  so  much  alone  as  I  do.*' 

«*  But  if  Mr.  Holgrave  ia  a  Ifiwless  person !  "  remonstrated 
Ph(cbe,  a  part  of  whose  essence  it  was  to  keep  within  the 
limits  of  law. 

«  O !  "  said  Hepzihah,  carelessly,  —  for,  formal  as  she  was, 
still,  in  her  life's  experience,  she  had  gnashed  her  t«eth 
■gainst  Luman  law,  —  **I  suppose  he  has  a  law  of  kk 


VI. 

MAULE'S   WELL. 

After  an  early  tea,  the  little  country-girl  strayed  into  th€ 
garden.  The  enclosure  had  formerly  been  very  extensivej 
but  was  now  contracted  within  small  compass,  and  hemmed 
about,  partly  by  high  wooden  fences,  and  partly  by  the  out- 
buildings of  houses  that  stood  on  another  street.  In  its 
centre  was  a  grass-plat,  surrounding  a  ruinous  little  struc- 
ture, which  showed  just  enough  of  its  original  design  to 
mdicate  that  it  had  once  been  a  summer-house.  A  hop-vine, 
springing  from  last  year's  root,  was  beginning  to  clamber 
over  it,  but  would  be  long  in  covering  the  roof  with  its  green 
mantle.  Three  of  the  seven  gables  either  fronted  or  looked 
side-ways,  w^ith  a  dark  solemnity  of  aspect,  down  into  the 
garden. 

The  black,  rich  soil  had  fed  itself  with  the  decay  of  a 
long  period  of  time;  such  as  fallen  leaves,  the  petals  of 
flowers,  and  the  stalks  and  seed-vessels  of  vagrant  and  law- 
less plants,  more  useful  after  their  death  than  ever  while 
flaunting  in  the  sun.  The  evil  of  these  departed  years 
would  naturally  have  sprung  up  again,  in  such  rank  weeds 
(symbolic  of  the  transmitted  vices  of  society)  as  are  always 
prone  to  root  themselves  about  human  dwellings.  Phcebe 
saw,  however,  that  their  growth  must  have  been  checked  by 
a  degree  of  careful  labor,  bestowed  daily  and  systematically 
on  the  garden.  The  white  double  rose-bush  had  evidently 
been  propped  up  anew  against  the  house,  since  the  commence- 
ment of  the  season ;  and  a  pear-tree  and  three  damson-trecs, 
which,  except  a  row  of  currant-bushes,  constituted  the  only 
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nineties  of  fruit,  bore  marks  of  the  recent  amputation  of 
several  superfluous  or  defective  limbs.  There  were  also  a 
few  species  of  antique  and  hereditary  flowers,  in  no  very 
flourishing  condition,  but  scrupulously  weeded;  as  if  some 
person,  either  out  of  love  or  curiosity,  had  been  anxious  to 
bring  them  to  such  perfection  as  they  were  capable  of  attain- 
ing. The  remainder  of  the  garden  presented  a  well-selected 
assortment  of  esculent  vegetables,  in  a  praiseworthy  state  of 
advancement.  Summer  squashes,  almost  in  their  golden 
blossom ;  cucumbers,  now  evincing  a  tendency  to  spread 
away  from  the  main  stock,  and  ramble  far  and  wide ;  two 
or  three  rows  of  string-beans,  and  as  many  more  that  were 
about  to  festoon  themselves  on  poles ;  tomatoes,  occupying  a 
site  so  sheltered  and  sunny  that  the  plants  were  already 
gigantic,  and  promised  an  early  and  abundant  harvest. 

Phcebe  wondered  whose  care  and  toil  it  could  have  been 
that  had  planted  these  vegetables,  and  kept  the  soil  so  clean 
and  orderly.  Not,  surely,  her  cousin  Hepzibah^s,  who  had 
no  taste  nor  spirits  for  the  lady-like  employment  of  culti- 
vating flowers,  and  —  with  her  recluse  habits,  and  tendency 
to  shelter  herself  within  the  dismal  shadow  of  the  house  — 
would  hardly  have  come  forth,  under  the  speck  of  open 
sky,  to  weed  and  hoe  among  the  fraternity  of  beans  and 
squashes. 

It  being  her  flrst  day  of  complete  estrangement  from  rural 
objects,  Phoebe  found  an  unexpected  charm  in  this  little  nook 
of  grass,  and  foliage,  and  aristocratic  flowers,  and  plebeian 
vegetables.  The  eye  of  Heaven  seemed  to  look  down  into 
it  pleasantly,  and  with  a  peculiar  smile,  as  if  glad  to  perceive 
that  nature,  elsewhere  overwhelmed,  and  driven  out  of  the 
dusty  town,  had  here  been  able  to  retain  a  breathing-place. 
The  spot  acquired  a  somewhat  wilder  grace,  and  yet  a  very 
gentle  one,  from  the  fact  that  a  pair  of  robins  had  built  their 
nest  in  the  pear-tree,  and  were  making  themselves  exceed* 
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ingly  busy  and  bappy  in  the  daik  intncscy  i^  its  boo^^ 
Bees,  too, — stmnge  to  say, — had  thongfat  it  Tvorth  their 
while  to  cojoe  hither,  possibly  from  the  range  of  hires  be- 
side some  fann-hoose,  mfles  away.  How  many  aerial  Yoy 
ages  might  ^ey  have  made,  in  qoest  of  honey,  or  honey- 
bden,  betwixt  dawn  and  sunset !  Tet,  late  as  it  now  was, 
there  still  arose  a  pleasant  ham  oat  of  one  or  two  of  the 
sqoash-blossoms,  in  the  dep^  of  which  these  bees  were 
plying  their  golden  labor.  There  was  one  other  object  in 
die  garden  which  nature  might  fairiy  claim  as  her  inaliena- 
He  property,  in  spite  of  whatever  man  coald  do  to  render  it 
his  own.  This  was  a  fountain,  set  round  with  a  rim  of  old, 
mossy  stones,  and  paved,  in  its  bed,  with  what  appeared  to 
be  a  sort  of  Mosaic^work  of  variously  colored  pebbles.  The 
play  and  slight  agitation  of  the  water,  in  its  upward  gush, 
wrought  magically  with  these  vari^^ated  pebbles,  and  made 
a  continually  shifting  apparition  of  quaint  figures,  vanishing 
too  suddenly  to  be  definable.  Thence,  swelling  over  the  rim 
of  moss-grown  stones,  the  water  stole  away  under  the  fence, 
through  what  we  regret  to  call  a  gutter,  rather  than  a 
channel. 

Nor  must  we  forget  to  mention  a  hen-coop  of  very  rever- 
end antiquity  that  stood  in  the  further  comer  of  the  garden, 
not  a  great  way  from  th^  fountain.  It  now  contained  only 
Chanticleer,  his  two  wives,  and  a  solitary  chicken.  All  of 
them  were  pure  specimens  of  a  breed  which  had  been  trans- 
mitted down  as  an  heir-loom  in  the  Pyncheon  &mily,  and 
were  said,  while  in  their  prime,  to  have  attained  almost  the 
size  of  turkeys,  and,  on  the  score  of  delicate  fiesh,  to  be  fit 
for  a  prince's  table.  In  proof  of  the  authenticity  of  this 
legendary  renown,  Hepzibah  could  have  exhibited  the  shell 
of  a  great  egg,  which  an  ostrich  need  hardly  have  been 
ashamed  of.  Be  that  as  it  might,  the  hens  were  now 
scarcely  larger  than  pigeons,  and  had  a  queer,  rusty,  with* 
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cfeil  aspect,  and  a  gouty  kind  of  movement,  and  a  sleepy  and 
>'nelancholy  tone  throughout  all  the  variations  of  their  cluck- 
ing and  cackling.  It  was  evident  that  the  race  had  degen- 
erated, like  raany  a  nohle  race  besides,  in  consequence  of 
too  strict  a  watchfulness  to  keep  it  pure.  These  feathered 
people  had  existed  too  long  in  their  distinct  variety ;  a  fact 
of  which  the  present  representatives,  judging  by  their  lugu- 
brious deportment,  seemed  to  be  aware.  They  kept  them- 
selves alive,  unquestionably,  and  laid  now  and  then  an  egg, 
and  hatched  a  chicken ;  not  for  any  pleasure  of  their  own, 
but  that  the  world  might  not  absolutely  lose  what  had  once 
been  so  admirable  a  breed  of,  fowls.  The  distinguishing 
mark  of  the  hens  was  a  crest  of  lamentably  scanty  growth, 
in  these  latter  days,  but  so  oddly  and  wickedly  analogous  to 
Hepzibah's  turban,  that  Phoebe  —  to  the  poignant  distress 
of  her  consilience,  but  inevitably — was  led  to  fancy  a  gen- 
eral resemblance  betwixt  these  forlorn  bipeds  and  her  re- 
spectable relative. 

The  girl  ran  into  the  house  to  get  some  crumbs  of  bread, 
cold  potatoes,  and  other  such  scraps  as  were  suitable  to  the 
accommodating  appetite  of  fowls.  Returning,  she  gave  a 
peculiar  call,  which  they  seemed  to  recognize.  The  chicken 
crept  through  the  pales  of  the  coop,  and  ran,  with  some  show 
of  liveliness  to  her  feet ;  while  Chanticleer  and  the  ladies  of 
his  household  regarded  her  with  queer,  sidelong  glances 
and  then  croaked  one  to  another,  as  if  communicating  theii 
sage  opinions  of  her  character.  So  wise,  as  well  as  antique, 
was  their  aspect,  as  to  give  color  to  the  idea,  not  merely 
that  they  were  the  descendants  of  a  time-honored  race,  but 
that  they  had  existed,  in  their  individual  capacity,  ever  since 
the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables  was  founded,  and  were 
somehow  mixed  up  with  its  destiny.  They  were  a  species 
of  tutelary  sprite,  or  Banshee;  although  winged  ani  feath 
ered  d'fferently  from  most  other  guardian  angels^ 
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**  ITere^  yoii  odd  little  chicken ! "  said  Phcsbe ;  *  here  aie 
some  nice  crumbs  for  you !  '* 

The  chicken,  hereupon,  though  almost  as  venerable  iu 
appearance  as  its  mother, — possessing,  indeed,  the  whole 
antiquity  of  its  progenitors,  in  miniature,  —  musteied  vi- 
vacity enough  to  flutter  upward  and  alight  on  Phoebe's 
shoulder. 

**  That  little  fowl  pays  you  a  high  compliment !  *'  said  a 
voice  behind  Phcebe. 

Turning  quickly,  she  was  surprised  at  sight  of  a  young 
man,  who  had  found  access  into  the  garden  by  a  door  open- 
ing out  of  another  gable  than  that  whence  she  had  emerged. 
He  held  a  hoe  in  his  hand,  and,  while  Phoebe  was  gone  in 
quest  of  the  crumbs,  had  begun  to  busy  himself  with  draw- 
ing up  fresh  earth  about  the  roots  of  the  tomatoes. 

"  The  chicken  really  treats  you  like  an  old  acquaintance," 
continued  he,  in  a  quiet  way,  while  a  smile  made  his  face 
pleasanter  than  Phcebe  at  first  fancied  it.  '*  Those  venera- 
ble personages  in  the  coop,  too,  seem  very  affably  disposed. 
You  are  lucky  to  be  in  their  good  graces  so  soon !  They 
have  known  me  much  longer,  but  never  honor  me  with  any 
familiarity,  though  hardly  a  day  passes  without  my  bringing 
them  food.  Miss  Hepzibah,  I  suppose,  will  interweave  the 
fact  with  her  other  traditions,  and  set  it  down  that  the  fowls 
know  you  to  be  a  Pyncheon !  " 

"The  secret  is,"  said  Phoebe,  smiling,  "that  I  have 
learned  how  to  talk  with  hens  and  chickens." 

"Ah !  but  these  hens,"  answered  the  young  man, — "  these 
hens  of  aristocratic  lineage  would  scorn  to  understand  the 
vulgar  language  of  a  barn-yard  fowl.  I  prefer  to  think,  — 
and  so  would  Miss  Hepzibah,  —  that  they  recognize  the 
family  tone.    For  you  are  a  Pyncheon  ?  " 

"My  name  is  Phoebe  Pyncheon,"  said  the  girl,  with  a 
c::uinn3r  of  somjp  reserve ;  for  she  was  aware  that  her  new 
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acquaintaiice  could  be  no  other  than  the  daguenreotypist,  of 
whose  lawless  propensities  the  old  maid  had  given  her  a 
disagreeable  idea.  "  I  did  not  know  that  my  cousin  Hepzi- 
bah's  garden  was  under  another  person's  care.*' 

*^  Yes,"  said  Holgrave,  "  I  dig,  and  hoe,  and  weed,  in  this 
black  old  earth,  for  the  sake  of  refreshing  myself  with  what 
little  nature  and  simplicity  may  be  left  in  it,  after  men  have 
80  long  sown  and  reaped  here.  I  turn  up  the  earth  by  way 
of  pastime.  My  sober  occupation,  so  far  as  I  have  any,  is 
with  a  lighter  material.  In  short,  I  make  pictures  out  of 
sunshine ;  and,  not  to  be  too  much  dazzled  with  my  own 
trade,  I  have  prevailed  with  Miss  Hepzibah  to  let  me  lodge 
in  one  of  these  dusky  gables.  It  is  like  a  bandage  over 
one's  eyes,  to  come  into  it.  But  would  you  like  to  see  a 
specimen  of  my  productions  ?  " 

'^  A  daguerreotype  likeness,  do  you  mean?"  asked  Phcebe, 
with  less  reserve ;  for,  in  spite  of  prejudice,  her  own  youth- 
fulness  sprang  forward  to  meet  his.  "  I  don't  much  like  pic* 
lures  of  that  sort  —  they  are  so  hard  and  stem ;  besides 
dodging  away  from  the  eye,  and  trying  to  escape  altogether. 
They  are  conscious  of  looking  very  unamiable,  I  suppose, 
and  therefore  hate  to  be  seen." 

"  If  you  would  permit  me,"  said  the  artist,  looking  at 
Phiebe,  '*  I  should  like  to  try  whether  the  daguerreotype  can 
bring  out  disagreeable  traits  on  a  perfectly  amiable  face. 
But  there  certainly  is  truth  in  what  you  have  said.  Most 
of  my  likenesses  do  look  unamiable ;  but  the  very  sufficient 
reason,  I  fancy,  is,  because  the  originals  are  so.  There  is  a 
wonderful  insight  in  Heaven's  broad  and  simple  sunshine. 
While  we  give  it  credit  only  for  depicting  the  merest  sur- 
fiice,  it  actually  brings  out  the  secret  character  with  a  truth 
that  no  painter  would  ever  venture  upon,  even  could  he 
detect  it.  There  is,  at  least,  no  flattery  in  my  humble  line 
of  art    Now,  here  is  a  likeness  which  I  have  taken  over 
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and  (nrer  again,  and  still  with  no  better  result.  Yet  the 
original  Clears,  to  common  eyes,  a  very  different  expressiot*. 
It  would  gratify  me  to  hare  your  judgment  on  this  char* 
acter." 

He  exhibited  a  daguerreotype  miniature,  in  a  morocco 
case.     Phosbe  merely  glanced  at  it,  and  gave  it  back. 

^*  I  know  the  face,"  she  replied ;  "  for  its  stern  eye  haa 
been  following  me  about,  all  day.  It  is  my  Puritan  ances- 
tor, who  hangs  yonder  in  the  parlor.  To  be  sure,  yon  have 
found  some  way  of  copying  the  portrait  without  its  blaeli 
Telret  cap  and  gray  beard,  and  have  given  him  a  modem 
coat  and  satin  cravat,  instead  of  his  cloak  and  band.  1 
don't  think  him  improved  by  your  alterations." 

**  You  would  hare  seen  other  differences,  had  you  looked 
a  little  longer,"  said  Holgrave,  laughing,  yet  apparently 
much  struck.  "  I  can  assure  you  that  this  is  a  modem  face, 
and  one  which  you  will  very  probably  meet.  Now,  the  re- 
markable point  is,  that  the  original  wears,  to  the  world's  eye, 
—  and,  for  aught  I  know,  to  his  most  intimate  friends, — aii 
exceedingly  pleasant  countenance,  indicative  of  benevolence, 
openness  of  heart,  sunny  good-humor,  and  other  praise* 
worthy  qualities  of  that  cast.  The  sun,  as  you  see,  tells 
quite  another  story,  and  will  not  be  coaxed  out  of  it,  after 
half  a  dozen  patient  attempts  on  my  part.  Here  we  have 
the  man,  sly,  subtle,  hard,  imperious,  and,  withal,  cold  &8 
ice.  Look  at  that  eye !  Would  you  like  to  be  at  its  mercy  ? 
At  that  mouth !  Gould  it  ever  smile  ?  And  yet,  if  you 
could  only  see  the  benign  smile  of  the  original !  It  is  so 
much  the  more  unfortunate,  as  he  is  a  public  character 
of  some  eminence,  and  the  likeness  was  intended  to  be 
engraved." 

"Well,  I  don't  wish  to  see  it  any  more,"  observed 
Phoebe,  turning  away  her  eyes.  "It  is  certainly. very  like 
the  M  portrait.     But  my  cousin  Hepzibah  has  anothef 
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pcttUid, — a  miniatare.  If  the  original  is  still  in  tlie  world,  I 
think  he  might  defy  the  srin  to  make  him  look  stem  and 
hard/' 

<*  You  have  seen  that  picture,  then ! "  exclaimed  the 
artist,  with  an  expression  of  much  interest.  **  I  never  did, 
but  have  a  great  curiosity  to  do  so.  And  you  judge  &yorably 
of  the  face  ? " 

'  There  never  was  a  sweeter  one,"  said  Phoebe.  "  It  ia 
almost  too  soft  and  gentle  for  a  man's." 

"  Is  there  nothing  wild  in  the  eye  ?  "  continued  Holgrave, 
80  earnestly  that  it  embarrassed  Phoebe,  as  did  also  the 
quiet  freedom  with  which  he  presumed  on  their  so  recent 
acquaintance.  *'Is  there  nothing  dark  or  sinister,  any- 
where ^  Gould  you  not  conceive  the  original  to  have  been 
guilty  of  a  great  crime  ?  " 

**  It  is  nonsense,"  said  Hiaebe,  a  little  impatiently,  "  for 
OS  to  talk  about  a  picture  which  you  have  never  seen. 
You  mistake  it  for  some  other.  A  crime,  indeed !  Since 
you  are  a  friend  of  my  cousin  Hepzibah's,  you  should  ask 
her  to  show  you  the  picture." 

"  It  will  suit  my  purpose  still  better  to  see  the  original," 
replied  the  daguerreotypist,  coolly.  "As  to  his  character,  we 
need  not  discuss  its  points ;  they  have  already  been  settled 
by  a  competent  tribunal,  or  one  which  called  itself  compe- 
tent  But,  stay !  Do  not  go  yet,  if  you  please  !  I  have  a 
proposition  to  make  you." 

Phcebe  was  on  the  point  of  retreating,  but  turned  back, 
with  some  hesitation  ;  for  she  did  not  exactly  comprehend 
his  manner,  although,  on  better  observation,  its  feature  seemed 
rather  to  be  lack  of  ceremony  than  any  approach  to  offen- 
irive  rudeness.  There  was  an  odd  kind  of  authority,  too,  in 
what  he  now  proceeded  to  say,  rather  as  if  the  garden  were 
his  own  than  a  place  to  which  he  was  admitted  merely  by 
Hepzibah's  courtesy. 
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"If  agreeable  to  you,"  he  observed,  "it  would  gne  me 
pleasure  to  turn  over  these  flowers,  and  those  ancient 
and  respectable  fowls,  to  your  care.  Coming  fresh  from 
country  air  and  occupations,  you  will  soon  feel  the  need  of 
some  such  out-of-door  employment.  My  own  sphere  doea 
not  so  much  lie  among  flowers.  You  can  trim  and  tend 
them,  therefore,  as  you  please ;  and  I  will  ask  only  the  least 
trifle  of  a  blossom,  now  and  then,  in  exchange  for  all  the 
good,  honest  kitchen-vegetables  with  which  I  propose  to 
enrich  Miss  Hepzibah's  table.  So  we  will  be  fellow-laborers, 
somewhat  on  the  community  system." 

Silently,  and  rather  surprised  at  her  own  compliance, 
Phcebe  accordingly  betook  herself  to  weeding  a  flower-bed, 
but  busied  herself  still  more  with  cogitations  respecting  this 
young  man,  with  whom  she  so  unexpectedly  found  herself 
on  terms  approaching  to  familiarity.  She  did  not  alto- 
gether like  him.  His  character  perplexed  the  little  country- 
girl,  as  it  might  a  more  practised  observer ;  for,  while  the 
tone  of  his  conversation  had  generally  been  playful,  the 
impression  left  on  her  mind  was  that  of  gravity,  and,  except 
as  his  youth  modified  it,  almost  sternness.  She  rebelled,  as 
it  were,  against  a  certain  magnetic  element  in  the  artist's 
nature,  which  he  exercised  towards  her,  possibly  without 
being  conscious  of  it. 

After  a  little  while,  the  twilight,  deepened  by  the  shadows 
of  the  fruit-trees,  and  the  surrounding  buildings,  threw  an 
obscurity  over  the  garden. 

"  There,"  said  Holgrave,  "  it  is  time  to  give  over  work  ! 
That  last  stroke  of  the  hoe  has  cut  off  a  bean-stalk.  Good- 
night, Miss  Phoebe  Pyncheon  !  Any  bright  day,  if  you  will 
put  one  of  those  rose-buds  in  your  hair,  and  come  to  my 
rooms  in  Central-street,  I  will  seize  the  purest  ray  of  sun- 
shine, and  make  a  picture  of  the  flower  and  its  wearer." 

He  retired  towards  his  own  solitary  gable,  but  turned  his 
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head,  on  reaching  the  door,  and  called  to  Phoelxs  with  a  tone 
which  certainly  had  laughter  in  it,  yet  which  seemed  to  be 
more  than  half  in  earnest. 

*'  Be  careful  not  to  drink  at  Maule's  well ! "  said  he. 
•*  Neither  drink  nor  bathe  your  face  in  it ! " 

"  Maule's  well ! "  answered  Phoebe.  "  Is  that  it  with  the 
lim  of  mossy  stones?  I  hrve  no  thought  of  drinking 
there  —  but  why  not  ?  " 

•*  O,"  rejoined  the  daguerreotypist,  "  because,  like  an  old 
lady's  cup  of  tea,  it  is  water  bewitched  !  " 

He  vanished ;  and  Phoebe,  lingering  a  moment,  saw  a 
glimmering  light,  and  then  the  steady  beam  of  a  lamp,  in  a 
chamber  of  the  gable.  On  returning  into  Hepzibah*s  de- 
partment of  the  house,  she  found  the  low-studded  parlor  so 
dim  and  dusky  that  her  eyes  could  not  penetrate  the  in- 
terior. She  was  indistinctly  aware,  however,  that  the  gaunt 
figure  of  the  old  gentlewoman  was  sitting  in  one  of  the 
straight-backed  chairs,  a  little  withdrawn  from  the  window, 
the  faint  gleam  of  which  showed  the  blanched  paleness  of 
her  cheek,  turned  side  way  towards  a  corner. 

"  Shall  I  light  a  lamp,  Cousin  Hepzibah  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Do,  if  you  please,  my  dear  child,"  answered  Hepzibah. 
**  But  put  it  on  the  table  in  the  comer  of  the  passage.  My 
eyes  are  weak ;  and  I  can  seldom  bear  the  lamp-light  on 
them." 

What  an  instrument  is  the  human  voice  !  How  wonder- 
fully responsive  to  every  emotion  of  the  human  soul !  In 
Hepzibah 's  tone,  at  that  moment,  there  was  a  certain  rich 
depth  and  moisture,  as  if  the  words,  common-place  as  they 
were,  had  been  steeped  in  the  warmth  of  her  heart.  Agam, 
while  lighting  the  lamp  in  the  kitchen,  Phoebe  fancied  that 
her  cousin  spoke  to  her. 

"  In  a  moment,  cousin  !  "  answered  the  girl.  "  These 
matches  just  glimmer,  and  go  out" 
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But,  instead  of  a  response  from  Hepzibah,  she  seemed  to 
hear  the  murmur  of  an  unknown  voice.  It  was  strangely 
indistinct,  however,  and  less  like  articulate  words  than  an 
nnsh^ped  sound,,  such  as  would  be  the  utterance  of  feeling 
and  sympathy,  rather  than  of  the  intellect.  So  vague  was 
it,  that  its  impression  or  echo  in  Phcebe's  u\ind  was  that  of 
unreality.  She  concluded  that  she  must  have  mistaken 
some  other  sound  for  that  of  the  human  voice ;  or  elae  that 
it  was  altogether  in  her  fancy. 

She  set  the  lighted  lamp  in  the  passage,  and  again  en- 
tered the  parlor.  Hepzibah's  form,  though  its  sable  outline 
mingled  with  the  dusk,  was  now  less  imperfectly  visible. 
In  the  remoter  parts  of  the  room,  however,  its  walls  being 
80  ill  adapted  to  reflect  light,  there  was  nearly  the  same 
obscurity  as  before. 

"  Cousin,"  said  Phoebe,  "  did  you  speak  to  me  \\tot 
now  ?  » 

"  No,  child !  "  replied  Hepzibah. 

Fewer  words  than  before,  but  with  the  same  mysterious 
music  in  them  !  Mellow,  melancholy,  yet  not  mournful,  the 
tone  seemed  to  gush  up  out  of  the  deep  well  of  Hepzibah's 
heart,  all  steeped  in  its  profoundest  emotion.  There  was 
a  tremor  in  it,  too,  that  — as  all  strong  feeling  is  electric  — 
partly  communicated  itself  to  Phoebe.  The  girl  sat  silently 
for  a  moment.  But  soon,  her  senses  being  very  acute,  she 
became  conscious  of  an  irregular  respiration  in  an  obscure 
corner  of  the  room.  Her  physical  organization,  moreover, 
being  at  once  delicate  and  healthy,  gave  her  a  ^rception 
operating  with  almost  the  efiect  of  a  spiritual  medium,  that 
somebody  was  near  at  hand. 

"  My  dear  cousin,"  asked  she,  overcoming  an  indefinable 
reluctance,  "  is  there  not  some  one  in  the  room  with  us  ?  " 

"  Phoebe,  my  dear  little  girl,"  said  Hepzibah,  after  a  m 
aient's  pause,  "  you  were  up  betimes,  and  have  been  busy 
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iJl  day.  Pray  go  to  bed ;  for  1  am  sure  you  must  need  rest 
I  will  sit  in  the  parlor  a  while,  and  collect  my  thoughts.  It 
has  been  my  custom  for  more  years,  child,  than  you  have 
lived  ! " 

Wnile  thus  dismissing  her,  the  maiden  lady  stept  forward, 
kissed  Phcsbe,  and  presided  her  to  her  heart,  which  beat 
against  the  girl's  bosom  with  a  strong,  high,  and  tumultuous 
swell.  How  came  there  to  be  so  much  love  in  this  desolate 
old  heart,  that  it  could  afford  to  well  over  thus  abundantly  ? 

"  Good-night,  cousin,"  said  Phoebe,  strangely  affected  by 
Hepzibah's  manner.  "  If  you  begin  to  love  me,  I  am 
glad ! " 

She  retired  to  her  chamber,  but  did  not  soon  fall  asleep^ 
nor  then  very  profoundly.  At  some  uncertain  period  in  the 
depths  of  night,  and,  as  it  were,  through  the  thin  veil  of  a 
dream,  she  was  conscious  of  a  footstep  mounting  the  stairs, 
heavily,  but  not  with  force  and  decision.  The  voice  of 
Hepzibah,  with  a  hush  through  it,  was  going  up  along  with 
the  footsteps ;  and,  again,  responsive  to  her  cousin's  voice 
Phoebe  heard  that  strange,  vague  murmur,  which  might  be 
Ittened  to  an  indistinct  ^adow  of  humaA  utterance^ 
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When  Phoebe  awoke,  —  which  she  did  with  the  eail> 
twittering  of  the  Tonjugal  couple  of  robins  in  the  pear-tree, 
-^she  heard  movements  below  stairs,  and,  hastening  down, 
found  Hepzibah  already  in  the  kitchen.  She  stood  by  a 
window,  holding  a  book  in  close  contiguity  to  her  nose, 
as  if  with-  the  hope  of  gaining  an  olfactory  acquaintance 
with  its  contents,  since  her  imperfect  vision  made  it  not 
very  easy  to  read  them.  If  any  volume  could  have  mani- 
fested its  essential  wisdom  in  the  mode  suggested,  it  w^ould 
certainly  have  been  the  one  now  in  Hepzibah's  hand ;  and 
m^e  kitchen,  in  such  an  event,  would  forthwith  have  steamed 
with  the  fragrance  of  venison,  turkeys,  capons,  larded  par 
tridges,  puddings,  cakes,  and  Christmas-pies,  in  all  mannei 
of  elaborate  mixture  and  concoction.  It  was  a  cookery 
book,  full  of  innumerable  old  fashions  of  English  dishes 
and  illustrated  with  engravings,  which  represented  tho 
arrangements  of  the  table  at  such  banquets  as  it  might 
have  befitted  a  nobleman  to  give,  in  the  great  hall  of  his 
castle.  And,  amid  these  rich  and  potent  devices  of  the 
culinary  art  (not  one  of  which,  probably,  had  been  tested, 
within  the  memory  of  any  man's  grandfather),  poor  Hepzi- 
bah was  seeking  for  some  nimble  little  titbit,  which,  with 
what  skill  she  had,  and  such  materials  as  were  at  hand,  she 
might  toss  up  for  breakfast. 

Soon,  with  a  deep  sigh,  she  put  aside  the  savory  volume, 
and  inquired  of  Phoebe  whether  old  Speckle,  as  she  called 
one  of  the  hens,  had  laid  an  egg  the  preceding  day.     I'hsbe 
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mn  to  see,  but  returned  without  the  expected  treasure  in 
her  hand.  At  that  instant,  however,  the  blast  of  a  fish 
dealer's  conch  was  heard,  announcing  his  approach  along 
the  street.  With  energetic  raps  at  the  shop-window,  Hep- 
zibah  summoned  the  man  in,  and  made  purchase  of  what 
he  warranted  as  the  finest  mackerel  in  his  cart,  and  as  fat 
a  one  as  ever  he  felt  with  his  finger  so  early  in  the  season 
Eequesting  Pho&be  to  roast  ^some  cofiee,  —  which  she  casu- 
ally observed  was  the  real  Mocha,  and  so  long  kept  that 
each  of  the  small  berries  ought  to  be  worth  its  weight  in 
gold,  —  the  maiden  lady  heaped  fuel  into  the  vast  receptacle 
of  the  ancient  fireplace  in  such  quantity  as  soon  to  drive 
the  lingering  dusk  out  of  the  kitchen.  The  country-girl, 
willing  to  give  her  utmost  assistance,  proposed  to  make  an 
Indian  cake,  after  her  mother's  peculiar  method,  of  easy 
manufacture,  and  which  she  could  vouch  for  as  possessing 
a  richness,  and,  if  rightly  prepared,  a  delicacy,  unequalled 
by  any  other  mode  of  breakfast-cake.  Hepzibah  gladly 
assenting,  the  kitchen  'vas  soon  the  scene  of  savory  prepar- 
ation. Perchance,  amid  their  proper  element  of  smoke, 
which  eddied  forth  from  the  ill-constructed  chimney,  the 
ghosts  of  departed  cook-maids  looked  wonderingly  on,  or 
peeped  down  the  great  breadth  of  the  fine,  despising  the 
simplicity  of  the  projected  meal,  yet  inefiectually  pining  to 
thrust  their  shadowy  hands  into  each  inchoate  dish.  The 
half-starved  rats,  at  any  rate,  stole  visibly  out  of  their 
hiding-places,  and  sat  on  their  hind-legs,  snufiing  the  fumy 
atmosphere,  and  wistfully  awaiting  an  opportunity  to  nibble. 
Hepzibah  had  no  natural  turn  for  cookery,  and,  to  say  the 
truth,  had  fairly  incurred  her  present  meagreness,  by  often 
choosing  to  go  without  her  dinner,  rather  than  be  attendant 
on  the  rotation  of  the  spit,  or  ebullition  of  the  pot.  Her  zeal 
over  the  fire,  therefore,  was  quite  an  heroic  test  of  senti* 
nient.     It  was  touching,  and  positively  worthy  of  tears  (if 
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PhtBbe,  the  only  spectator,  except  the  rats  and  glimts  afore- 
said, had  not  been  better  employed  than  in  shedding  thein), 
to  see  her  rake  out  a  bed  of  fresh  and  glowing  coals,  and 
proceed  to  broil  the  mackerel.  Her  usually  pale  cheeks 
were  all  a-blaze  with  heat  and  hurry.  She  watehed  the 
fish  with  as  much  tender  care  and  minuteness  of  attention 
as  if,  —  we  know  not  how  to  express  it  otherwise,  —  as  if 
her  own  heart  were  on  the  gridiron,  and  her  immortal  hap- 
piness were  involved  in  its  being  done  precisely  to  a  turn ! 

Life,  within  doors,  has  few  pleasanter  prospects  than  a 
neatly-arranged  and  well-provisioned  breakfast-table.  We 
come  to  it  freshly,  in  the  dewy  youth  of  the  day,  and  when 
our  spiritual  and  sensual  elements  are  in  better  accord  than 
at  a  later  period ;  so  that  the  material  delights  of  the  morn* 
ing  meal  are  capable  of  being  fully  enjo3red,  without  any 
very  grievous  reproaches,  whether  gastric  or  conscientious, 
for  yielding  even  a  trifle  overmuch  to  the  animal  depart- 
ment of  our  nature.  The  thoughts,  too,  that  run  around 
the  ring  of  familiar  guests,  have  a  piquancy  and  mirthful- 
ness,  and  oftentimes  a  vivid  truth,  which  more  rarely  find 
their  way  into  the  elaborate  intercourse  of  dinner.  Hepzi- 
bah*s  small  and  ancient  table,  supported  on  its  slender  and 
graceful  legs,  and  covered  with  a  cloth  of  the  richest 
damask,  looked  worthy  to  be  the  scene  and  centre  of  one 
of  the  cheerfullest  of  parties.  The  vapor  of  the  broiled  fish 
arose  like  incense  from  the  shrine  of  a  barbarian  idol, 
while  the  fragrance  of  the  Mocha  might  have  gratified  the 
nostrils  of  a  tutelary  Lar,  or  whatever  power  has  scope  over 
a  modem  breakfast-table.  Phoebe's  Indian  cakes  were  the 
sweetest  oflfering  of  all,  —  in  their  hue  befitting  the  rustic 
altars  of  the  innocent  and  golden  age,  —  or,  so  brightly  yel- 
low were  they,  resembling  some  of  the  bread  which  was 
changed  to  glistening  gold,  when  Midas  tried  to  eat  it. 
The  butter  must  not  be  forgotten,  —  butter  which  Phoebe 
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beiBelf  had  churned,  in  her  onm  rural  home,  and  brought  it 
to  her  cousin  as  a  propitiatory  gift,  — ^^smelling  of  cloyer* 
blnssoms,  and  diffusing  the  charm  of  pastoral  scenery 
through  the  dark-panelled  parlor.  All  this,  with  the  quaint 
gorgeousness  of  the  old  China  cups  and  saucers,  and  the 
crested  spoons,  and  a  silver  cream-jug  (Hepzibah's  only 
other  article  of  plate,  and  shaped  like  the  rudest  porringer), 
set  out  a  board  at  which  the  stateliest  of  old  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon's  guests  need  not  have  scorned  to  take  his  place. 
But  the  Puritan's  face  scowled  down  out  of  the  picture,  as 
if  nothing  on  the  table  pleased  his  appetite. 

By  way  of  contributing  what  grace  she  could,  Phcebe 
gathered  some  roses  and  a  few  other  flowera,  possessing 
either  scent  or  beauty,  and  arranged  them  in  a  glass  pitcher, 
which,  having  long  ago  lost  its  handle,  was  so  much  the 
fitter  for  a  flower-vase.  The  early  sunshine  —  as  fresh  as 
that  which  peeped  into  Eve's  bower,  while  she  and  Adam 
sat  at  breakfast  there — came  twinkling  through  the  branches 
of  the  pear-tree,  and  fell  quite  across  the  table.  All  was  now 
ready.  There  were  chaira  and  plates  for  three.  A  chair 
and  plate  for  Hepzibah,  —  the  same  for  Fhcebe,  —  but  what 
other  guest  did  her  cousin  look  for  ? 

Throughout  this  preparation,  there  had  been  a  constant 
tremor  in  Hepzibah's  frame ;  an  agitation  so  powerful  that 
Fhaebe  could  see  the  quivering  of  her  gaunt  shadow,  as 
thrown  by  the  fire-light  on  the  kitchen  wall,  or  by  the  8un« 
shine  on  the  parlor  floor.  Its  manifestations  were  so 
various,  and  agreed  so  little  with  one  another,  that  the  girl 
knew  not  what  to  make  of  it.  Sometimes  it  seemed  an 
ecstasy  of  delight  and  happiness.  At  such  moments,  Hep- 
zibah would  fling  out  her  arms,  and  enfold  Phoebe  in  them, 
and  kiss  her  cheek  as  tenderly  as  ever  her  mother  had ;  shp 
appeared  to  do  so  by  an  inevitable  impulse,  and  as  if  her  bosom 
were  oppressed  with  tendemess,  of  which  she  raust  needs 
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pour  out  a  little,  in  order  to  gain  breathing-room.  The 
next  moment,  without  any  visible  cause  for  the  change,  her 
unwonted  joy  shrank  back,  appalled  as  it  were,  and  clothed 
itself  in  mourning ;  or  it  ran  and  hid  itself,  so  to  speak,  in 
the  dungeon  of  her  heart,  where  it  had  long  lain  chained, 
while  a  cold,  spectral  sorrow  took  the  place  of  the  im- 
prisoned joy,  that  was  afraid  to  be  enfranchised  —  a  sorrow 
as  black  as  that  was  bright.  She  often  broke  into  a  little, 
nervous,  hysteric  laugh,  more  touching  than  any  tears  could 
be ;  and  forthwith,  as  if  to  try  which  was  the  most  touching, 
a  gust  of  tears  would  follow ;  or  perhaps  the  laughter  and 
tears  came  both  at  once,  and  surrounded  our  poor  Hep- 
zibah,  in  a  moral  sense,  with  a  kind  of  pale,  dim  rainbow. 
Towards  Phoebe,  as  we  have  said,  she  was  affectionate,  — 
fiir  tenderer  than  ever  before,  in  their  brief  acquaintance, 
except  for  that  one  kiss  on  the  preceding  night,  —  yet  with 
a  continually  recurring  pettishness  and  irritability.  She 
would  speak  sharply  to  her ;  then,  throwing  aside  all  the 
starched  reserve  of  her  ordinary  manner,  ask  pardon,  and 
the  next  instant  renew  the  just-forgiven  injury. 

At  last,  when  their  mutual  labor  was  all  finished,  she 
took  Phoebe's  hand  in  her  own  trembling  one. 

"  Bear  with  me,  my  dear  child,"  she  cried ;  "  for  truly  my 
heart  is  full  to  the  brim !  Bear  with  me ;  for  I  love  you, 
Phoebe,  though  I  speak  so  roughly!  Think  nothing  of 
it,  dearest  child!  By-and-by,  I  shall  be  kind,  and  onlv 
kind!" 

<<  My  dearest  cousin,  cannot  you  tell  me  what  has  hap- 
pened?" asked  Phoebe,  with  a  sunny  and  tearful  sympathy. 
"  What  is  it  that  moves  you  so  ?  " 

'*  Hush !  hush !  He  is  coming !  "  whispered  Hepzibah, 
hastily  wiping  her  eyes.  «*  Let  him  see  you  first,  Phoebe  i 
for  you  are  young  and  rosy,  and  cannot  help  letting  a  smile 
break  out,  whether  or  no.    He  always  liked  bright  bcet^\ 
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And  mine  is  old,  now,  and  the  tears  are  hardly  dry  on  it. 
He  never  coold  abide  tears.  There ;  draw  the  cartam  a 
little,  so  that  the  shadow  may  fall  across  his  side  of  the 
table  !  But  let  there  be  a  good  deal  of  sunshine,  too ;  for 
he  never  was  fond  of  gloom,  as  some  people  are.  He  has 
had  but  little  sunshine  in  his  life,  —  poor  CiiiTord, — and, 
oh,  what  a  black  shadow !     Poor,  poor  Clifibrd !" 

Thus  murmuring,  in  an  under  tone,  as  if  speaking  lathei 
to  her  own  heart  than  to  Phoebe,  the  old  gentlewoman 
stepped  on  tiptoe  about  the  room,  making  such  arrangements 
as  suggested  themselves  at  the  crisis. 

Meanwhile,  there  was  a  step  in  the  passage-way,  abow 
stairs.  Phoebe  recognized  it  as  the  same  which  had  passed 
upward,  as  through  her  dream,  in  the  night-time.  The  ap- 
proaching guest,  whoever  it  might  be,  appeared  to  pause  at 
the  head  of  the  staircase ;  he  paused  twice  or  thrice  in  the 
descent ;  he  paused  again  at  the  foot.  Each  time,  the 
delay  seemed  to  be  without  purpose,  but  mther  from  a  for- 
getfulness  of  the  purpose  which  had  set  him  in  motion,  or 
as  if  the  person's  feet  came  involuntarily  to  a  stand-still, 
because  the  motive  power  was  too  feeble  to  sustain  his  pro- 
gress. Finally,  he  made  a  long  pause  at  the  threshold  of 
the  parlor.  He  took  hold  of  the  knob  of  the  door;  then 
loosened  his  grasp,  without  opening  it.  Hepzibah,  her 
hands  convulsively  clasped,  stood  gazing  at  the  entrance. 

*'Dear  Cousin  Hepzibah,  pray  don't  look  so!"  said 
rhffibe,  trembling;  for  her  cousin's  emotion,  and  this  mys- 
teriously reluctant  stop,  made  her  feel  as  if  a  ghost  were 
coming  into  the  room.  **You  really  frighten  me!  Is 
something  awful  going  to  happen  ?  " 

"  Hush ! "  whispered  Hepzibah.  "  Be  cheerful !  whatever 
may  happen,  be  nothing  but  cheerful ! " 

The  final  pause  at  the  threshold  proved  so  long,  that 
Hepzibah,  unable  tp  endure  the  suspense,  rushed  forwari? 
8 
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direw  open  the  door,  and  led  in  the  stranger  b/  the  hand. 
At  the  first  glance,  Phoehe  saw  an  elderly  personage,  in  an 
old-fashioned  dressing-gown  of  faded  damask,  and  wearing 
his  gray,  or  almost  white  hair,  of  an  unusual  length.  It 
quite  overshadowed  his  forehead,  except  when  he  thrust  it 
hack,  and  stared  vaguely  ahout  the  room.  After  a  very 
brief  inspection  of  his  face,  it  was  easy  to  conceive  that  his 
footstep  must  necessarily  be  such  an  one  as  that  which, 
slowly,  and  with  as  indefinite  an  aim  as  a  child's  first 
journey  across  a  floor,  had  just  brought  him  hitherward. 
Yet  there  were  no  tokens  that  his  physical  strength  might 
not  have  sufficed  for  a  free  and  determined  gait  It  was 
the  spirit  of  the  man  that  could  not  walk.  The  expression 
of  his  countenance  —  while,  notwithstanding,  it  had  the 
light  of  reason  in  it  —  seemed  to  waver,  and  glimmer,  and 
nearly  to  die  away,  and  feebly  to  recover  itself  again.  It 
was  like  a  flame  which  we  see  twinkling  among  half-extin- 
guished embers ;  we  gaze  at  it  more  intently  than  if  it  were 
a  positive  blaze,  gushing  vividly  upward,  —  more  intently, 
but  with  a  certain  impatience,  as  if  it  ought  either  to  kindle 
itself  into  satisfactory  splendor,  or  be  at  once  extinguished. 

For  an  instant  after  entering  the  room,  the  guest  stood 
Atill,  retaining  Hepzibah's  hand,  instinctively,  as  a  child 
does  that  of  the  grown  person  who  guides  it.  He  saw 
Phoebe,  however,  and  caught  an  illumination  from  her 
youthful  and  pleasant  aspect,  which,  indeed,  threw  a  cheer* 
fulness  about  the  parlor,  like  the  circle  of  reflected  brilliancy 
around  the  glass  vase  of  flowers  that  was  standing  in  the 
sunshine.  He  made  a  salutation,  or,  to  speak  nearer  the 
truth,  an  ill-defined,  abortive  attempt  at  courtesy.  Imperfect 
as  it  was,  however,  it  conveyed  an  idea,  or,  at  least,  gave  a 
dint,  of  indesciibable  grace,  such  as  no  practised  art  of 
eztemai  manner  i  could  have  attained.    It  was  too  slight  ta 
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06116  upoQj  at  the  instant;  yet,  as  recollected  aftennards, 
seemed  to  trani;figure  the  whole  man. 

'*  Dear  Clifibrd,"  said  Hepzibah,  in  the  tone  with  which 
one  soothes  a  wayward  infant,  **  this  is  our  cousin  Phcebe, 
—  little  Phopbe  Pyncheon,  —  Arthur's  only  child,  you 
know.  She  has  come  from  the  country  to  stay  with  us  a 
while ;  for  our  old  house  has  grown  to  be  very  lonely  now." 

"  Phoebe  ?  —  Phoebe  Pyncheon  ?  —  Phoebe  ?  "  repeated  the 
guest,  with  a  strange,  sluggish,  ill-defined  utterance.  "  Ar- 
thur*': child!  Ah,  I  forget!  No  matter!  She  is  very 
welcome ! " 

**Come,  dear  Clifford,  take  this  chair,"  said  Hepzibah, 
leading  him  to  his  place.  "  Pmy,  Phcebe,  lower  the  curtain 
a  very  little  more.    Now  let  us  begin  breakfast." 

The  guest  seated  himself  in  the  place  assigned  him, 
and  looked  strangely  around.  He  was  evidently  trying  to 
grapple  with  the  present  scene,  and  bring  it  home  to  his 
mind  with  a  more  satisfactory  distinctness.  He  desired  to 
be  certain,  at  least,  that  he  was  here,  in  the  low-studded, 
cross-beamed,  oaken-panelled  parlor,  and  not  in  some  other 
spot,  which  had  stereotyped  itself  into  his  senses.  But  the 
effort  was  too  great  to  be  sustained  with  more  than  a  frag- 
mentary success.  Continually,  as  we  may  express  it,  he 
faded  away  out  of  his  place ;  or,  in  other  words,  his  mind 
and  consciousness  took  their  departure,  leaving  his  wasted, 
gray,  and  melancholy  figure,  —  a  substantial  emptiness,  a 
material  ghost,  —  to  occupy  his  seat  at  table.  Again,  after 
a  blank  moment,  there  would  be  a  flickering  taper-gleam  in 
Ais  eye-balls.  It  betokened  that  his  spiritual  part  had 
fetumed,  and  was  doing  its  best  to  kindle  the  heart's  house- 
Hold  fire;  and  light  up  intellectual  lamps  in  the  dark  and 
fumous  mansion,  where  it  was  doomed  to  be  a  forlorn 
inhabitant. 

At  one  of  these  moments,  of  less  torpid,  yet  still  impel- 
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feet  animatioii,  Fhcebe  became  convinced  of  what  she  had  a* 
fiist  rejected  as  too  extmTagant  and  startling  an  idea.  She 
saw  that  the  person  before  her  must  have  been  the  original 
of  the  beautiful  miniature  in  her  cousin  Hepzibah's  posses- 
sion. Indeed,  with  a  feminine  eye  for  costume,  she  had  at 
once  identified  the  damask  diessing-gown,  which  enveloped 
him,  as  the  same  m  figure,  material,  and  fashion,  with  that 
so  elaborately  represented  in  the  picture.  This  old,  faded 
garment,  with  all  its  pristine  brilliancy  extinct,  seemed,  in 
some  indescribable  way,  to  translate  the  wearer's  untold 
misfortune,  and  make  it  perceptible  to  the  beholder's  eye. 
[t  was  the  better  to  be  discerned,  by  this  exterior  type,  how 
worn  and  old  were  the  soul's  more  immediate  garments ; 
that  form  and  countenance,  the  beauty  atid  grace  of  which 
had  almost  transcended  the  skill  of  the  most  exquisite  of 
artists.  It  could  the  more  adequately  be  known  that  the 
soul  of  the  man  must  have  suffered  some  miserable  wrong, 
from  its  earthly  experience.  There  he  seemed  to  sit,  with 
a  dim  veil  of  decay  and  ruin  betwixt  him  and  the  world, 
but  through  which,  at  flitting  intervals,  might  be  caught 
the  same  expression,  so  refined,  so  softly  imaginative,  which 
Malbone  —  venturing  a  happy  touch,  with  suspended  breath 
—  had  imparted  to  the  miniature !  There  had  been  some- 
thing so  innately  characteristic  in  this  look,  that  all  the 
dusky  years,  and  the  burthen  of  unfit  calamity  which  had 
fallen  upon  him,  did  not  sufiice  utterly  to  destroy  it. 

Hepzibah  had  now  poured  out  a  cup  of  delicioasly  fra- 
grant cofiee,  and  presented  it  to  her  guest.  As  his  eyes  met 
hera,  he  seemed  bewildered  and  disquieted. 

"Is  this  you,  Hepzibah?"  he  murmured,  sadly;  then, 
more  apart,  and  perhaps  unconscious  that  he  was  overheard, 
''  How  changed !  how  changed !  And  is  she  angry  with 
me?    Why  does  she  bend  her  brow  so  ? " 

Poo/  HepzJIoch !   It  was  that  wretched  scowl,  which  time^ 


THE    GUBST.  ll'l 

tad  Yitr  near-sightedness,  and  the  fret  of  inward  discomfort, 
had  rendered  so  habitual  that  any  vehemence  of  mood  inva* 
riably  evoked  it.  But,  a(  the  indistinct  manner  of  his 
words,  her  whole  face  grew  tender,  and  even  lovely,  with 
sorrowful  affection ;  —  the  harshness  of  her  features  disap* 
peared,  as  it  were,  behind  the  warm  and  misty  glow. 

**  Angry  I "  she  repeated ;  "  angry  with  you,  Clifibrd !  ^ 

Her  tone,  as  she  uttered  the  exclamation,  had  a  plaintive 
and  really  exquisite  melody  thrilling  through  it,  yet  with- 
out subduing  a  certain  something  which  an  obtuse  auditor 
might  still  have  mistaken  for  asperity.  It  was  as  if  some 
transcendent  musician  should  draw  a  soul-thrilling  sweet- 
ness out  of  a  cracked  instrument,  which  makes  its  physical 
imperfection  heard  in  the  midst  of  ethereal  harmony,  —  so 
deep  was  the  sensibility  that  found  an  organ  in  Hepzibah's 
voice ! 

"  There  is  nothing  but  love,  here,  Clifford,"  she  added,  — 
"  nothing  but  love !     You  are  at  hpme !  " 

The  guest  responded  to  her  tone  by  a  smile,  which  did 
not  half  light  up  his  face.  Feeble  as  it  was,  however,  and 
gone  in  a  moment,  it  had  a  charm  of  wonderful  beauty,  it 
was  followed  by  a  coarser  expression;  or  one  that  had  the 
effect  of  coarseness  on  the  fine  mould  and  outline  of  his 
countenance,  because  there  was  nothing  intellectual  to  tem- 
per it.  It  was  a  look  of  appetite.  He  ate  food  with  what 
might  almost  be  termed  voracity ;  and  seemed  to  forget  him- 
self, Hepzibah,  the  young  girl,  and  everything  else  around 
him,  in  the  sensual  enjoyment  which  the  bountifully  spread 
table  afforded.  In  his  natural  system,  though  high-wrought 
and  delicately  refined,  a  sensibility  to  the  delights  of  the  pal- 
ate was  probably  inherent.  It  would  have  been  kept  in 
check,  however,  and  even  converted  into  an  accomplishment, 
and  one  )f  the  thousand  modes  of  intellectual  culture,  had 
his  mere  ethereal  characteristics  retained  their  vigor      Ba 
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9s  it  existed  now,  the  effect  was  painful,  and  made  Husboi 
droop  her  eyes. 

In  a  little  while  the  guest  became  sensible  of  the  fra- 
grance of  the  yet  untasted  coffee.  He  quaffed  it  eagerly. 
The  subtle  essence  acted  on  him  like  a  charmed  draught, 
and  caused  the  opaque  substance  of  his  animal  being  to 
grow  transparent,  or,  at  least,  translucent ;  so  that  a  spiritual 
g;eam  was  transmitted  through  it^  with  a  clearer  lustre  than 
hitherto. 

"  More,  more ! "  he  cried,  with  nervous  haste  in  his  uttei^ 
ance,  as  if  anxious  to  retain  his  grasp  of  what  sought  to 
escape  him.     **  This  is  what  I  need !     Give  me  more !  '* 

Under  this  delicate  and  powerful  influence,  he  sat  more 
erect,  and  looked  out  from  his  eyes  with  a  glance  that  took 
note  of  what  it  rested  on.  It  was  not  so  much  that  his 
expression  grew  more  intellectual ;  this,  though  it  had  its 
share,  was  not  the  most  peculiar  effect.  Neither  was  what 
we  call  the  moral  nature  so  forcibly  awakened  as  to  present 
itself  in  remarkable  prominence.  But  a  certain  fine  temper 
of  being  was  now,  —  not  brought  out  in  full  relief,  but 
changeably  and  imperfectly  betrayed,  —  of  which  it  was  the 
function  to  deal  with  all  beautiful  and  enjoyable  things.  In 
a  character  where  it  should  exist  as  the  chief  attribute,  it 
would  bestow  on  its  possessor  an  exquisite  taste,  and  an 
enviable  susceptibility  of  happiness.  Beauty  would  be  his 
life ;  his  aspirations  would  all  tend  toward  it ;  and,  allowing 
his  frame  and  physical  organs  to  be  in  consonance,  his  own 
developments  would  likewise  be  beautiful.  Such  a  man 
should  have  nothing  to  do  with  sorrow;  nothing  with  strife; 
nothing  with  the  martyrdom  which,  in  an  infinite  variety 
of  shapes,  awaits  those  who  have  the  heart,  and  will,  and 
conscience,  to  fight  a  battle  with  the  world.  To  these  he- 
roic tempers,  such  martyrdom  is  the  richest  meed  in  the 
world's  gift.     To  the  individual  before  us,  it  could  only  b 
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i  gmf,  intense  in  due  proportion  with  ihe  seventy  of  the 
infliction.  He  had  no  right  to  be  a  martyr;  and,  beholding 
him  so  fit  to  be  happy,  and  so  feeble  for  all  other  purposes, 
a  generous,  strong,  and  noble  spirit  would,  methinks,  have . 
been  ready  to  sacrifice  what  little  enjoyment  it  might  hav^ 
planned  for  itself,  —  it  would  have  flung  down  the  hopeis,  so 
paltry  in  its  regard, — if  thereby  the  wintry  blasts  of  our 
rude  sphere  might  come  tempered  to  such  a  man. 

Not  to  speak  it  harshly  or  scornfully,  it  seemed  Cliflord's 
nature  to  be  a  Sybarite.  It  was  perceptible,  even  there,  in 
the  dark  old  parlor,  in  the  inevitable  polarity  with  which  his 
eyes  were  attracted  towards  the  quivering  play  of  sunbeams 
through  the  shadowy  foliage.  It  was  seen  in  his  appreciat- 
ing notice  of  the  vase  of  flowers,  the  scent  of  which  he  in« 
haled  with  a  zest  almost  ^culiar  to  a  physical  organization 
so  refined  that  spiritual  ingredients  are  moulded  in  with  it. 
It  was  betrayed  in  the  unconscious  smile  with  which  he 
regarded  Phoebe,  whose  fresh  and  maidenly  figure  was  both 
sunshine  and  flowers, — their  essence,  in  a  prettier  and  more 
agreeable  mode  of  manifestation.  Not  less  evident  was  this 
love  and  necessity  for  the  Beautiful,  in  the  instinctive  can* 
tion  with  which,  even  so  soon,  his  eyes  turned  away  from 
his  hostess,  and  wandered  to  any  quarter  rather  than  come 
,  back.  It  was  Hepzibah's  misfortune,  —  not  Clifibrd's  fault 
How  eould  he,  —  so  yellow  as  she  was,  so  wrinkled,  so  sad 
of  mien,  with  that  odd  uncouthness  of  a  turban  on  her  head, 
and  that  most  perverse  of  scowls  contorting  her  brow, — 
how  could  he  love  to  gaze  at  her  ?  But,  did  he  owe  her  no 
aflection  for  so  much  as  she  had  silently  given?  He  owed 
her  nothing.  A  nature  like  Cliflbrd's  can  contract  no  debts 
of  that  kind.  It  is, — we  say  it  without  censure,  nor  in 
diminution  of  the  claim  which  it  indsfeasibly  possesses  on 
beings  of  another  mould,  —  it  is  always  selfish  in  its  es- 
sence ;  and  we  must  give  it  leave  to  be  so,  and  heap  up 
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our  heroic  and  disinterested  lore  rjpon  it  so  much  the  more, 
without  a  recompense.  Poor  HeJ^bah  knew  this  truth,  or, 
at  least,  acted  on  the  instinct  of  it.  So  long  estranged 
from  what  was  lovely,  as  Clifford  had  heen,  she  rejoiced, — 
rejoiced,  though  with  a  present  sigh,  and  a  secret  purpose  to 
shed  tears  in  her  own  chamber,  —  that  he  had  brighter 
objects  now  before  his  eyes  than  her  aged  and  uncomely 
features.  They  never  possessed  a  charm ;  and  if  they  had, 
the  canker  of  her  grief  for  him  would  long  since  have 
destroyed  it. 

The  guest  leaned  back  in  his  chair.  Mingled  in  his 
countenance  with  a  dreamy  delight,  there  was  a  troubled 
look  of  effort  and  unrest  He  was  seeking  to  make  himself 
more  fully  sensible  of  the  scene  around  him ;  or,  perhaps, 
dreading  it  to  be  a  dream,  or  a  play  of  imagination,  was 
vexiiig  the  fair  moment  with  a  struggle  for  some  added 
orilliancy  and  more  durable  illusion. 

"  How  pleasant !  —  How  delightful ! "  he  murmured,  but 
not  as  if  addressing  any  one.  "  Will  it  last  ?  How  balmy 
the  atmosphere,  through  that  open  window  I  An  open 
window  !  How  beautiful  that  play  of  sunshine  !  Those 
flowers,  how  very  fragrant !  That  young  girl's  face,  how 
cheerful,  how  blooming ! — a  flower  with  the  dew  on  it,  and 
sunbeams  in  the  dew-drops !  Ah !  this  must  be  all  • 
dream  !  A  dream  !  A  dream  !  But  it  has  quite  hidden 
the  four  stone  walls !  " 

Then  his  face  darkened,  as  if  the  shadow  of  a  cavern  or 
a  dungeon  had  come  over  it ;  there  was  no  more  light  io 
its  expression  than  might  have  come  through  the  iron  grates 
of  a  prison  window,  —  still  lessening,  too,  as  if  he  were 
sinking  further  into  the  depths.  Phsbe  (being  of  that 
quickness  and  activity  of  temperament  that  she  seldom  long 
refraived  ffam  taking  a  part,  and  generally  a  good  one,  in 
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ynhsLi  was  going  forward)  now  felt  herself  moved  to  addieai 
the  stranger. 

"  Here  is  a  new  kind  of  rose,  which  I  found  this  morning, 
in  the  garden,"  said  she,  choosing  a  small  crimson  one  from 
among  the  flowers  in  the  vase.  "  There  will  be  but  five  or 
six  on  the  bush,  this  season.  This  is  the  most  perfect  of 
them  all ;  not  a  speck  of  blight  or  mildew  in  it.  And 
how  sweet  it  is! — sweet  like  no  other  rose!  One  can 
never  forget  that  scent !  " 

"  Ah !  —  let  me  see !  —  let  me  hold  it ! "  cried  the  gudSt, 
eigerly  seizing  the  flower,  which,  by  the  spell  peculiar  to 
remembered  odors,  brought  innumerable  associations  along 
with  the  fragrance  that  it  exhaled.  *'  Thank  you !  This  has 
done  me  good.  I  remember  how  I  used  to  prize  this  flower 
—  long  ago,  I  suppose,  very  long  ago !  —  or  was  it  only 
yesterday  ?  It  makes  me  feel  young  again !  Am  I  young  ? 
Either  this  remembrance  is  singularly  distinct,  or  this  con- 
sciousness strangely  dim  !  But  how  kind  of  the  fair  young 
girl!     Thank  you!     Thank  you!" 

The  favorable  excitement  derived  from  this  little  crimson 
rose  aflbrded  Cliflbrd  the  brightest  moment  which  he  en- 
joyed at  the  breakfast-table.  It  might  have  lasted  longer, 
but  that  his  eyes  happened,  soon  afterwards,  to  rest  on 
the  face  of  the  old  Puritan,  who,  out  of  his  dingy  frame 
and  lustreless  canvas,  was  looking  down  on  the  scene  like 
a  ghost,  and  a  most  ill-tempered  and  ungenial  one.  The 
guest  made  an  impatient  gesture  of  the  hand,  and  addressed 
Hepzibah  with  what  might  easily  be  recognized  as  the 
licensed  irritability  of  a  petted  member  of  the  family. 

"  Hepzibah !  —  Hepzibah  !  "  cried  he,  with  no  little  force 
and  distmctness,  —  "  why  do  you  keep  that  odious  picture 
">n  the  wall  ?  Yes,  yes  !  —  that  is  precisely  your  taste !  I 
liftve  told  yoU)  a  thousand  times,  that  it  was  the  evil  geniua 
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of  the  house! — my  evil  gemus  particularly!  Take  il 
down,  at  once  !  *' 

"  Dear  Clifford, '  said  Hepzibah,  sadly,  "  you  know  it 
cannot  be ! " 

"  Then,  at  all  eyents,"*  continued  he,  still  speaking  with 
some  energy,  "  pray  cover  it  with  a  crimson  curtain,  broad 
enough  to  hang  in  folds,  and  with  a  golden  border  and  tassels, 
1  cannot  bear  it !     It  must  not  stare  me  in  the  face ! " 

"  Yes,  dear  Clifford,  the  picture  shall  be  covered,"  said 
Hepzibah,  soothingly.  "  There  is  a  crimson  curtain  in  a 
trunk  above  stairs,  —  a  little  faded  and  moth-eaten,  I'm 
afraid,  — but  Phcebe  and  I  will  do  woniers  with  it." 

"  This  very  day,  remember! "  said  he;  and  then  added, 
in  a  low,  self-communing  voice,  —  "  Why  should  we  live  in 
this  dismal  house  at  all?  Why  not  go  to  the  south  of 
France  ?  —  to  Italy  ?  —  Paris,  Naples,  Venice,  Kome  ?  Hep 
zibah  will  say,  we  have  not  the  means.  A  droll  idea 
that!" 

He  smiled  to  himself,  and  threw  a  glance  of  fine  sarcastic 
meaning  towards  Hepzibah. 

But  the  several  moods  of  feeling,  faintly  as  they  were 
marked,  through  which  he  had  passed,  occurring  in  so  brief 
an  interval  of  time,  had  evidently  wearied  the  stranger. 
He  was  probably  accustomed  to  a  sad  monotony  of  life, 
not  so  much  flowing  in  a  stream,  however  sluggish,  as  stag- 
nating in  a  pool  around  his  feet.  A  slumberous  veil  diffused 
itself  over  his ,  countenance,  and  had  an  effect,  morally 
speaking,  on  its  naturally  delicate  and  elegant  outline,  like 
that  which  a  brooding  mist,  with  no  sunshine  in  it,  throws 
over  the  features  of  a  landscape.  He  appeared  to  become 
grosser,  —  almost  cloddish.  If  aught  of  interest  or  beauty 
—  even  ruined  beauty  —  had  heretofore  been  visible  in 
this  man,  the  beholder  might  now  begin  to  doubt  it,  and  to 
accuse  his  cvn  imagination  of  deluding  him  with  what' 
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ever  grace  had  flickered  over  that  visage,  and  whatisver 
exquisite  lastre  had  gleamed  in  those  filmy  eyes. 

Before  he  had  quite  sunken  away,  however,  Aa  sharp 
and  peevish  tinkle  of  the  shop-hell  made  itsolf  andihle. 
Striking  mos(  disagreeably  on  Clifford's  auditory  organs  and 
the  characteristic  sensibility  of  his  nerves,  it  caused  him  to 
start  upright  out  of  his  chair. 

"Good  Heavens,  Hepzibah !  what  horrible  disturbance 
have  we  now  in  the  house  ?  "  cried  he,  wreaking  his  resent- 
ful impatience  —  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  a  custom  of  old 

—  on  the  one  person  in  the  world  that  loved  him.  "  I  have 
never  heard  such  a  hateful  clamor !  Why  do  you  permit  it  ? 
In  the  name  of  all  dissonance,  what  can  it  be  ?" 

It  was  very  remarkable  into  what  prominent  relief — even 
as  if  a  dim  picture  should  leap  suddenly  from  its  canvas  — 
Clifford's  character  was  thrown,  by  this  apparently  trifling 
annoyance.  The  secret  viras,  that  an  individual  of  his 
temper  can  always  be  pricked  more  acutely  through  his  sense 
of  the  beautiful  and  harmonious  than  through  his  heart. 
It  is  even  possible — for  similar  cases  have  often  happened 

—  that  if  Clifford,  in  his  foregoing  life,  had  enjoyed  the 
means  of  cultivating  his  taste  to  its  utmost  perfectibility, 
that  subtle  attribute  might,  before  diis  period,  have  com- 
pletely eaten  out  or  filed  away  his  affections.  Shall  w* 
venture  to  pronounce,  therefore,  that  his  long  and  black 
calamity  may  not  have  had  a  redeeming  drop  of  mercy  a^ 
the  bottom  ? 

"  Dear  Clifford,  I  wish  I  could  keep  the  sound  from  your 
ears,"  said  Hepzibah,  patiently,  but  reddening  with  a  painful 
suffusion  of  shame.  "  It  is  very  disagreeable  even  to  me. 
But,  do  you  know,  Clifford,  I  have  something  to  tell  you  ? 
This  ugly  noise,  —  pray  run,  PhcEbe,  and  see  who  is  there  . 

—  this  naughty  little  tinkle  is  nothing  but  our  shop-bell ! " 
"  Shop-bell ! "  repeatea  Clifford,  with  a  bewildered  stare. 
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*'  Yes,  our  shoiv-bell,"  said  Hepzibah,  a  certain  natural 
dignity,  mingled  with  deep  emotion,  now  asserting  itself  ia 
her  manner.  "  For  you  must  know,  dearest  Clifford,  that 
we  are  very  poor.  And  there  was  no  other  resource,  but 
either  to  accept  assistance  from  a  hand  that  I  would  push 
aside  (and  so  would  you !)  were  it  to  offer  bread  when  we 
were  dying  for  it, —  no  help,  save  from  him,  or  else  to  earn 
our  subsistence  with  my  own  hands !  Alone,  I  might  have 
been  content  to  starve.  But  you  were  to  be  given  back  to 
me  !  Do  you  think,  then,  dear  Clifford,"  added  she,  with  a 
wretched  smile,  "  that  I  have  brought  an  irretrievable  dis- 
giace  on  the  old  hou<*e,  by  opening  a  little  shop  in  the  front 
gable?  Our  great-great-grandfather  did  the  same,  when 
there  was  far  less  need !  Are  you  ashamed  of  me  ?  " 
.  "  Shame  !  Disgrace !  Do  you  speak  these  words  to  me, 
Hepzibah  ?  "  said  Clifford,  —  not  angrily,  however ;  for  when 
a  man's  spirit  has  been  thoroughly  crushed,  he  may  be 
peevish  at  small  offences,  but  never  resentful  of  great  ones. 
So  he  spoke  with  only  a  grieved  emotion.  "It  was  not 
kind  to  say  so,  Hepzibah!  What  shame  can  befall  me, 
now  ?  " 

And  then  the  unnerved  man  —  he  that  had  been  bom  for 
enjoyment,  but  had  met  a  doom  so  very  wretched  —  burst 
into  a  woman's  passion  of  tears.  It  was  but  of  brief  con- 
tinuance, however ;  soon  leaving  him  in  a  quiescent,  and, 
to  judge  by  his  countenance,  not  an  uncomfortable  state. 
From  this  mood,  too,  he  partially  rallied,  for  an  instant,  and 
looked  at  Hepzibah  with  a  smile,  the  keen,  half-derisory 
purpo''^  of  which  was  a  puzzle  to  her. 

*•  Are  we  so  very  poor,  Hepzibah  ?  "  said  he. 

Finally,  his  chair  being  deep  and  softly  cushioned,  Clif* 
ford  fell  asleep.  Hearing  the  more  regular  rise  and  fall  of 
his  breath  —  (which,  however,  even  then,  instead  of  being 
strong  and  full,  had  a  feeble  kind  of  tremor,  corresponding 
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witb  the  lack  of  vigor  in  his  character) — hearing  these 
tokens  of  settled  slumber,  Hepzibah  seized  the  opportunity 
to  peruse  his  face  more  attentively  than  she  had  yet  dared 
to  do.  Her  heart  melted  away  in  tears ;  her  profoundest 
spirit  sent  forth  a  moaning  voice,  low,  gentle,  but  inexr 
pressibly  sad.  In  this  depth  of  grief  and  pity,  she  felt  that 
there  was  no  irreverence  in  gazing  at  his  altered,  aged 
fiided,  ruined  face.  But  no  sooner  was  she  a  little  relieved 
than  her  conscience  smote  her  for  gazing  curiously  at  him, 
now  that  he  was  so  changed ;  and,  turning  hastily  awayi 
Hepzibah  let  down  the  curtain  over  the  sunny  window,  and 
kft  CCifibid  to  slumber  there. 


vni. 
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Pfi(EBB,  on  entering  the  shop,  beheld  there  the  already 
familiar  face  of  the  little  devourer  —  if  we  can  reckon  hk 
mighty  deeds  aright  —  of  Jim  Crow,  the  elephant,  the 
camel,  the  dromedaries,  and  the  locomotive.  Having  ex- 
pended his  private  fortune,  on  the  two  preceding  days,  in 
the  purchase  of  the  above  unheard-of  luxuries,  the  young 
gentleman's  present  errand  was  on  the/^part  of  his  niother, 
in  quest  of  three  eggs  and  half  a  pound  of  raisins.  These 
articles  Phoebe  accordingly  supplied,  and,  as  a  mark  of 
gratitude  for  his  previous  patronage,  and  a  slight  super- 
added morsel  after  breakfast,  put  likewise  into  his  hand  a 
whale !  The  great  fish,  reversing  his  experience  with  the 
prophet  of  Nineveh,  immediately  began  his  progress  down 
the  same  red  pathway  of  fate  whither  so  varied  a  caravan 
had  preceded  him.  This  remarkable  urchin,  in  truth,  was 
the  very  emblem  of  old  Father  Time,  both  in  respect  of  his 
all-devouring  appetite  for  men  and  things,  and  because  he, 
as  well  as  Time,  after  engulfing  thus  much  of  creation, 
looked  almost  as  youthful  as  if  he  had  been  just  that  moment 
made. 

After  partly  closing  the  door,  the  child  turned  back,  and 
mumblea  something  to  Phoebe,  which,  as  the  whale  was  but 
half  disposed  of,  she  could  not  perfectly  understand. 

"  What  did  you  say,  my  little  fellow  ?  "  asked  she. 

"  Mother  wants  to  know,"  repeated  Ned  Higgins,  more 
Distinctly,  "how  Old  Maid  Pyncheon's  brother  doesf 
Folka  say  he  has  got  home." 
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''My  cousin  Hepzibah's  brother!'*  exckinied  Phoebe, 
urprised  at  this  sadden  explanation  of  the  relationship 
oetween  Hepzibah  and  her  guest.  "Her  brother!  And 
where  can  he  have  been  ^  " 

The  little  boy  only  put  his  thumb  to  his  broad  snub-nose, 
with  that  look  o:  shrewdness  which  a  child,  spending  much 
of  his  time  in  the  street,  so  soon  learns  to  throw  over  his 
features,  however  unintelligent  in  themselves.  Then  as 
Phoebe  continued  to  gaze  at  him,  without  answering  hifl 
mother's  message,  he  took  his  departure. 

As  the  child  went  down  the  steps,  a  gentleman  ascended 
them,  and  made  his  entrance  into  the  shop.  It  was  the 
portly,  and,  had  it  possessed  the  advantage  of  a  little  more 
height,  would  have  been  the  stately  figure  of  a  man  con« 
siderably  in  the  decline  of  life,  dressed  in  a  black  suit  of 
some  thin  stuff,  resembling  broadcloth  as  closely  as  possible. 
A  gold-headed  cane,  of  rare  oriental  wood,  added  materially 
to  the  high  respectability  of  his  aspect,  as  did  also  a  white 
neckcloth  of  the  utmost  snowy  purity,  and  the  conscientious 
polish  of  his  boots.  His  dark,  square  countenance,  with  its 
almost  shaggy  depth  of  eyebrows,  was  naturally  impress- 
ive, and  would,  perhaps,  have  been  rather  stem,  had  not 
the  gentleman  considerately  taken  upon  himself  to  mitigate 
the  harsh  eflect  by  a  look  of  exceeding  good-humor  and 
benevolence.  Owing,  however,  to  a  somewhat  massive 
accumulation  of  animal  substance  about  the  lower  region  of 
his  face,  the  look  was,  perhaps,  unctuous,  rather  than 
spiritual,  and  had,  so  to  speak,  a  kind  of  fleshly  effulgence, 
not  altogether  so  satisfactory  as  he  doubtless  intended  it  to 
be.  A  susceptible  observer,  at  any  rate,  might  have 
regarded  it  as  affording  very  little  evidence  of  the  genuine 
benignity  of  soul  whereof  it  purported  to  be  the  outward 
reflection.  And  if  the  observer  chanced  to  be  ill-natured, 
as  well  as  acute  and  susceptibly  he  would  probably  suspect 
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that  the  smile  on  the  gentleman's  face  was  a  good  deal  akin 
to  the  shine  on  his  hoots,  and  that  each  must  have  cost  him 
and  his  boot-hlack,  respectively,  a  good  deal  of  hard  labor  to 
bring  out  and  preserve  them. 

As  the  stranger  entered  the  little  shop,  where  the  projec- 
tion of  the  second  story  and  the  thick  foliage  of  the  elm- 
tree,  as  well  as  the  commodities  at  the  window,  created  a 
sort  of  gray  medium,  his  smile  grew  as  intense  as  if  he  had 
set  his  heart  on  counteracting  the  whole  gloom  of  the  atmos« 
phere  (besides  any  moral  gloom  pertaining  to  Hepzibah  and 
her  inmates)  by  the  unassisted  light  of  his  countenance 
On  perceiving  a  young  rose-bud  of  a  girl,  instead  of  the 
gaunt  presence  of  the  old  maid,  a  look  of  surprise  was 
manifest.  He  at  first  knit  his  brows;  then  smiled  with 
more  unctuous  benignity  than  ever. 

"Ah,  I  see  how  it  is!"  said  he,  in  a  deep  voice,  —  a 
voice  which,  had  it  come  from  the  throat  of  an  uncultivated 
man,  would  have  been  gruff,  but,  by  dint  of  careful  train- 
mg,  was  now  sufficiently  agreeable,  —  "I  was  not  aware 
that  Miss  Hepzibah  Pyncheon  had  commenced  business 
under  such  favorable  auspices.  You  are  her  assistant,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

"I  certainly  am,"  answered  Phoebe,  and  added,  with  a 
little  air  of  ladylike  assumption  (for,  civil  as  the  gentleman 
was,  he  evidently  took  her  to  be  a  young  person  serving  for 
wages),  "  I  am  a  cousin  of  Miss  Hepzibah,  on  a  visit  to 
her." 

"Her  cousin?  —  and  from  the  country?  Pray  pardon 
me,  then,"  said  the  gentleman,  bowing  and  smiling,  as 
Phoibe  never  had  been  bowed  to  nor  smiled  on  before ;  "  in 
that  case,  we  must  be  better  acquainted ;  for,  unless  1  am 
sadly  mistaken,  you  are  my  own  little  kinswoman  likewise ! 
Let  me  see,  —  Mary  ?  —  Dolly  ?  —  Phoebe  ?  —  yes,  Phccbe 
18  the  name !    Is  it  possible  that  you  are  Phoebe  Pyncheaa 
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'  nuy  child  of  my  dear  cousin  and  classmate,  Arthur?  Ah, 
I  see  your  father  now,  about  your  mouth !  Yes,  yes !  we 
must  be  better  acquainted !  I  am  your  kinsman,  my  dear 
Surely  you  must  have  heard  of  Judge  Pyncheon  ?  " 

As  Phosbe  courtesied  in  reply,  the  judge  bent  forward, 
with  the  pardonable  and  even  praiseworthy  purpose  —  con- 
sidering the  nearness  of  blood,  and  the  difference  of  age  — 
of  bestowing  on  his  young  relative  a  kiss  of  acknowledged 
kindred  and  natural  affection.  Unfortunately  (without 
design,  or  only  with  such  instinctive  design  as  gives  no 
account  of  itself  to  the  intellect),  Phoebe,  just  at  the  critical 
moment,  drew  back;  so  that  her  highly  respectable  kins- 
man, with  his  body  bent  over  the  counter,  and  his  lips  pro- 
truded, was  betrayed  into  the  rather  absurd  predicament  of 
kissing  the  empty  air.  It  was  a  modem  parallel  to  the  case 
of  Ldon  embracing  a  cloud,  and  was  so  much  the  more 
ridiculous,  as  the  judge  prided  himself  on  eschewing  all 
airy  matter,  and  never  mistaking  a  shadow  for  a  substance. 
The  truth  was,  —  and  it  is  Phoebe's  only  excuse,  —  that, 
although  Judge  Pjrncheon's  glowing  benignity  might  not  be 
absolutely  unpleasant  to  the  feminine  beholder,  with  the 
width  of  a  street,  or  even  an  ordinary-sized  room,  interposed 
between,  yet  it  became  quite  too  intense,  when  this  dark, 
full-fed  physiognomy  (so  roughly  bearded,  too,  that  no  razor 
could  ever  make  it  smooth)  sought  to  bring  itself  into  actual 
contact  with  the  object  of  its  regards.  The  man,  the  sex. 
somehow  or  other,  was  entirely  too  prominent  in  the  judge's 
demonstrations  of  that  sort.  Phoebe's  eyes  sank,  and,  with* 
out  knowing  why,  she  felt  herself  blushing  deeply  under 
his  look.  Yet  she  had  been  kissed  before,  and  without  any 
particular  squeamishness,  by  perhaps  half  a  dozen  different 
cousins,  y!:unger,  as  well  as  older,  than  this  dark-browed ^ 
grisly-bearded,  white-neckclothed,  and  unctuously-beneiro' 
lent  judge  !  Then,  why  not  by  him  ? 
9 
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On  raising  her  eyes,  Phoebe  was  startled  by  ".he  chaise 
111  Judge  Pyncheon's  face.  It  was  quite  as  stnking,  allow- 
ing for  the  difference  of  scale,  as  that  betwixt  a  landscape 
under  a  broad  sunshine  and  just  before  a  thunder-storm ; 
not  that  it  had  the  ^^assionate  intensity  of  the  latter  aspect, 
but  was  cold,  hard,  immitigable,  like  a  day-long  brooding 
cloud. 

"  Dear  me !  what  is  to  be  done  now  ?  "  thought  the  coun- 
try-girl to  herself.  "  He  looks  as  if  there  were  nothing  softer 
in  him  than  a  rock,  nor  milder  than  the  east  wind!  I 
meant  no  harm !  Since  he  is  really  my  cousin,  I  would 
have  let  him  kiss  me,  if  I  could  !  '* 

Then,  all  at  once,  it  struck  Phoebe  that  this  very  Judge 
Pyncheon  was  the  original  of  the  miniature  which  the 
daguerreotypist  had  shown  her  in  the  garden,  and  that  the 
hard  stem,  relentless  look,  now  on  his  face,  was  the  same 
that  the  sun  had  so  inflexibly  persisted  in  bringing  out 
^as  it,  therefore,  no  momentary  mood,  but,  however  skil- 
Jilly  concealed,  the  settled  temper  of  his  life?  And  not 
jierely  so,  but  was  it  hereditary  in  him,  and  transmitted 
down,  as  a  precious  heirloom,  from  that  bearded  ancestor,  in 
who&e  picture  both  the  expression,  and,  to  a  singular  degree, 
the  features,  of  the  modem  judge  were  shown  as  by  a  kind 
of  prophecy.  A  deeper  philosopher  than  Phoebe  might 
have  found  something  very  terrible  in  this  idea.  It  implied 
that  the  weaknesses  and  defects,  the  bad  passions,  the  mean 
tendencies,  and  the  moral  diseases,  which  lead  to  crime,  are 
handed  down  from  one  generation  to  another,  by  a  far  surer 
process  of  transmission  than  human  law  has  been  able  to 
establish,  in  respect  to  the  riches  and  honors  which  it  seeks 
to  entail  upon  posterity. 

But,  as  it  happened,  scarcely  had  Phoebe's  eyes  rested 
again  on  the  judge's  countenance,  than  all  its  ugly  stern- 
ness vanished ;  anl  she  found  herself  quite  overpowered  hf 
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the  sultry,  dognlay  heat,  as  it  were,  of  benevolence,  which 
tfiis  excellent  man  difiused  out  of  his  great  heart  into  the 
surrounding  atmosphere; — very  much  like  a  serpent, 
which,  as  a  preliminary  to  fascination,  is  said  to  fill  the  air 
with  his  peculiar  odor. 

'*  I  like  that,  Cousin  Rioebe  ! ''  cried  he,  with  an  emphatic 
\iod  of  approbation.  **I  like  it  much,  my  little  cousin. 
You  are  a  go  kI  child,  and  know  how  to  take  care  of  your* 
self.  A  young  girl  —  especially  if  she  be  a  very  pretty 
one — can  n*ver  be  too  chary  of  her  lips." 

**  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Phoebe,  trying  to  laugh  the  matter  off^ 
"  I  did  not  mean  to  be  unkind." 

Nevertheless,  whether  or  no  it  were  entirely  owing  to  the 
inauspicious  commencement  of  their  acquaintance,  she  still 
acted  under  a  certain  reserve,  which  was  by  no  means  cus- 
tomary to  her  frank  and  genial  nature.  The  fantasy  would 
not  quit  her,  that  the  original  Puritan,  of  whom  she  had 
heard  so  many  sombre  traditions,  —  the  progenitor  of  the 
whole  race  of  New  England  P3rncheons,  the  founder  of  the 
House  of  the  Seven  Grables,  and  who  had  died  so  strangely 
m  it,  —  had  now  stept  into  the  shop.  In  these  days  of  off^ 
hand  equipment,  the  matter  was  easily  enough  arranged. 
On  his  arrival  from  the  other  world,  he  had  merely  found 
it  necessary  to  spend  a  quarter  of  an  hour  at  a  barber's, 
who  had  trimmed  down  the  Puritan's  full  beard  into  a  pair 
of  grizzled  whiskers ;  then,  patronizing  a  ready-made  c]oth« 
ing  establishment,  he  had  exchanged  his  velvet  doublet  and 
uble  cloak,  with  the  richly-worked  band  under  his  chin,  for 
a  white  collar  and  cravat,  coat,  vest,  and  pantaloons ;  and 
lastly,  putting  aside  his  steel-hilted  broadsword  to  take  up  a 
gold-headed  cane,  the  Colonel  Pyncheon,  of  two  centuries 
ago,  steps  forward  as  the  judge,  of  the  passing  moment ! 

Of  course,  Phoebe  was  far  too  sensible  a  girl  to  entertain 
ttuB  idea  in  any  other  way  than  as  matter  for  a  smile.  Pos* 
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fibly,  also,  could  the  two  personages  ha  3  stood  togethei 
before  her  eye,  many  points  of  difference  would  have  beeD 
perceptible,  and  perhaps  only  a  general  resemblance.  The 
long  lapse  of  intervening  years,  in  a  climate  so  unlike  that 
which  had  fostered  the  ancestral  Englishman,  must  inevita- 
bly have  wrought  important  changes  in  the  physical  system 
of  his  descendant.  The  judge's  volume  of  muscle  could 
hardly  be  the  same  as  the  rolonePs ;  there  was  undoubt- 
edly less  beef  in  him.  Though  looked  upon  as  a  weighty 
man,  among  his  contemporaries,  in  respect  of  animal  sub- 
stance, and  as  favored  with  a  remarkable  degree  of  fun- 
damental development,  well  adapting  him  for  the  judicial 
bench,  we  conceive  that  the  modern  Judge  Pyncheon,  if 
weighed  in  the  same  balance-  with  his  ancestor,  would  have 
required  at  least  an  old-fashioned  fifty-six  to  keep  the  scale 
in  equilibrio.  Then  the  judge's  face  had  lost  the  ruddy 
English  hue,  that  showed. its  warmth  through  all  the  duskt** 
ness  of  the  colonel's  weaither-beaten  cheek,  and  had  taken 
a  sallow  shade,  the  established  cotnplexion  of  his  country- 
men. If  we  mistake  not,  moreover,  a  certain  quality  of 
nervousness  had  become  more  or  less  manifest,  even  in  so 
solid  a  specimen  of  Puritan  descent  as  the  gentleman  now 
under  discussion.  As  one  of  its  effects,  it  bestowed  on  his 
countenance  a  quicker  mobility  than  the  old  Englishman's 
had  possessed,  and  keener  vivacity,  but  at  the  expense  of 
a  sturdier  something,  on  which  these  acute  endowments 
teemed  to  act  like  dissolving  acids.  This  process,  for  aught 
we  know,  may  belong  to  the  great  system  of  human  pro- 
gress, which,  with  every  ascending  footstep,  as  it  diminishes 
the  necessity  for  animal  force,  may  be  destined  gradually  en 
spiritualize  us,  by  refining  away  our  grosser  attributes  o^ 
body.  If  so,  Judge  Pyncheon  could  endure  a  century  or  two 
more  of  such  refinement,  as  well  as  most  other  men. 

The  similarity,  intellectual  and  moral,  between  the  judge 
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«Bd  his  ancestor,  appears  to  have  been  at  least  as  strong  as 
ihe  resemblance  of  mien  and  feature  would  afford  reason  to 
anticipate.  In  old  Colonel  Pyncheon's  funeral  discourse, 
the  clergyman  absolutely  canonized  his  deceased  parishioner, 
and  opening,  as  it  were,  a  vista  through  the  roof  of  the 
chuich;  and  thence  through  the  firmament  above,  showed  him 
seated,  harp  in  hand,  among  the  crowned  ciioristers  of  the 
spiritual  world.  On  his  tombstone,  too,  the  record  is  highly 
eulogistic ;  nor  does  history,  so  far  as  he  holds  a  place  upon 
its  page,  assail  the  consistency  and  uprightness  of  his  char- 
acter. So  also,  as  regards  the  Judge  Pyncheon  of  to-day, 
neither  clergyman,  nor  legal  critic,  nor  Ibscriber  of  tomb- 
stones, nor  historian  of  general  or  local  politics,  would  ven- 
ture a  word  against  this  eminent  person's  sincerity  as  a 
Christian,  or  respectability  as  a  man,  or  integrity  as  a  judge, 
or  courage  and  faithfulness  as  the  often-tried  representative 
3f  his  political  party.  But,  besides  these  cold,  formal,  and 
empty  words  of  the  chisel  that  inscribes,  the  voice  that 
speaks,  and  the  pen  that  writes,  for  the  public  eye  and  for 
distant  time,  —  and  which  inevitably  lose  much  of  theii 
truth  and  freedom  by  the  fatal  consciousness  of  so  doing,  — 
there  were  traditions  about  the  ancestor,  and  private  diurnal 
gossip  about  the  judge,  remarkably  accordant  in  their  testi- 
mony. It  is  often  instructive  to  take  the  woman's,  the  pri- 
vate and  domestic  view  of  a  public  man ;  nor  can  anything 
be  more  curious  than  the  vast  discrepancy  between  jjortraits 
intended  for  engraving,  and  the  pencil-sketches  that  pass 
from  hand  to  hand,  behind  the  original's  back. . 

For  example,  tradition  affirmed  that  the  Puritan  had  been 
greedy  of  wealth ;  the  judge,  too,  with  all  the  show  of  lib- 
eral expenditure,  was  said  to  be  as  close-fisted  as  if  his 
gripe  were  of  iron.  The  ancestor  had  clothed  himself  in  a 
grim  assumption  of  kindliness,  a  rough  heartiness  of  word 
fuul  manner,  which  most  people  took  to  be  the  genime 
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wan«ith  of  nature,  making  its  nvay  through  ^e  thicft.  and 
mfle  able  hide  of  a  manly  chanicter.  His  descendant,  lis 
con)««liance  with  the  requirements  of  a  nicer  age,  had  ethe* 
rea)  ^d  this  rad3  benevolence  into  that  broad  benignity  of 
smne,  wherewith  he  shone  like  a  noon-day  san  along  the 
streets,  or  glowed  like  a  household  fire  m  the  drftwingw 
rooms  of  his  private  acquaintance.  The  Puritan  —  if  not 
belied  by  some  shignlar  stories,  murmured,  even  at  this  day 
under  the  narrator's  breath  —  had  fallen  into  certain  trans- 
gressions to  which  men  of  his  great  animal  development, 
whatever  their  faith  or  principles,  must  continue  liable,  until 
they  put  off  impurity,  along  with  the  gross  earthly  substance 
that  involves  it.  We  Ynost  not  stain  our  page  with  any  con- 
temporary scandal,  to  a  similar  purport,  that  may  have  been 
whispered  against  the  judge.  The  Puritan,  again,  an  aato« 
crat  in  his  own  household,  had  worn  out  three  wives,  and, 
merely  by  the  remorseless  weight  and  hardness  of  his 
character  in  the  conjugal  relation,  had  sent  them,  one  after 
Another,  broken-hearted,  to  their  graves.  Here,  the  parallel, 
m  some  sort,  fails.  The  judge  had  wedded  but  a  single 
wife,  and  lost  her  in  the  third  or  fourth  year  of  their  mar- 
riage. There  was  a  fable,  however,  —  for  such  we  choose 
to  consider  it,  though,  not  impossibly,  t3^ical  of  Juige 
Pyncheon's  marital  deportment,  —  that  the  lady  got  her 
death-blow  in  the  honey-moon,  and  never  smiled  again, 
because  her  husband  compelled  her  to  serve  him  with  coffee, 
every  morning,  at  his  bedside,  in  token  of  fealty  to  hec 
liege-lord  and  master. 

But  it  is  too  fruitful  a  subject,  this  of  hereditary  resem- 
olances, — the  frequent  recurrence  of  which,  in  a  direct  line, 
is  truly  unaccountable^  when  we  consider  how  large  an 
accumulation  of  ancestry  lies  behind  every  man,  at  the  dis- 
tance of  one  or  two  centuries.  We  shall  only  add,  there* 
foie,  that  the  Puritan — so,  at  least,  says  chimney-con 
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hiditicm,  which  often  preserves  tmits  of  character  with  mar- 
vellous fidelity — was  bold,  imperious,  relen^ess,  crafty; 
laying  his  purposes  deep,  and  following  them  out  with  atk 
inveteracy  of  pursuit  that  knew  neither  rest  nor  conscience  • 
trampling  on  the  weak,  and,  when  essential  to  his  ends,  doing 
his  utmost  to  heat  down  the  strong.  Whether  die  judge  in 
any  degree  resembled  him,  the  further  progress  of  our  narm^ 
tive  may  show. 

Scarcely  any  of  the  items  in  the  above-drawn  parallel 
occurred  to  Phojbe,  whose  country  birth  and  residence,  in 
truth,  had  left  her  pitifully  ignorant  of  most  of  the  family 
traditions,  which  lingered,  like  cobwebs  and  incrustations  of 
smoke,  about  the  rooms  and  chimney-corners  of  the  Housis 
of  the  Seven  Grables.  Yet  there  was  a  circumstance,  very 
trifling  in  itself,  which  impressed  her  with  an  odd  degree  of 
honor.  She  had  heard  ci  the  anathema  flung  by  Maule 
the  executed  wizard,  against  Colonel  Pyncheon  and  his  pos- 
terity,— that  God  would  give  them  blood  to  drink,  —  and 
likewise  of  the  popular  notion,  that  this  miraculous  blood 
might  now  and  then  be  heard  gurgling  in  their  throats. 
The  latter  scandal — as  became  a  person  of  sense,  and,  more 
especially,  a  member  of  the  Pyncheon  family — Phoebe  had 
let  down  for  the  absurdity  which  it  unquestionably  was. 
But  ancient  superstitions,  after  being  steeped  in  human 
hearts,  and  embodied  in  human  breath,  and  passing  from  lip 
to  ear,  in  manifold  repetition,  through  a  series  of  generations, 
become  imbued  with  an  effect  of  homely  truth.  The  smoke 
of  the  domestic  hearth  has  scented  them,  through  and 
through.  By  long  transmission  among  household  facts, 
they  grow  to  look  like  them,  and  have  such  a  familiar  way 
of  making  themselves  at  home,  that  their  influence  i^  usu- 
ally greater  than  we  suspect.  Thus  it  happened,  that  wlien 
Phoebe  heard  a  certain  noise  in  Judge  Pyncheon's  throat  — 
father  habitual  with  him,  not  altogether  voluntary,  yet  i» 
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dkotive  of  nothing,  unless  it  were  a  slight  broncnial  ccni' 
plaint,  or,  as  some  people  hinted,  an  apoplectic  symptom,  — 
when  the  gurl  heard  this  queer  and  awkward  inguigitatioa 
(which  the  writer  never  did  hear,  and  theiefore  cannot  de 
scribe),  she,  very  foolishly,  started,  and  cksped  her  hands. 

Of  course,  it  was  exceedingly  ridiculous  in  Phosbe  to  be 
discomposed  by  such  a  trifle,  and  still  more  unpardonable 
to  show  her  discomposure  to  the  individual  most  concerned 
in  it.  But  the  incident  chimed  in  so  oddly  with  her  pre- 
vious fancies  about  the  colonel  and  the  judge,  that,  for  the 
moment,  it  seemed  quite  to  mingle  their  identity. 
.  **  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  young  woman  ? "  said 
Judge  Pyncheon,  giving  her  one  of  his  harsh  looks.  *'  Axe 
you  afraid  of  anything  ?  " 

*'0,  nothing,  sir,  —  nothing  in  the  world  1"  answered 
FhoBbe,  with  a  little  laugh  of  vexation  at  herself.  **  But  per- 
haps you  wish  to  speak  with  my  cousin  Hepsdbah.  Shall  I 
caUher?" 

''  Stay  a  moment,  if  you  please,"  said  the  judge,  again 
beaming  sunshine  out  of  his  face.  "  You  seem  to  be  a  little 
nervous,  this  morning.  The  town  air,  Cousin  Phcebe,  does 
not  agree  with  your  good,  wholesome  country  habits.  Or, 
has  anything  happened  to  disturb  you  ? — anything  remark- 
able in  Cousin  Hepzibah's  family? — An  arrival,  eh?  I 
thought  so !  No  wonder  you  are  out  of  sorts,  my  little 
cousin.  To  be  an  inmate  with  such  a  guest  may  well  startle 
an  innocent  young  girl ! " 

<*  You  quite  puzzle  me,  sir,"  replied  PhGetbe,  gazing  inquir- 
iugly  at  the  judge.  "  There  is  no  frightful  guest  in  the 
house,  but  only  a  poor,  gentle,  child-like  man,  whom  I  be- 
lieve to  be  Cousin  Hepzibah's  brother.  I  am  afraid  (but 
you,  sir,  will  know  better  than  I)  that  he  b  not  quite  in  his 
sound  senses ;  but  so  mild  and  quiet  he  seems  to  be,  tDat  a 
Hiother  might  trust  her  baby  with  him;  and  I  think  he 
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would  play  with  the  baby,  as  if  he  were  only  a  few  yean 
older  than  itself.     He  startle  me ! — O,  no  indeed ! " 

'*  I  rejoice  to  hear  so  faTorable  and  so  ingenuous  an  ao 
count  of  my  cousin  Clifford,"  said  the  benevolent  judge. 
-'Many  years  ago,  when  we  were  boys  and  young  men  to« 
gather,  I  had  a  great  affection  for  him,  and  still  feel  a  tender 
interest  in  aL  his  concerns.  You  say.  Cousin  Phoebe,  he 
appears  to  be  weak-minded.  Heaven  grant  him  at  least 
enough  of  intellect  to  repent  of  his  past  sins ! " 

**  Nobody,  I  fancy,"  observed  Phoebe,  "  can  have  fewer  t* 
repent  of" 

"  And  is  it  possible,  my  dear,"  rejoined  the  judge,  with  a 
commiserating  look,  **  that  you  have  never  heard  of  Clifford 
Pyncheon  ? — that  you  know  nothing  of  his  history  ?  Well, 
it  is  all  right ;  and  your  mother  has  shown  a  very  proper 
regard  for  the  good  name  of  the  family  with  which  she  con- 
nected herself.  Believe  the  best  you  can  of  this  unfortunate 
person,  and  hope  the  best!  It  is  a  rule  which  Christians 
should  always  follow,  in  their  judgments  of  one  another; 
and  especially  is  it  right  and  wise  among  near  relatives, 
whose  characters  have  necessarily  a  degree  of  mutual  de« 
pendence.  But  is  Clifford  in  the  parlor  ?  I  will  just  step 
in  and  see." 

**  Perhaps,  sir,  I  had  better  call  my  cousin  Hepzibah,"  said 
Phoebe;  hardly  knowing,  however,  whether  she  ought  to 
obstruct  the  entrance  of  so  affectionate  a  kinsman  into  the 
private  regions  of  the  house.  **  Her  brother  seemed  to  be 
just  &lling  asleep,  after  breakfast ;  and  I  am  sure  she  would 
not  like  him  to  be  disturbed.  Pray,  sir,  let  me  give  her 
notice ! " 

But  the  judge  showed  a  singular  determination  to  enter 
unannounced ;  and  as  Phoebe,  with  the  vivacity  of  a  person 
whoae  movements  unconsciously  answer  to  her  thoughts 
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had  stepped  towards  the  door,  he  used  little  or  no  :eremoti* 
in  patting  her  aside. 

•*  No,  no,  Miss  Phoebe !  "  said  Judge  Pyncheon,  in  a  voice 
as  deep  as  a  thunder-growl,  and  with  a  frown  as  black  as 
the  cloul  whence  it  issues.  "  Stay  you  here !  I  know^  the 
house,  and  know  my  cousin  Hepzibah,  and  know  her  brother 
Clifibrd  likewise  !  —  nor  need  my  little  country  cousin  put 
herself  to  the  trouble  of  announcing  me  !  " —  in  these  latter 
words,  by-the-by,  there  were  symptoms  of  a  change  from 
his  sudden  harshness  into  his  previous  benignity  of  man- 
ner. —  "I  am  at  home  here,  Phoebe,  you  must  recollect, and 
you  are  the  stranger.  I  will  just  step  in,  therefore,  and  see 
for  myself  how  Clifford  is,  and  assure  him  and  Hepzibah  of 
my  kindly  feelings  and  best  wishes.  It  is  right,  at  this 
juncture,  that  they  should  both  hear  from  my  own  lips  how 
much  I  desire  to  serve  them.  Ha !  here  is  Hepzibah  her- 
self!" 

Such  was  the  case.  The  vibrations  of  the  judge's  voice 
had  reached  the  old  gentlewoman  in  the  parlor,  where  she 
sat,  with  face  averted,  waiting  on  her  brother's  slumber. 
She  now  issued  forth,  as  would  appear,  to  defend  the 
entrance,  looking,  we  must  needs  say,  amazingly  like  the 
dragon  which,  in  fairy  tales,  is  wont  to  be  the  guardian  over 
an  enchanted  beauty.  The  habitual  scowl  of  her  brow 
was,  undeniably,  too  fierce,  at  this  nloment,  to  pass  itself 
off  on  tiie  innocent  score  of  near-sightedness ;  and  it  was 
bent  on  Judge  Pyncheon  in  a  way  that  seemed  to  confound, 
if  not  alarm  him,  so  inadequately  had  he  estimated  the 
moral  force  of  a  deeply-grounded  antipathy.  She  made  a 
repelling  gesture  with  her  hand,  and  stood,  a  perfect  picture 
of  prohibition,  at  full  length,  in  the  dark  frame  of  the  door- 
way. But  we  must  betray  Hepzibali's  secret,  and  confess 
that  the  native  timorousness  of  her  character  even  now 
developed  itself,  in  a  quick  tremor,  which,  to  her  own 


THE  FVKCHEON  OF  TO-DAT.  139 

pevcepdon,  set  each  of  her  joints  at  variance  with  its  ftiV* 
lows. 

Possibly,  the  judge  was  aware  how  little  true  hardihood 
lay  behind  Hepzibah's  formidable  front  At  any  rate,  being 
a  gentleman  of  steady  nerves,  he  soon  recovered  himself, 
and  failed  not  to  approach  his  cousin  with  outstretched 
hand ;  adopting  the  sensible  precaution,  however,  to  cover 
his  advance  with  a  smile,  so  broad  and  sultry,  that,  had  it 
been  only  half  as  warm  as  it  looked,  a  trellis  of  grapes 
might  at  once  have  turned  purple  under  its  summer-like 
exposure.  It  may  have  been  his  purpose,  indeed,  to  melt 
poor  Hepzibah  on  the  spot,  as  if  she  were  a  figure  of  yel* 
low  wax. 

"  Hepzibah,  my  beloved  cousin,  I  am  rejoiced !  "  exclaimed 
the  judge,  most  emphatically.  '*  Now,  at  length,  you  have 
something  to  live  for.  Yes,  and  all  of  us,  let  me  say,  your 
friends  and  kindred,  have  more  to  live  for  than  we  had 
yesterday.  I  have  lost  no  time  in  hastening  to  offer  any 
assistance  in  my  power  towards  making  Clifford  comfortable. 
He  belongs  to  us  all.  I  know  how  much  he  requires.  —  how 
much  he  used  to  require,  -^  with  his  delicate  taste,  and  hi» 
love  of  the  beautifuL  Anything  in  my  house,  —  pictures, 
books,  wine,  luxuries  of  the  table,  —  he  may  command  them 
all  I  It  would  afford  me  most  heart-felt  gratification  to  see 
him !     Shall  I  step  m,  this  moment  ?  " 

*'  No,"  replied  Hepzibah,  her  voice  quivering  too  painfully 
to  allow  of  many  words.     "  He  cannot  see  visiters ! " 

"  A  visiter,  my  dear  cousin !  —  do  you  call  me  so  ?  " 
cried  th^  judge,  whose  sensibility,  it  seems,  was  hurt  by  the 
coldness  of  the  phrase.  **  Nay,  then,  let  me  be  Clifbrd's 
host,  and  your  own  likewise.  Come  at  once  to  my  house. 
The  ca*mtry  air,  and  all  the  conveniences — I  may  say 
hixuries  —  that  I  have  gathered  about  me,  will  do  wonders 
Cor  him.    And  you  and  I,  dear  Hepzibah,  will  consul 
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together,  and  watch  together,  and  labor  together,  to  make 
our  dear  ClifTord  happy.  Come!  why  should  we  make 
more  words  about  what  is  both  a  duty  and  a  pleasure,  on 
my  part  ?    Come  to  me  at  once ! " 

On  hearing  these  so  hospitable  offers,  and  such  generous 
I  i'ognition  of  the  claims  of  kindred,  Phcebe  felt  very  much 
i '  the  mood  of  running  up  to  Judge  Pyncheon,  and  giving 
I  im,  of  her  own  accord,  the  kiss  from  which  she  had  so 
fi^'cently  shrunk  away.  It  was  quite  otherwise  with  Hepzi« 
b^h ;  the  judge's  smile  seemed  to  opemte  on  her  acerbity 
ofT  heart  like  sunshine  upon  vinegar,  making  it  ten  times 
8«ttrer  than  ever. 

**  Clifford,"  said  she,  —  still  too  agitated  to  utter  more 
thftn  an  abrupt  sentence,  -^  "  Clifford  has  a  home  here !  " 

'*  May  Heaven  forgive  you,  Hepzibah,"  said  Judge  Pyn- 
cheon, —  reverently  lifting  his  eyes  towards  that  high  court 
of  equity  to  which  he  appealed,  —  **  if  you  suffer  any 
ancient  prejudice  or  animosity  to  weigh  with  you  in  this 
matter!  I  stand  here,  with  an  open  heart,  willing  and 
anxious  to  receive  yourself  and  Clifford  into  it.  Do  not 
refuse  my  good  offices,  —  my  earnest  propositions  for  your 
welfare !  They  are  such,  in  all  respects,  as  it  behooves 
your  nearest  kinsman  to  make,  it  will  be  a  heavy  respon- 
sibility,  cousin,  if  you  confine  your  brother  to  this  dismal 
house  and  stifled  air,  when  the  delightful  freedom  of  my 
countjy-seat  is  at  his  command." 

**  It  would  never  suit  Clifford,"  said  Hepzibah,  as  briefly 
as  before. 

"Woman!"  broke  forth  the  judge,  giving  way  to  his 
resentment,  "  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  Have  you 
Dther  resources  ?  Nay,  I  suspected  as  much !  Take  care 
Hepzibah,  take  care !  Clifford  is  on  the  brink  of  as  black  a 
rain  as  ever  befell  him  yet !  But  why  do  I  talk  with  yo!i# 
woman  as  you  are?    Make  way !  — I  must  see  Clifford! "  - 
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Hepzibah  spread  out  her  gaunt  figure  across  the  door 
aad  seeraed  really  to  increase  in  bulk ;  looking  the  more 
terrible,  also,  because  there  was  so  much  terror  and  agita- 
tion in  her  heart.  But  Judge  Pyncheon's  evident  purpose 
of  forcing  a  passage  was  interrupted  by  a  voice  from  the 
inner  room;  a  weak,  tremulous,  wailing  voice,  indicating 
helpless  alarm,  with  no  more  energy  for  self-defence  than 
belongs  to  a  frightened  infant. 

"  Hepzibah,  Hepzibah !  "  cried  the  voice  ;  "  go  down  on 
you  knees  to  him !  Kiss  his  feet !  Entreat  him  not  to 
come  in!  O,  let  him  have  mercy  on  me!  Mercy!-  - 
mercy ! " 

For  the  instant,  it  appeared  doubtful  whether  it  were  not 
the  judge's  resolute  purpose  to  set  Hepzibah  aside,  and  step 
across  the  threshold  into  the  parlor,  whence  issued  that 
oroken  and  miserable  murmur  of  entreaty.  It  was  not  pity 
that  restrained  him,  for,  at  the  first  sound  of  the  enfeebled 
voice,  a  red  fire  kindled  in  his  eyes,  and  he  made  a  quick 
pace  forward,  with  something  inexpressibly  fierce  and  gnm 
darkening  forth,  as  it  were,  out  of  the  whole  man.  To  know 
Jadge  Pyncheon,  was  to  see  him  at  that  moment.  After 
such  a  revelation,  let  him  smile  with  what  sultriness  he  would, 
he  could  much  sooner  turn  grapes  purple,  or  pumpkins 
yellow,  than  melt  the  iron-branded  impression  out  of  the 
beholder's  memory.  And  it  rendered  his  aspect  not  the  less, 
but  more  frightful,  that  it  seemed  not  to  express  wrath  or 
hatred,  but  a  certain  hot  fellness  of  purpose,  which  annihi- 
lated everything  but  itself. 

Yet,  after  all,  are  we  not  slandering  an  excellent  and 
amiable  man  ?  Look  at  the  judge  now  !  He  is  apparently 
conscious  of  having  erred,  in  too  energetically  pressing  his 
deeds  of  loving-kindness  on  persons  unable  to  appreciate 
them.  He  will  await  their  better  mood,  and  hold  himself 
as  ready  to  assist  them,  then,  as  at  this  moment.     As  he 
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draws  back  from  the  door,  an  all-comprehensiye  benignity 
blazes  from  his  visage,  indicating  that  he  gathers  Hepzibahi 
little  PhcBbe,  and  the  invisible  Clifford,  all  three,  together 
with  the  whole  world  besides,  into  his  immense  heart,  and 
gives  them  a  warm  bath  in  its  flood  of  aflfection. 

*^'  You  do  me  great  wrong,  dear  Cousin  Hepzibah ! "  said 
he,  first  kindly  ofiering  her  his  hand,  and  then  drawing  on 
his  glove  preparatory  to  departure.  "  Very  great  wrong ! 
But  I  forgive  it,  and  will  study  to  make  you  think  better  of 
me.  Of  course,  our  poor  Clifford  being  in  so  unhappy  a 
state  of  mind,  I  cannot  think  of  urging  an  interview  at  pres- 
ent. But  I  shall  watch  over  his  welfare,  as  if  he  were  my 
own  beloved  brother ;  nor  do  I  at  all  despair,  my  dear  cousin, 
of  constraining  both  him  and  you  to  acknowledge  your  in- 
justice. When  that  shall  happen,  I  desire  no  other  revenge 
than  your  acceptance  of  the  best  offices  in  my  power  to  do 
you." 

With  a  bow  to  Hepzibah,  and  a  degree  of  paternal  benev- 
olence in  his  parting  nod  to  Phoebe,  the  judge  left  the  shop, 
and  went  smiling  along  the  street.  As  is  customary  with 
the  rich,  when  they  aim  at  the  honors  of  a  republic,  he 
apologized,  as  it  were,  to  the  people,  for  his  wealth,  pros- 
perity, and  elevated  station,  by  a  free  and  hearty  mannei 
towards  those  who  knew  him  ;  putting  off  the  more  of  his 
dignity,  in  due  proportion  with  the  humbleness  of  the  man 
whom  he  saluted,  and  thereby  proving  a  haughty  conscious- 
ness of  his  advantages  as  irrefragably  as  if  he  had  marched 
forth  preceded  by  a  troop  of  lackeys  to  clear  the  way.  On 
this  particular  forenoon,  so  excessive  was  the  warmth  of 
Judge  Pyncheon's  kindly  aspect,  that  (such,  at  least,  was 
the  rumor  about  town)  an  extra  passage  of  the  water-carts 
was  found  essential,  in  order  to  lav  the  dust  occasioned  by 
BO  much  extra  sunshine  I 
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No  sooner  had  he  disappeared  than  Hepzibah  grew 
deadly  white,  and,  staggering  towards  Phcsbe,  let  her  head 
fall  on  the  young  giri  6  shoulder. 

"  O,  Phoebe  ! "  murmured  she,  "  that  man  has  been  tho 
horror  of  my  life !  Shall  1  never,  never  have  the  couiapv,  — 
will  my  voice  never  cease  from  trembling  long  ejiough  to 
let  mo  tell  him  what  he  is  ?  " 

**  Is  he  so  very  wicked  ?  "  asked  Phcebe.  "  Yet  his  offers 
were  surely  kind !  " 

"Do  not  speak  of  them,  —  he  has  a  heart  of  iron!" 
rejoined  Hepzibah.  "  Go,  now,  and  talk  to  Cliflford  !  Amuse 
and  keep  him  quiet !  It  would  disturb  him  wretchedly  to 
see  me  so  agitated  as  1  nm.  There,  go,  dear  child,  and  I 
will  try  to  look  after  the  toliop." 

Phoebe  went,  accordingly,  but  perplexed  herself,  mean 
while,  with  queries  as  to  the  purport  of  the  scene  which  she 
had  just  witnessed,  and  also,  whether  judges,  clergymen, 
and  other  characters  of  that  eminent  stamp  and  respectabil- 
ity, could  really,  in  any  single  instance,  be  otherwise  than 
just  and  upright  men.  A  doubt  of  this  nature  has  a  most 
disturbing  influence,  and,  if  shown  to  be  a  fact,  comes  with 
fearful  and  startling  effect,  on  minds  of  the  trim,  orderly,  and 
limit-loving  class,  in  which  we  find  our  little  country-girl. 
Dispositions  more  boldly  speculative  may  derive  a  stem  en- 
joyment from  the  discovery,  since  there  must  be  evil  iu  the 
world,  that  a  high  man  is  as  likely  to  grasp  his  share  of  it 
as  a  low  one.  A  wider  scope  of  view,  and  a  deeper  insight, 
may  see  rank,  dignity,  and  station,  all  proved  illusory,  so  fai 
as  regards  their  claim  to  human  reverence,  and  yet  not  feel 
as  if  the  universe  were  thereby  tumbled  headlong  into 
chaos.  But  Phoibe,  in  order  to  keep  the  universe  in  its  old 
place,  was  fain  to  smother,  in  some  degree,  her  own  intui- 
tions as  to  Judge  Pyncheon's  character.    And  as  for  her 
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cousin's  testimony  in  disparagement  of  it,  she  concluded 
that  Hepzibah's  judgment  was  embittered  by  one  of  those 
family  feuds,  which  render  hatred  the  more  deadly,  by  the 
dead  and  corrupted  love  that  they  intermingle  with  its 
native  ^iMm. 


IX. 

dlFFOBI)  AND  FHCEBE. 

Truly  was  there  something  high,  generous,  and  nob  t,  in 
the  native  composition  of  our  poor  old  Hepzibah !  Or  else, 
—  and  it  was  quite  as  probably  the  case,  —  she  had  been 
enriched  by  poverty,  developed  by  sorrow,  elevated  by  the 
strong  and  solitary  affection  of  her  life,  and  thus  endowed 
with  heroism,  which  never  could  have  characterized  her  in 
what  are  called  happier  circumstances.  Through  dreary 
years,  Hepzibah  had  looked  forward  —  for  the  most  part 
despairingly,  never  with  any  confidence  of  hope,  but  always 
with  the  feeling  that  it  was  her  brightest  possibility  —  to  the 
very  position  in  which  she  now  found  herself.  In  her  own 
behalf,  she  had  asked  nothing  of  Providence,  but  the  oppor- 
tunity of  devoting  herself  to  this  brother,  whom  she  had  so 
loved,  —  so  admired  for  what  he  was,  or  might  have  been, 
—and  to  whom  she  had  kept  her  faith,  alone  of  all  the 
world,  wholly,  unfalteringly,  at  every  instant,  and  through* 
out  life.  And  here,  in  his  late  decline,  the  lost  one  had 
come  back  put  of  his  long  and  strange  misfortune,  and  was 
thrown  on  her  sympathy,  as  it  seemed,  not  merely  for  the 
bread  of  his  physical  existence,  but  for  everything  that 
should  keep  him  morally  alive.  She  had  responded  to  the 
call.  She  had  come  forward, — our  poor,  gaunt  Hepzibah, 
in  her  rusty  silks,  with  her  rigid  joints,  and  the  sad  pervers- 
ity of  her  scowl,  —  ready  to  do  her  utmost ;  and  with  affec- 
tion enough,  if  that  were  al],  to  do  a  hundred  times  as 
mu3h!  There  could  be  few  more  tearful  sights,  —  and 
Heaven  forgive  us.  if  a  smile  ^nsist  on  mingling  with  our 
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conception  of  it !  —  few  sights  with  traer  pathos  in  them, 
than  Hepzibah  presented,  on  that  first  afternoon. 

How  patiently  did  she  endeavor  to  wrap  Clifford  up  in 
her  great,  warm  love,  and  nv^ke  it  all  the  world  to  him,  so 
that  he  should  retain  no  torturing  sense  of  the  coldness  and 
Jrear  ness  without !  Her  little  efforts  to  amuse  him !  How 
pitifui,  yet  magnanimous,  they  were ! 

Remembering  his  early  love  of  poetry  ani  fiction,  she 
unlocked  a  bookcase,  and  took  down  several  books  that  had 
been  excellent  reading  in  their  day.  There  was  a  volume 
of  Pope,  with  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  in  it,  and  another  of  the 
Tatler,  and  an  odd  one  of  Dryden's  Miscellanies,  all  with 
tarnished  gilding  on  their  covers,  and  thoughts  of  tarnished 
brilliancy  inside.  They  had  no  success  with  ClifTord. 
These,  and  all  such  writers  of  society,  whose  new  works 
glow  like  the  rich  texture  of  a  just-woven  carpet,  must  be 
content  to  relinquish  their  charm,  for  every  reader,  after  an 
age  or  two,  and  could  hardly  be  supposed  to  retain  any  por- 
tion of  it  for  a  mind  that  had  utterly  lost  itte  estimate  of 
modes  and  manners.  Hepzibah  then  took  up  Rasselas,  and 
began  to  read  of  the  Happy  Valley,  with  a  vague  idea  that 
pome  secret  of  a  contented  life  had  there  been  elaborated, 
which  might  at  least  serve  Clifford  and  herself  for  this  one 
day.  But  the  Happy  Valley  had  a  cloud  over  it.  Hepzi- 
bah troubled  her  auditor,  moreover,  by  innumerable  sins  of 
emphasis,  which  he  seemed  to  detect,  without  any  reference 
to  the  meaning;  nor,  in  fact,  did  he  appear  to  take  much 
note  of  the  sense  of  what  she  read,  but  evidently  felt  the 
tedium  of  the  lecture,  without  harvesting  its  profit.  His  sis- 
ter's voice,  too,  naturally  harsh,  had,  in  the  course  of  her 
sorrowful  lifetime,  contracted  a  kind  of  croak,  which,  when 
it  orice  gets  into  the  human  throat,  is  as  ineradicable  as  sin. 
In  both  sexes,  occasionally,  this  lifelong  croak,  accompaciy 
«ii^  each  word  of  joy  or  sorrow,  is  one  of  the  symptoms  of  a 
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^eitlad  melancholy ;  and  wherever  it  occurs,  the  whole  hi* 
tory  of  misfortune  is  conveyed  in  its  slightest  accent.  The 
effect  is  as  if  the  voice  had  been  dyed  black ;  or,  —  if  we 
Tivxsi  use  a  more  moderate  simile,  —  this  miserable  croak, 
lunning  through  all  the  variations  of  the  voice,  is  like  a 
black  silken  thread,  on  which  the  crystal  beads  of  speech 
are  strung,  and  whence  they  take  their  hue.  Such  voices 
have  put  on  mourning  for  dead  hopes ;  and  they  ought  to 
die  and  be  buried  along  with  them  ! 

Discerning  that  Clifford  was  not  gladdened  by  her  efforts, 
Hepzibah  searched  about  the  house  for  the  means  of  more 
exhilarating  pastime.  At  one  time,  her  eyes  chanced  to  rest 
on  Alice  Pyncheon's  harpsichord.  It  was  a  moment  of 
great  peril;  for,  —  despite  the  traditionary  awe  that  had 
gathered  over  this  instrument  of  music,  and  the  dirges  which 
spiritual  fingers  were  said  to  play  on  it,  —  the  devoted  sister 
had  solemn  thoughts  of  thrumming  on  its  chords  for  Clif- 
ford's benefit,  and  accompanying  the  performance  with  her 
voice.  Poor  Clifford !  Poor  Hepzibah !  Poor  harpsichord ! 
All  three  would  have  been  miserable  together.  By  some 
good  agency,  —  possibly,  by  the  unrecognized  interposition 
of  the  long-buried  Alice  herself,  —  the  threatening  calamity 
was  averted. 

But  the  worst  of  all,  —  the  hardest  stroke  of  fate  for  Hep- 
zibah to  endure,  and  perhaps  for  Clifford  too,  —  was  his 
invincible  distaste  for  her  appearance.  Her  features,  nevei 
the  most  agreeable,  and  now  harsh  with  age  and  grief,  and 
resentment  against  the  world  for  his  sake ;  her  dress,  and 
especially  her  turban ;  the  queer  and  quaint  manners,  which 
had  unconsciously  grown  upon  her  in  solitude;  —  such  be- 
ing the  poor  gentlewoman's  outward  characteristics,  it  is  no 
great  marvel,  although  the  moumfullest  of  pities,  that  the 
instinctive  lover  of  the  Beautiful  was  fain  to  turn  away  his 
ey3S.     There  was  no  help  for  it.     It  would  be  the  latest 
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impulse  to  die  within  him.  In  his  last  extremity,  tha 
expiring  breath  stealing  faintly  through  Clifford's  lips,  he 
would  doubtless  press  Hepzibah's  hand,  in  fervent  recogni- 
tion of  all  her  lavished  love,  and  close  his  eyes, —  but  not 
so  much  to  die,  as  to  be  constrained  to  look  no  longer  on 
her  face !  Poor  Hepzibah !  She  took  counsel  with  herself 
what  might  be  done,  and  thought  of  putting  ribbons  on  her 
turban ;  but,  by  the  instant  rush  of  several  guardian  angels, 
was  withheld  from  an  experiment  that  could  hardly  have 
proved  less  than  fatal  to  the  beloved  object  of  her  anxiety. 

To  be  brief,  besides  Hepzibah's  disadvantages  of  person, 
there  was  an  uncouthness  pervading  all  her  deeds ;  a  clumsy 
something,  that  could  but  ill  adapt  itself  for  use,  and  not 
at  all  for  ornament.  She  was  a  grief  to  Clifford,  and  she 
knew  it.  In  this  extremity,  the  antiquated  virgin  turned  to 
Phoebe.  No  grovelling  jealousy  was  in  her  heart.  Had 
it  pleased  Heaven  to  crown  the  heroic  fidelity  of  her  life 
by  making  her  personally  the  medium  of  Clifford's  happi* 
ness,  it  would  have  rewarded  her  for  all  the  past,  by  a  joy 
with  no  bright  tints,  indeed,  but  deep  and  true,  and  worth  a 
thousand  gayer  ecstasies.  This  could  not  be.  She  there- 
fore turned  to  Phoebe,  and  resigned  the  task  into  the  young 
girl's  hands.  The  latter  took  it  up,  cheerfully,  as  she  did 
everything,  but  with  no  sense  of  a  mission  to  perform,  and 
succeeding  all  the  better  for  that  same  simplicity. 

By  the  involuntary  effect  of  a  genial  temperament,  Phoebe 
soon  grew  to  be  absolutely  l  ^sential  to  the  daily  comfort, 
if  not  the  daily  life,  of  her  t\/o  forlorn  companions.  The 
gnme  and  sordidness  of  the  House  of  the  Seven  Grables 
seemed  to  have  vanished,  since  her  appearance  there ;  the 
gnawing  tooth  of  the  dry-rot  was  stayed,  among  the  old 
timbers  of  its  skeleton  frame ;  the  Just  had  ceased  to  settle 
down  so  dens3ly,  from  the  antique  ceilings,  upon  the  floors 
and  furniture  li  the  rooms  below;  —  or,  at  any  rate,  there 
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wu  a  bttte  housewife,  as  light-footed  as  the  bxeeze  that 
sweeps  a  garden  walk,  gliding  hither  and  thither,  to  brush 
it  all  away,  l^e  shadows  of  gloomy  erents,  that  haunted 
the  else  lonely  and  desolate  apartments ;  the  heary,  breath 
less  scent  which  death  had .  left  in  more  than  one  of  th^ 
bed-chambers,  ever  since  his  visits  of  long  ago;  —  these 
were  less  powerful  than  the  purifying  influence  scattered 
throughout  the  atmosphere  of  the  household  by  the  pres- 
eace  of  one  youthful,  fresh,  and  thoroughly  wholesome 
heart  There  was  no  morbidness  in  Phcebe ;  if  there  had 
been,  the  old  Fyncheon-house  was  the  very  locality  to  ripea 
it  into  incurable  disease.  But  now  her  spirit  resembled,  in 
its  potency,  a  minute  quantity  of  ottar  of  rose  in  one  of 
Hepzibah's  huge,  iron-bound  trunks,  diffusing  its  fragrance 
through  the  various  articles  of  linen  and  wrought^lace, 
kexchiefe,  caps,  stockings,  folded  dresses,  gloves,  and  what- 
ever else  was  treasured  there.  As  every  article  in  the  great 
trunk  was  the  sweeter  for  the  rose-scent,  so  did  all  the 
thoughts  and  emotions  of  Hepzibah  and  Gliffi>rd,  sombre  as 
they  might  seem,  acquire  a  subtle  attribute  of  happiness 
from  Fhcebe's  intermixture  with  them.  Her  activity  of 
body,  intellect,  and  heart,  impelled  her  continually  to  per- 
form the  ordinary  little  toils  that  offered  themselves  around 
her,  and  to  think  the  thought  proper  for  the  moment,  and 
to  sympathize,  —  no^  with  the .  twittering  gayety  of  the 
robins  in  the  pear-tree,  and  now  to  such  a  depth  as  she 
could  with  Hepzibah's  dark  anxiety,  or  the  vague  moan  of 
her  brother.  This  facile  adaptation  was  at  once  the  symptom 
of  perfect  health,  and  its  best  preservative. 

A  nature  like  Phosbe's  has  invariably  its  due  influence, 
but  ifi  seldom  regarded  with  due  honor.  Its  spiritual  force, 
bowerer,  may  be  partially  estimated  by  the  fact  of  her 
having  found  a  place  for  herself,  amid  circumstances  so 
stern  as  those  which  surrounded  the  mistress  of  the  house  \ 
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and  also  by  the  efleci  which  she  produced  on  a  cnuracler  of 
so  much  more  mass  than  her  own.  For  the  gaunt,  bony 
frame  and  limbs  of  Hepzibah,  as  compared  with  the  tiny 
lightsomcness  of  Phosbe's  figure,  were  perhaps  m  some  fit 
proportion  with  the  moral  weight  and  substance,  respectively, 
of  the  woman  and  the  girl. 

To  the  guest,  —  to  Hepzibah 's  brother,  —  or  Cousin  Clif- 
ford, as  Phoebe  now  began  to  call  him, — she  was  especially 
necessary.  Not  that  he  could  ever  be  said  to  converse 
with  her,  or  often  manifest,  in  any  other  very  definite  mode, 
his  sense  of  a  charm  in  her  society.  But,  if  she  were  a 
long  while  absent,  he  became  pettish  and  nervously  restless, 
pacing  the  room  to  and  fro,  with  the  uncertainty  that  char- 
acterized all  his  movements ;  or  else  would  sit  brood ingly 
in  his  great  chair,  resting  his  head  on  his  hands,  and  evinc- 
ing life  only  by  an  electric  sparkle  of  ill-humor,  whenever 
Hepzibah  endeavored  to  arouse  him.  Phoebe's  presence, 
and  the  contiguity  of  her  fresh  life  to  his  blighted  one,  was 
usually  all  that  he  required.  Indeed,  such  was  the  native 
gush  and  play  of  her  spirit,  that  she  was  seldom  perfectly 
quiet  and  undemonstrative,  any  more  than  a  fountain  ever 
ceases  to  dimple  and  warble  with  its  flow.  She  possessed 
the  gift  of  song,  and  that,  too,  so  naturally,  that  you  would 
as  little  think  of  inquiring  whence  she  had  caught  it,  or 
what  master  had  taught  her,  as  of  asking  the  same  ques- 
tions about  a  bird,  in  whose  small  strain  of  music  we  recog- 
nize the  voice  of  the  Creator  as  distinctly  as  in  the  loudest 
accents  of  his  thunder.  So  long  as  Phoebe  sang,  she  might 
stray  at  her  own  will  about  the  house.  Clifford  was  content 
whether  the  sweet,  airy  homeliness  of  her  tones  came  down 
from  the  upper  chambers,  or  along  the  passage-way  from 
tlie  shop,  or  was  sprinkled  through  the  foliage  of  the  pear- 
tree,  inward  from  the  garden,  with  the  twinkling  sunb^aiis 
He  would  %i\  quietly,  with  a  gentle  please je  gleaming  ovei 
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• 

fii8  ikce,  brig'h-ceT  now,  and  now  a  little  dimmer,  as  the  song 
happened  to  float  near  him,  or  was  more  remotely  heard. 
It  pleased  him  best,  however,  when  she  sat  on  a  low  foot- 
stool at  his  knee. 

It  is  perhaps  remarkable,  considering  her  temperament* 
that  Phoebe  oftener  chose  a  strain  of  pathos  than  of  gayety. 
But  the  young  and  happy  are  not  ill  pleased  to  temper  their 
life  with  a  transparent  shadow.  The  deepest  pathos  of 
Phoebe's  voice  and  song,  moreover,  came  sifted  through  the 
golden  texture  of  a  cheery  spirit,  and  was  somehow  so  intei^ 
lused  with  the  quality  thence  acquired,  that  one's  heart  felt 
all  th£  lighter  for  having  wept  at  it.  Broad  mirth,  in  the  sa- 
cred pi'esence  of  dark  misfortune,  would  have  jarred  harshly 
and  irreverently  with  the  solemn  symphony  that  roiled  its 
undertone  through  Hepzibah's  and  her  brother's  life.  There- 
fore, it  was  well  that  Phoebe  so  often  chose  sad  themes,  and 
not  amiss  that  they  ceased  to  be  so  sad  while  she  was  sing- 
ing them. 

Becoming  habituated  to  her  companionship,  Clifford  read- 
ily showed  how  capable  of  imbibing  pleasant  tints  and 
gleams  of  cheerful  light  from  all  quarters  his  nature  must 
onginally  have  been.  He  grew  youthful,  while  she  sat  by 
him.  A  beauty, — not  precisely  real,  even  in  its  utmost 
manifestation,  and  which  a  painter  would  have  watched  long 
to  seize  and  6x  upon  his  canvas,  and,  after  all,  in  vain,  — 
beauty,  nevertheless,  that  was  not  a  mere  dream,  would 
sometimes  play  upon  and  illuminate  his  face.  It  did  more 
than  to  illuminate ;  it  transfigured  him  with  an  expression 
that  could  only  be  interpreted  as  the  glow  of  an  exquisite 
and  happy  spirit.  That  gray  hair,  and  those  furrows,  —  with 
their  record  of  infinite  sorrow,  so  deeply  written  across  his 
brow,  and  so  compressed,  as  with  a  futile  effort  to  crowd  in 
eU  the  tale,  that  the  whole  inscription  was  made  illegible,  — 
ihcse,  for  the  moment,  vanished.     An  eye,  at  once  tendef 
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and  acute,  might  have  beheld  in  the  man  some  shacow  of 
what  he  was  meant  to  be.  Anon,  as  age  came  stealing,  Uki$ 
a  sad  twilight,  back  over  his  figure,  you  would  have  felt 
tempted  to  hold  an  argument  with  Destiny,  and  a&m,  that 
either  this  being  should  not  have  been  made  mortal,  or  mortal 
existence  should  have  been  tempered  to  his  qualities.  There 
seemed  no  necessity  for  his  having  drawn  breath,  at  all ;  — 
the  world  never  wanted  him ;  —  but,  as  he  had  breathed,  it 
ought  always  to  have  been  the  balmiest  of  summer  air.  The 
same  perplexity  will  invariably  haunt  us  with  regard  to  na- 
tures that  tend  to  feed  exclusively  upon  the  Beautiful,  let 
their  earthly  fate  be  as  lenient  as  it  may. 

Phoebe,  it  is  probable,  had  but  a  very  imperfect  compre- 
hension of  the  character  over  which  she  had  thrown  so 
beneficent  a  spell.  Nor  was  it  necessary.  The  fire  upon 
the  hearth  can  gladden  a  whole  semi-circle  of  faces  round 
about  it,  but  need  not  know  the  individuality  of  one  among 
them  all.  Indeed,  there  was  something  too  fine  and  delicate 
in  Clifford's  traits  to  be  perfectly  appreciated  by  one  whose 
sphere  lay  so  much  in  the  Actual  as  Phoebe's  did.  For 
Clifford,  however,  the  reality,  and  simplicity,  and  thorough 
homeliness,  of  the  girl's  nature,  were  as  powerful  a  charm  as 
any  that  she  possessed.  Beauty,  it  is  true,  and  beauty 
almost  perfect  in  its  own  style,  was  indispensable.  Had 
Phoebe  been  coarse  in  feature,  shaped  clumsily,  of  a  harsh 
voice,  and  uncouthly  mannered,  she  might  have  been  rich 
with  all  good  gifts,  beneath  this  unfortunate  exterior,  and 
still,  so  long  as  she  wore  the  guise  of  woman,  she  would 
have  shocked  Clifford,  and  depressed  him  by  her  lack  of 
beauty.  But  nothing  more  beautiful  —  nothing  prettier,  at 
least  —  was  ever  made  than  Phoeoe.  And,  therefore,  to  this 
man,  —  whose  whole  poor  and  impalpable  enjoyment  of  ei.- 
istence,  heretof<>re,  and  until  both  his  heart  and  fancy  died 
within  him,  had  been  a  dream,  —  whose  images  of  woi  len 
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bad  mdre  and  more  lost  their  warinth  and  substance ,  and 
been  frozen,  like  the  pictures  of  secluded  artists,  into  the 
chillest  ideality,  —  to  him,  this  little  figrure  of  the  cheeriest 
household  life  was  just  what  he  required  to  bring  him  back 
into  the  breathing  world.  Persons  who  have  wandered,  or 
been  expelled,  out  of  the  common  track  of  things,  even  were 
it  for  a  better  system,  desire  nothing  so  much  as  to  be  led 
back.  They  shiver  ir^  their  loneliness,  be  it  on  a  mountain- 
top  or  in  a  dungeon.  Now,  Phcebe's  presence  made  a  home 
about  her,  —  that  very  sphere  which  the  outcast,  the  pris- 
oner, the  potentate,  —  the  wretch  beneath  mankind,  the 
wretch  aside  from  it,  or  the  wretch  above  it,  —  instinctively 
pines  after, — a  home !  She  was  real  I  Holding  her  hand, 
you  felt  something ;  a  tender  s<Nnething ;  a  substance,  and  a 
warm  one :  and  so  long  as  you  should  feel  its  grasp,  soft  as 
it  was,  you  might  be  certain  that  your  place  was  good  in 
the  whole  sympathetic  chain  of  human  nature.  The  world 
was  no  longer  a. delusion. 

By  looking  a  little  further  in  this  direction,  we  might 
suggest  an  explanation  of  an  often-suggested  mystery.  Why 
are  poets  so  apt  to  choose  their  mates,  not  for  any  similarity 
of  poetic  endowment,  but  for  qualities  which  might  make 
the  haj^iness  of  the  rudest  handicraftsman  as  well  as  that 
of  the  ideal  craftsman  of  the  spirit  ?  Because,  probably,  at 
his  higliest  elevation,  the  poet  needs  no  human  intercourse ; 
but  he  finds  it  dreary  to  descend,  and  be  a  stranger. 

There  was  something  very  beautiful  in  the  relation  that 
grew  up  between  this  pair,  so  closely  and  constantly  linked 
together,  yet  with  such  a  waste  of  gloomy  and  mysterious 
years  from  his  birth-day  to  hers.  On  Clifford's  part,  it  was 
the  feeling  of  a  man  naturally  endowed  with  the  liveliest 
sensibility  to  feminine  influence,  but  who  had  never  quaffed 
the  cup  of  passionate  love,  and  knew  that  it  was  now  too 
Ate.     II3  knew  it,  with  the  instinctive  delicacy  that  had 
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survived  his  intellectual  decay.  Thus,  his  8entm»eiit  fiii 
Phoebe,  without  being  paternal,  was  not  less  chaste  than  if 
she  had  been  his  daughter.  He  was  a  man,  it  is  true,  and 
recognized  her  as  a  woman.  She  was  his  only  representa- 
tive of  woman  kind.  He  took  unfailing  note  of  every  charm 
that  appertained  to  her  sex,  and  saw  the  ripeness  of  her  lips 
and  the  virginal  development  of  her  bosom.  All  her  little 
womanly  ways,  budding  out  of  her  like  blossoms  on  a  young 
fruit-tree,  had  their  effect  on  him,  and  sometimes  caused  his 
very  heart  to  tingle  with  the  keenest  thrills  of  pleasure. 
At  such  moments,  —  for  the  effect  was  seldom  more  than 
momentary,  —  the  half-torpid  man  would  be  full  of  harmoni- 
ous life,  just  as  a  long-silent  harp  is  full  of  sound,  when  the 
musician's  fingers  sweep  across  it.  But,  after  all,  it  seemed 
rather  a  perception,  or  a  sympathy,  than  a  sentiment  belong- 
ing"  to  himself  as  an  individual.  He  read  Phcebe,  as  he 
would  a  sweet  and  simple  story ;  he  listened  to  her,  as  if 
phe  were  a  verse  of  household  poetry,  which  God,  in  requital 
of  his  bleak  and  dismal  lo*  had  permitted  some  angel,  that 
most  pitied  him,  to  warb)*^  through  the  house.  She  was 
not  an  actual  fact  for  him,  but  the  interpretation  of  all  that 
he  had  lacked  on  earth,  brought  warmly  home  to  his  con- 
ception ;  so  that  this  mere  symbol,  or  lifelike  picture,  had 
almost  the  comfort  of  reality. 

But  we  strive  in  vain  to  put  the  idea  into  words.  No 
adequate  expression  of  the  beauty  and  profound  pathos  with 
which  it  impresses  us  is  attainable.  This  being,  made  only 
for  happiness,  and  heretofore  so  miserably  failing  to  be 
happy,  —  his  tendencies  so  hideously  thwarted,  that,  some 
unknown  time  ago,  the  delicate  springs  of  his  character, 
never  morally  or  intellectually  strong,  had  given  way,  and 
ne  was  now  imbecile,  —  this  poor,  forlorn  voyager  from  the 
islands  of  the  Blest,  in  a  frail  bark,  on  a  tempestuous  sea, 
nad  bijen  flung,  by  the  last  mountam-wave  of  his  shipwreck, 
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4Bto  a  quiet  harbor.  There,  as  he  lay  more  than  half  life- 
less on  the  strand,  the  fragrance  of  an  earthly  rose-bud  had 
come  to  his  nostrils,  and,  as  odors  will,  had  summoned  up 
reminiscences  or  visions  of  all  the  living  and  breathing 
beauty  amid  which  he  should  have  had  his  home.  With 
his  native  susceptibility  of  happy  influences,  he  inhales  the 
Blight,  ethereal  rapture  into  his  soul,  and  expires ! 

And  how  did  Phoebe  regard  Clifford  ?  The  girl's  was  not 
one  of  those  natures  which  are  most  attracted  by  what  is 
strange  and  exceptional  in  human  character.  The  path 
which  would  best  have  suited  her  was  the  well-worn  track 
of  ordinary  life ;  the  companions  in  whom  she  would  most 
have  delighted  were  such  as  one  encounters  at  every  turn. 
The  mystery  which  enveloped  Clifford,  so  far  as  it  affected 
her  at  all,  was  an  annoyance,  rather  than  the  piquant  charm 
which  many  women  might  have  found  in  it.  Still,  her 
native  kindliness  was  brought  strongly  into  play,  not  by 
what  was  darkly  picturesque  in  his  situation,  nor  so  much, 
even,  by  the  finer  grace  of  his  character,  as  by  the  simple 
appeal  of  a  heart  so  forlorn  as  his  to  one  so  full  of  genuine 
sympathy  as  hers.  She  gave  him  an  affectionate  regard, 
because  he  needed  so  much  love,  and  seemed  to  have 
received  so  little.  With  a  ready  tact,  the  result  of  ever- 
ACtive  and  wholesome  sensibility,  she  discerned  what  was 
good  for  him,  and  did  it.  Whatever  was  morbid  in  his 
flnnd  and  experience,  she  ignored ;  and  thereby  kept  their 
intercourse  healthy,  by  the  incautioiis,  but,  as  it  were, 
heaven-directed  freedom  of  her  whole  conduct.  The  sick 
in  mind,  and,  perhaps,  in  body,  are  rendered  more  darkly 
and  hopelessly  so,  by  the  manifold  reflection  of  their  dis- 
ease, mirrored  back  from  all  quarters,  in  the  deportment  of 
those  a'H)ut  them ;  they  are  compelled  to  inhale  the  poison 
of  their  own  breath,  in  infinite  repetition.  But  Phoobe 
afforded  her  poor  patient  a  supply  of  purer  air    She  impreg 
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iiated  it,  too^  not  with  a  wild-flower  scent, — for  wildness 
was  no  trait  of  hers,  —  but  with  the  perfume  of  garden* 
roses,  pinks,  and  other  blossoms  of  much  sweetness,  wh^ 
nature  and  man  have  consented  together  in  making  grow 
from  summer  to  simmier,  and  from  century  to  centurjr 
Such  a  flower  was  Phoebe,  in  her  relation  with  Cliflbrd,  ano 
such  the  delight  that  he  inhaled  from  her. 

Yet,  it  must  be  said,  her  petals  sometimes  drooped  a  little, 
in  consequence  of  the  heavy  atmosphere  about  her.  She 
grew  more  thoughtful  than  heretofore.  Looking  aside  at 
Clifibrd's  face,  and  seeing  the  dim,  unsatisfactory  elegance, 
and  the  intellect  almost  quenched,  she  would  try  to  inquire 
what  had  been  his  life.  Was  he  alvmys  thus  ?  Had  this 
veil  been  over  him  from  his  birth  ?  —  this  veil,  under  wbich 
far  more  of  his  spirit  was  hidden  than  revealed,  and  througi^ 
which  he  so  imperfectly  discerned  the  actual  world,  —  or 
was  its  gray  texture  woven  of  some  dark  calamity  ?  Phoebe 
loved  no  riddles,  and  would  have  been  glad  to  escape  the 
perplexity  of  this  one.  Nevertheless,  there  was  so  far  a 
good  residt  of  her  meditations  on  Glifibrd's  character,  that, 
when  her  involuntary  conjectures,  together  with  the  ten- 
dency of  every  strange  circumstance  to  tell  its  own  story, 
had  gradually  taught  her  the  fact,  it  had  no  terrible  effect 
upon  her.  Let  the  world  have  done  him  what  vast  wrong 
it  might,  she  knew  Cousin  Clifford  too  well  —  or  fancied  so 
.  —  ever  to  shudder  at  the  touch  of  his  thin,  delicate  fingers. 

Within  a  few  days  after  the  appearance  of  this  remarka- 
ble inmate,  the  routine  of  life  had  established  itself  witli  a 
good  deal  of  uniformity  in  the  old  house  of  our  narrative. 
In  the  morning,  very  shortly  after  breakfast,  it  was  Clifford's 
eustom  to  fall  asleep  in  his  chair ;  nor,  unless  accidentally 
disturbed,  would  he  emerge  from  a  dense  cloud  of  slumber 
or  the  thinner  mists  that  flitted  to  and  fro,  until  well  towards 
noon-day.     These  hours  of  drowsy  head  were  the  season 
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oi  the  old  gendewoman's  attendance  on  her  brother,  while 
Phoebe  took  charge  of  the  shop ;  an  arrangement  which  the 
public  speedily  understood,  and  evinced  their  decided  prefer 
ence  of  the  younger  shopwoman  by  the  multiplicity  of 
their  calls  during  her  administration  of  affairs.  Dinnei 
oyer,  Hepzibah  took  her  knitting-work,  —  a  long  stocking 
of  gray  yam,  for  her  brother's  winter-wear,  —  and  with  a 
sigh,  and  a  scowl  of  affectionate  farewell  to  Clifford,  and 
a  gesture  enjoining  watchfulness  on  Phoebe,  went  to  take 
her  seat  behind  the  counter.  It  was  now  the  young  girl's 
turn  to  be  the  nurse,  —  the  guardian,  the  playmate,  —  oi 
idiatevei  is  the  fitter  phrase  —  of  the  gray-haired  man. 


X. 

THE   PTNCHEON-GARDEN. 

Clifford,  except  for  Phoebe's  more  active  instigatioUi 
would  ordinarily  have  yielded  to  the  torpor  \ihich  had 
crept  through  all  his  modes  of  being,  and  which  sluggishly 
counselled  him  to  sit  in  his  morning  chair  till  even-tide.  But 
tlie  girl  seldom  failed  to  propose  a  removal  to  the  garden, 
^^'here  Uncle  Venner  and  the  daguerreotypist  had  made 
such  repairs  on  the  roof  of  the  ruinous  arbor,  or  summer- 
house,  that  it  was  now  a  sufficient  shelter  from  sunshine 
and  casual  showers.  The  hop-vine,  too,  had  begun  to  grow 
luxxiriantly  over  the  sides  of  the  little  edifice,  and  made  an 
interior  of  verdant  seclusion,  with  innumerable  peeps  and 
glimpses  into  the  wider  solitude  of  the  garden. 

Here,  sometimes,  in  this  green  play-place  of  flickering 
light,  Phoebe  read  to  Clifibrd.  Her  acquaintance,  the  artist, 
who  appealed  to  have  a  literary  turn,  had  supplied  her  with 
works  of  fiction,  in  pa^  ^phlet-form,  and  a  few  volumes  of 
poetry,  in  altogether  a  different  style  and  taste  from  those 
which  Hepzibah  selected  for  his  amusement.  Small  thanks 
were  due  to  the  books,  however,  if  the  girPs  readings  were 
in  any  degree  more  successful  than  her  elderly  cousin's, 
Phoebe's  voice  had  always  a  pretty  music  in  it,  and  could 
either  enliven  Clifford  by  its  sparkle  and  gayety  of  tone,  or 
soothe  him  by  a  continued  flow  of  pebbly  and  brook-like 
cadences.  But  the  fictions  —  in  which  the  country-girl, 
unused  to  works  of  that  nature,  often  became  deeply 
absorbed  —  interested  her  strange  auditor  very  little,  oi 
not  at  ail.     Pictures  of  life,  scenes  of  passion  or  sentiment 
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fwt,  humor,  and  pathos,  were  all  thrown  awiiy.  or  worse 
than  thrown  away,  on  CliCbrd  ;  either  because  he  lacked  an 
exi)erience  by  which  to  test  their  truth,  or  because  his  own 
griefs  weie  a  touch-stone  of  reality  that  few  feigned  emo- 
tions could  withstand.  WTien  Phcebe  broke  into  a  peal  of 
merry  laughter  at  what  she  read,  he  would  now  and  then 
[augh  for  sympathy,  but  oftener  respond  with  a  troubled, 
q^iestioning  look.  If  a  tear — -a  maiden's  sunshiny  tear, 
^rer  imaginary  woe  ^dropped  upon  some  melancholy 
po^e,  Clifford  either  took  it  as  a  token  of  actual  calamity, 
or  else  grew  peevish,  and  angrily  motioned  her  to  close  the 
volume.  And  wisely,  too !  Is  noi  the  world  sad  enough, 
m  genuine  earnest,  without  making  a  pastime  of  mock- 
so/rows  ? 

With  poetry,  it  was  rather  better.  He  delighted  in  the 
s^ell  and  subsidence  of  the  rhythm,  and  the  happily-recar- 
ling  rhyme.  Nor  was  Clifford  incapable  of  feeling  the 
sentiment  of  poetry,  —  not,  perhaps,  where  it  was  highest 
or  deepest,  but  where  it  was  most  flitting  and  ethereal.  It 
was  impossible  to  foretell  in  what  exquisite  verse  the  awak- 
ening spell  might  lurk ;  but,  on  raising  her  eyes  from  the 
page  to  Clifford's  face,  Phcebe  would  be  made  aware,  by  the 
light  breaking  through  it,  that  a  more  delicate  intelligence 
than  her  own  had  caught  a  lambent  flame  from  what  she 
read.  One  glow  of  this  kind,  however,  was  often  the  pre 
cursor  of  gloom  for  many  hours  afterward ;  because,  when 
the  glow  left  him,  he  seemed  conscious  of  a  missing  sense 
*nd  power,  and  groped  about  for  them,  as  if  a  blind  man 
should  go  seeking  his  lost  eyesight. 

It  pleased  him  more,  and  was  better  for  his  inward  wel- 
fare, that  Phoebe  should  talk,  and  make  passing  occurrences 
vivid  to  his  mind  by  hei  accompanying  description  and 
remarks.  The  life  of  the  garden  offered  topics  enough  for 
fuch  discourse  as  suited  Clifford  best.     He  never  failed  to 
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inquire  what  flowers  had  bloomed  since  yesterday.  I  lis 
feeling  for  flowers  was  very  exquisite,  and  seemed  not  so 
much  a  taste  as  an  emotion ;  he  was  fond  of  sitting  with 
one  in  his  hand,  intently  observing  it,  and  looking  from  its 
petals  into  Phoebe's  face,  as  if  the  garden-flower  were  the 
sister  of  the  household-maiden.  Not  merely  was  there  a 
delight  in  the  flower's  perfume,  or  pleasure  in  its  beautiful 
form,  and  the  delicacy  or  brightness  of  its  hue ;  but  Clifibrd's 
enjoyment  was  accompanied  with  a  perception  of  life, 
character,  and  individuality,  that  made  him  love  these  blos- 
soius  of  the  garden,  as  if  they  were  endowed  with  sentiment 
and  intelligence.  This  afiection  and  sympathy  for  flowers 
is  almost  exclusively  a  woman's  trait.  Men,  if  endowed 
with  it  by  nature,  soon  lose,  forget,  and  learn  to  despise  it» 
in  their  contact  with  coarser  things  than  flowers.  Clifibrd, 
too,  had  long  forgotten  it ;  but  found  it  again,  now,  as  he 
slowly  revived  from  the  chill  torpor  of  his  life. 

It  is  wonderful  how  many  pleasant  incidents  continually 
came  to  pass  in  that  secluded  garden-spot,  when  once  Phoebe 
bad  Wt  herself  to  look  for  them.  She  had  seen  or  heard 
a  bee  there,  on  the  first  day  of  her  acquaintance  with  the 
place.  And  often,  —  almost  continually,  indeed,  —  since 
then,  the  bees  kept  coming  thither,  Heaven  knows  why,  or 
by  what  pertinacious  desire  for  far-fetched  sweets,  when,  no 
doubt,  there  were  broad  clover-fields,  and  all  kmds  of  gar- 
den-growth, much  nearer  home  than  this.  Thither  the 
bees  came,  however,  and  plunged  into  the  squash-blossoms, 
as  if  there  were  no  other  squash-vines  within  a  long  day's 
flight,  or  as  if  the  soil  of  Hepzibah's  garden  gave  its  produc- 
tions just  the  very  quality  which  these  laborious  little 
wizards  wanted,  in  order  to  impart  the  Hymettus  odor  to 
their  whole  hive  of  New  England  honey.  When  Cliflbrd 
heard  their  sunny,  buzzing  murmur,  in  the  heart  of  the 
great  ydllow  blossoms,  he  looked  about  him  with  a  joyM 


TBB   PTNCHEON-aAKDBX.  161 

s&i&e  of  warmth,  and  blue  sky,  and  green  grass^  and  of 
God's  free  air  in  the  whole  height  from  earth  to  heaven. 
After  all,  there  need  be  no  question  why  the  bees  came  to 
that  one  green  nook,  in  the  dusty  town.  God  sent  them 
thither,  to  gladden  our  poor  Clifford.  They  brought  the 
rich  summer  with  them,  in  requital  of  a  little  honey. 

When  the  bean-vines  began  to  flower  on  the  poles,  there 
was  one  particular  variety  which  bore  a  vivid  scarlet  bios* 
8om.  The  daguerreotypist  had  found  these  beans  in  a 
garret,  over  one  of  the  seven  gables,  treasured  up  in  an  old 
chest  of  drawers,  by  some  horticultural  Pyncheon  of  days 
gone  by,  who,  doubtless,  meant  to  sow  them  the  next  sum- 
mer, but  was  himself  first  sown  in  Death's  garden-ground* 
By  way  of  testing  whether  there  was  still  a  living  germ  lo 
euch  ancient  seeds,  Holgrave  had  planted  some  of  them , 
and  the  result  of  his  eiqperiment  was  a  splendid  row  of  bean- 
nnes,  clambering,  early,  to  the  full  height  of  the  poles,  and 
arraying  them,  from  top  to  bottom,  in  a  spiral  profusion  of 
red  blossoms.  And,  ever  since  the  unfolding  of  the  first 
bud,  a  multitude  of  humming-birds  had  been  attracted 
thither.  At  times,  it  seemed  as  if  for  every  one  of  the 
hundred  blossoms  there  was  one  of  these  tiniest  fowls  of  the 
%xr ;  a  thumb's  bigness  of  burnished  plumage,  hovering  and 
ribrating  about  the  bean-poles.  It  was  with  indescribable 
interest,  and  even  more  than  childish  delight,  that  Clifibrd 
watched  the  humming-birds.  He  used  to  thrust  his  head 
foftly  out  of  the  arbor,  to  see  them  the  better ;  all  the  while, 
koo,  motioning  Phoebe  to  be  quiet,  and  snatching  glimpses 
of  the  smile  upon  her  face,  so  as  to  heap  his  enjoyment  up 
file  higher  with  her  sympathy.  He  had  not  merely  grown 
young;  —  he  was  a  child  again. 

Hepzibah,  whenever  she  happened  to  witness  one  of  these 
Ats  of  miniature  enthusiasm,  would  shake  her  head,  with  a 
Btrange  mingling  of  the  mother  and  sister,  and  of  pleasure 
11 
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and  sadness,  in  her  as^  ct.  She  isaid  that  it  had  alwayf 
been  thus  with  Clifford,  ivhen  the  humming-birds  came,  — 
always,  from  his  babylu  od,  —  and  that  his  delight  in  them 
had  been  one  of  the  eaiHest  tokens  by  which  he  showed  his 
love  for  beautiful  thingfj.  And  it  was  a  wonderful  coinci- 
dence, the  good  lady  thought,  that  the  artist  should  have 
planted  these  scarlet-fiowering  beans  —  which  the  hum- 
ming-birds sought  far  and  wide,  and  which  had  not  grown 
in  the  Pyncheon-garden  before  for  forty  years  —  on  the 
very  summer  of  Clifford's  return. 

Then  would  the  tf  ars  stand  in  poor  Hepzibah's  eyes,  or 
overflow  them  with  a  too  abundant  gush,  so  that  she  was 
fain  to  betake  herself  into  some  corner,  lest  Clifford  should 
espy  her  agitation.  Indeed,  all  the  enjoyments  of  this 
period  were  provocative  of  tears.  Coming  so  late  as  it 
did,  it  was  a  kind  of  Indian  summer,  with  a  mist  in  its 
balmiest  sunshine,  and  decay  and  death  in  its  gaudiest 
delight.  The  more  Clifford  seemed  to  taste  the  happiness 
of  a  child,  the  sadder  was  the  difference  to  be  recognized. 
With  a  mysterious  and  terrible  Past,  which  had  annihilated 
his  memory,  and  a  blank  Future  before  him,  he  had  only  this 
visionary  and  impalpable  Now,  which,  if  you  once  look 
closely  at  it,  is  nothing.  He  himself,  as  was  perceptible  by 
many  symptoms,  lay  darkly  behind  his  pleasure,  and  knew 
it  to  be  a  baby-play,  which  he  was  to  toy  and  trifle  with, 
instead  of  thoroughly  believing.  Clifford  saw,  it  may  be, 
in  the  mirror  of  his  deeper  consciousness,  that  he  was  an 
example  and  representative  of  that  great  class  of  people 
whom  an  inexplicable  Providence  is  continually  putting  at 
cross-purposes  with  the  world ;  breaking  what  seems  its 
own  promise  in  their  nature  ;  withholding  their  proper  food 
and  setting  poison  before  them  for  a  banquet ;  and  thus,  — 
when  it  might  so  easily,  as  one  would  think,  have  been 
adjusted  oth>»:wise,  —  making  their  existence  a  strangeness 
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ft  solitude,  and  tonnent.  All  his  life  long,  he  had  been 
learning  how  to  be  wretched,  as  one  learns  a  fc reign  tongue ; 
and  now,  with  the  lesson  thoroughly  at  heart,  he  could  with 
difficulty  comprehend  his  little  airy  happiness.  Freouently, 
there  was  a  dim  shadow  of  doubt  in  his  eyes.  "  Take  my 
hand,  Phoebe,"  he  would  say,  "  and  pinch  it  hard  with  your 
little  fingers  !  Give  me  a  rose,  that  I  may  press  its  thorns, 
and  prove  myself  awake,  by  the  sharp  touch  of  pain !  '• 
Evidently,  he  desired  this  prick  of  a  trifling  anguish,  in 
order  to  assure  himself,  by  that  quality  which  he  best  knew 
to  be  real,  that  the  garden,  and  the  seven  weather-beaten 
gables,  and  Hepzibah's  scowl  and  Phoebe's  smile,  were  real, 
likewise.  Without  this  signet  in  his  fiesh,  he  could  have 
attributed  no  more  substance  to  them  than  to  the  empty 
confusion  of  imaginary  scenes  with  which  he  had  fed  his 
spirit,  until  even  that  poor  sustenance  was  exhausted. 

The  author  needs  great  faith  in  his  reader's  sympathy ; 
else  he  must  hesitate  to  give  details  so  minute,  and  incidents 
apparently  so  trifling,  as  are  essential  to  make  up  the  idea 
of  this  garden-life.  It  was  the  Eden  of  a  thrnder-smitten 
Adam,  who  had  fled  for  refuge  thither  out  of  the  same 
dreary  and  perilous  wilderness  into  which  the  original 
Adam  was  expelled. 

One  of  the  available  ^means  of  amusement,  of  which 
l^hcebe  made  the  most,  in  Clifford's  behalf,  was  that  feathered 
society,  the  hens,  a  breed  of  whom,  as  we  have  'already 
Raid,  was  an  immemorial  heirloom  in  the  Pyncheon  family. 
In  compliance  with  a  whim  of  Clifford,  as  it  troubled  him 
to  see  them  in  confinement,  they  had  been  set  at  liberty, 
an 'I  now  roamed  at  will  about  the  garden ;  doing  some  little 
ciischief,  out  hindered  from  escape  by  buildings,  on  three 
sides,  and  the  difficult  peaks  of  a  wooden  fence,  on  the 
other.  They  spent  much  of  their  abundant  leisuie  on  the 
nuirgin  of  Maule's  well,  which  was  haunted  by  a  kind  of 
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Rnau,  evidently  a  titbit  to  their  palates ;  and  the  brackish 
water  itself,  however  nauseous  to  the  rest  of  the  world,  was 
so  greatly  esteemed  by  these  fowls,  that  they  might  be  seen 
tasting,  turning  up  their  heads,  and  smacking  their  bills, 
with  precisely  the  air  of  wine-bibbers  round  a  probationary 
cask.  Their  generally  quiet,  yet  often  brisk,  and  constantly 
diversified  talk,  one  to  another,  or  sometimes  in  soliloquy,  — - 
as  they  scratched  worms  out  of  the  rich,  black  soil,  or 
pecked  at  such  plants  as  suited  their  taste,  —  had  such  a 
domestic  tone,  that  it  was  almost  a  wonder  why  you  could 
not  establish  a  regular  interchange  of  ideas  about  household 
mattera,  human  and  gallinaceous.  All  hens  are  well  worth 
studying,  for  the  piquancy  and  rich  variety  of  their  man- 
ners;  but  by  no  possibility  can  there  have  been  other  fowls 
of  such  odd  appearance  and  deportment  as  these  ancestral 
Dues.  They  probably  embodied  the  traditionary  peculiari- 
ties of  their  whole  line  of  progenitora,  derived  through  an 
unbroken  succession  of  e^fs ;  or  else  this  individual  Chanti- 
cleer and  his  two  wives  had  grown  to  be  humorists,  and  a 
little  crack-brained  withal,  on  account  of  their  solitary  way 
of  life,  and  out  of  sympathy  for  Hepzibah,  their  lady- 
patroness. 

Queerly,  indeed,  they  looked!  Chanticleer  himself, 
though  stalking  on  two  stilt-like  legs,  with  the  dignity 
of  interminable  descent  in  all  his  gestures,  was  hardly 
bigger  'than  an  ordinary  partridge ;  his  two  wives  were 
about  the  size  of  quails ;  and  as  for  the  one  chicken,  it 
looked  small  enough  to  be  still  in  the  egg,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  sufficiently  old,  withered,  wizened,  and  experienced, 
to  have  been  the  founder  of  the  antiquated  race.  Instead 
of  being  the  youngest  of  the  family,  it  rather  seemed  to 
have  aggregated  into  itself  the  ages,  not  only  of  these 
bving  specimens  of  the  breed,  but  of  all  its  forefathera  and 
fixremodiers,  whose  ^:nited  excellences  and  oddities  wert 
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tqueezed  into  its  little  body.  Its  mother  evidently  regarded 
It  as  the  one  chicken  of  the  world,  a^d  as  necessary,  in 
&ct,  to  the  world's  continuance,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  the  equi- 
librium of  the  present  system  of  affairs,  whether  in  church 
or  state.  No  lesser  sense  of  the  infant  fowl's  importance 
tould  have  justified,  even  in  a  mother's  eyes,  the  persever- 
tnce  with  which  she  watched  over  its  safety,  ruffling  her 
tmall  person  to  twice  its  proper  size,  and  flying  in  every- 
body's face  that  so  much  as  looked  towards  her  hopeful 
progeny.  No  lower  estimate  could  have  vindicated  the 
indefatigable  zeal  with  which  she  scratched,  and  her  unscru- 
pulousness  in  digging  up  the  choicest  flower  or  vegetable, 
for  the  sake  of  the  fat  earth-worm  at  its  root.  Her  nervous 
eluck,  when  the  chicken  happened  to  be  hidden  in  the  long 
grass  or  under  the  squash-leaves ;  her  gentle  croak  of  satis- 
&ction,  while  sure  of  it  beneath  her  wing ;  her  note  of  ill- 
concealed  fear  and  obstreperous  defiance,  when  she  saw  her 
arch-enemy,  a  neighbor's  cat,  on  the  top  of  the  high  fence ; 
—  one  or  other  of  these  sounds  was  to  be  heard  at  almost 
every  moment  of  the  day.  By  degrees,  the  observer  came 
to  feel  nearly  as  much  interest  in  this  chicken  of  illustrious 
race  as  the  mother-hen  did. 

FhcBbe,  after  getting  well  acquainted  with  the  old  hen, 
was  sometimes  permitted  to  take  the  chicken  in  her  hand, 
which  was  quite  capable  of  grasping  its  cubic  inch  or  two 
of  body.  While  she  curiously  examined  its  hereditary 
marks,  —  the  peculiar  speckle  of  its  plmnage,  the  funny 
tuft  on  its  head,  and  a  knob  on  each  of  its  legs,  —  the  little 
biped,  as  she  insisted,  kept  giving  her  a  sagacious  wink. 
The  daguerreotypist  once  whispered  her  that  these  marks 
betokened  the  oddities  of  the  Pyncheon  family,  and  that 
the  chicken  itself  was  a  symbol  of  the  life  of  the  old  house, 
embodying  its  interpretation,  likewise,  although  an  umntcilU* 
^h\v  one,  as  such  clews  generally  are.    It  wivs  a  feathered 
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ndole  ;  a  mystery  hatched  out  of  an  egg,  and  just  a3  mys- 
terious as  if  the  egg  had  been  addle  ! 

The  second  of  Chanticleer's  two  wives,  ever  since  Phoebe's 
arrival,  had  been  in  a  state  of  heavy  despondency,  caused, 
as  it  afterwards  appeared,  by  her  inability  to  lay  an  egg. 
One  day,  however,  by  her  self-important  gait,  the  side-way 
turn  of  her  head,  and  the  cock  of  her  eye,  as  she  pried  into 
one  and  another  nook  of  the  garden,  —  croaking  to  herself, 
all  the  while,  with  inexpressible  complacency, — it  was  made 
evident  that  this  identical  hen,  much  as  mankind  under- 
valued her,  carried  something  about  her  person,  the  worth 
of  which  was  not  to  be  estimated  either  in  gold  or  precious 
stones.  Shortly  after,  there  was  a  prodigious  cackling  and 
gratulation  of  Chanticleer  and  all  his  family,  including  the 
wizened  chicken,  who  appeared  to  understand  the  matter 
quite  as  well  as  did  his  sire,  his  mother,  or  his  aunt.  That 
afternoon  Phoebe  found  a  diminutive  egg,  —  not  in  the 
regular  nest  —  it  was  far  too  precious  to  be  trusted  there, — 
but  cunningly  hidden  under  the  currant-bushes,  on  some  dry 
stalks  of  last  year's  grass.  Hepzibah,  on  learning  the  fact, 
took  possession  of  the  egg  and  appropriated  it  to  Clififord's 
breakfast,  on  account  of  a  certain  delicacy  of  flavor,  for 
which,  as  she  affirmed,  these  eggs  had  always  been  famous. 
Thus  unscrupulously  did  the  old  gentlewoman  sacrifice  the 
continuance,  perhaps,  of  an  ancient  feathered  race,  with  no 
better  end  than  to  supply  her  brother  with  a  dainty  that 
liardly  filled  the  bowl  of  a  tea-spoon  !  It  must  have  been  in 
reference  to  this  outrage  that  Chanticleer,  the*  next  day, 
accompanied  by  the  bereaved  mother  of  die  egg,  took  his 
post  in  front  of  Phoebe  and  Clifford,  and  delivered  himself 
of  a  harangue  that  might  have  proved  as  longf  as  his  own 
pedigree,  but  for  a  fit  of  merriment  on  Phoebe's  part. 
Hereupon,  the  offended  fowl  stalked  away  on  his  long 
«til'«,  and  utterly  withdrew  his  notice  from  Phoebe  and  the 
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test  of  human  nature,  until  she  made  her  \ieace  with  an 
offering  of  spice-cake,  which,  next  to  snails,  wa£  tlie  delicacy 
most  in  favor  with  his  aristocratic  taste. 

We  linger  too  long,  no  doubt,  beside  this  paltry  rivulet  of 
hfe  that  flowed  through  the  garden  of  the  Pyncheon-house. 
But  we  deem  it  pardonable  to  record  these  mean  incidents, 
and  poor  delights,  because  they  proved  so  greatly  to  Clif- 
ford's benefit.  They  had  the  earth-smell  in  them,  and  con- 
tributed to  give  him  health  and  substance.  Some  of  his 
occupations  wpyught  less  desirably  upon  him.  He  had  a 
singular  propensity,  for  example,  to  hang  over  Maule's  well, 
and  look  at  the  constantly  shifting  phantasmagoria  of  figures 
produced  by  the  agitation  of  the  water  over  the  mosaic- 
work  of  colored  pebbles  at  the  bottom.  He  said  that  faces 
looked  upward  to  him  there,  —  beautiful  faces,  arrayed  in 
bewitching  smiles,  —  each  momentary  face  so  fair  and  rosy, 
and  every  smile  so  sunny,  that  he  felt  wronged  at  its  depart- 
ure, until  the  same  flitting  witchcraft  made  a  new  one. 
But  sometimes  he  would  suddenly  cry  out,  "  The  dark  face 
gazes  at  me  ! "  and  be  miserable  the  whole  day  afterwards. 
Phcebe,  whan  she  hung  over  the  fountain  by  Clifford's  side, 
could  see  nothing  of  all  this,  —  neither  tlie  beauty  nor  the 
ugliness,  —  Wt  only  the  colored  pebbles,  looking  as  if  the 
gush  of  tht;  water  shook  and  disarranged  them.  And 
the  dark  face,  that  so  troubled  Clifford,  was  no  more  than 
the  shadow  thrown  from  a  branch  of  one  of  the  damson- 
trees,  and  breaking  the  inner  light  of  Maule's  well.  The 
truth  was,  however,  that  his  fancy  —  reviving  faster  than 
his  will  and  judgment,  and  always  stronger  than  they  — 
created  shapes  of  loveliness  that  were  symbolic  of  his  native 
character,  and  now  and  then  a  stern  and  dreadful  shape, 
that  typified  his  fate. 

On  Sundays,  after  Phcebe  had  been  at  church,  —  for  the 
gill  had  a  vihurch-giung  yonacwnce,  and  i^ould  ha-d     have 
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been  at  ease  had  she  missed  either  prayer,  singing,  &8nnoii^ 
or  benediction,  —  after  church-time,  therefore,  there  was,  o^ 
din^rily,  a  sober  little  festival  in  the  garden.  In  addition  ta 
GlifTord,  Hepzibah  and  Phcebe,  two  guests  made  up  the 
company.  One  was  the  artist,  Holgrave,  who,  in  spite  of 
his  consociation  with  reformers,  and  his  other  queer  and 
questionable  traits,  continued  to  hold  an  elevated  place  in 
Hepzibah's  regard.  The  other,  we  are  almost  ashamed  to 
say,  was  the  venerable  Uncle  Venner,  in  a  clean  shirt,  and 
a  broadcloth  coat,  more  respectable  than  his  ordinary  wear, 
inasmuch  as  it  was  neatly  patched  on  each  elbow,  and  might 
be  called  an  entire  garment,  except  for  a  slight  inequality  in 
the  length  of  its  skirts.  GlifTord,  on  several  occasions,  had 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  old  man's  intercourse,  for  the  sake  of 
his  mellow,  cheerful  vein,  which  was  like  the  sweet  flavoi 
of  a  frost-bitten  apple,  such  as  one  picks  up  under  the  tree 
in  December.  A  man  at  the  very  lowen  point  of  the  so- 
cial scale  was  easier  and  more  agreeable  for  the  fallen 
gentleman  to  encounter  than  a  person  at  any  of  the  interme- 
diate degrees ;  and,  moreover,  as  Clifford's  young  manhooJ 
had  been  lost,  he  was  fond  of  feeling  himself  com^Arativelj 
youthful,  now,  in  apposition  with  the  patriarchal  age  of 
Uncle  Venner.  In  fact,  it  was  sometimes  observable  that 
Clifford  half  wilfully  hid  from  himself  the  consciousness  of 
being  stricken  in  years,  and  cherished  visions  of  an  earthly 
future  still  before  him;  visions,  however,  too  indistinctly 
dmwn  to  be  followed  by  disappointment  —  though,  doubt- 
less, by  depression  —  when  any  casual  incident  or  recollec* 
tion  made  him  sensible  of  the  withered  leaf. 

So  this  oddly-composed  little  social  party  used  to  assem- 
ble under  the  ruinous  arbor.  Hepzibah — stately  as  ever, 
at  heart,  and  yielding  not  an  inch  of  her  old  gentility,  but 
resting  upon  it  so  much  the  more,  as  justifying  a  princess* 
tike  condescension  —  exhibited  ^  i^>|;  ungraceful  hosp'tal* 
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itjt.  She  talked  kindly  to  the  vagrant  artist,  and  took  sage 
counsel  —  lady  as  she  was  —  with  the  woodsawyer,  the 
messenger  of  everybody's  petty  errands,  the  patched  philos- 
opher. And  Uncle  Venner,  who  had  studied  the  world  at 
street-corners,  and  at  other  posts  equally  wel^  adapted  for 
iust  observation,  was  as  ready  to  give  out  his  wisdom  as  a 
town-pump  to  give  water. 

"  Miss  Hepzibah,  ma'am,^'  said  he  once,  after  they  had 
all  been  cheerful  together,  "  I  really  enjoy  these  quiet  little 
meetings,  of  a  Sabbath  afternoon.  They  are  very  much  like 
what  I  expect  to  have,  after  I  retire  to  my  farm ! " 

"  Uncle  Venner,"  observed  Clifford,  in  a  drowsy,  inward 
tone,  '*  is  always  talking  about  his  farm.  •  But  I  have  a  bet- 
ter scheme  for  him,  by-and-by.     We  shall  see ! " 

**Ah,  Mr.  Clifford  Pyncheon ! "  said  the  man  of  patches, 
••  you  may  scheme  for  me  as  much  as  you  please ;  but  I  'm 
not  going  to  give  up  this  one  scheme  of  my  own,  even  if  I 
never  bring  it  really  to  pass.  It  does  seem  to  me  that  men 
make  a  wonderful  mistake  in  trying  to  heap  up  property 
upon  property.  If  I  had  done  so,  I  should  feel  as  if  Provi- 
dence was  not  bound  to  take  care  of  me ;  and,  at  all  events, 
the  city  would  n't  be  !  I  'm  one  of  those  people  who  think 
that  infinity  is  big  enough  for  us  all,  —  and  eternity  long 
enough ! " 

•*  Why,  so  they  are.  Uncle  Venner,"  remarked  Phoebe, 
after  a  pause ;  for  she  had  been  trying  to  fathom  the  pro- 
fundity and  appositeness  of  this  concluding  apothegm. 
**  But,  for  this  shon  life  of  ours,  one  would  like  a  house  and 
a  moderate  garden-spot  of  one's  own." 

"  It  appears  to  me,"  said  the  daguerreotypist,  smiling, 
"that  Tj'ncle  Venner  has  the  principles  of  Fourier  at  the 
bottoir^i  of  his  wisdom ;  only  they  have  not  quite  so  much 
dist/dctnessj  in  his  mind,  as  in  that  of  the  systematizing 
Prjnchman." 
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"  Gome,  Phoebe/'  said  Hepzibali,  "  it  is  time  to  bnn(f  ike 
curra:\tJ." 

And  then,  while  the  yellow  richness  of  the  defining  sun* 
shine  still  fell  into  the  open  space  of  the  garden,  Fhctsbe 
brought  out  a  loaf  of  bread,  and  a  China-bowl  of  currants, 
freshly  gathered  from  the  bushes,  and  crushed  with  sugar. 
These,  with  water,  —  btft  not  from  the  fountain  of  ill 
omen,  close  at  hand,  —  constituted  all  the  entertainment. 
Meanwhile,  Holgrave  took  some  pains  to  establi'sh  an  inter- 
course with  Glifibrd,  actuated,  it  might  seem,  entirely  by  an 
impulse  of  kindliness,  in  order  that  the  present  hour  might 
be  cheerfuUer  than  most  which  the  poor  recluse  had  spent, 
cxr  wi|s  destined  yet  to  spend.  Nevertheless,  in  the  artist's 
deep,  thoughtful,  all-observant  eyes,  there  was,  now  and 
then,  an  expression,  not  sinister,  but  questionable ;  as  if  he 
had  some  other  interest  in  the  scene  than  a  stmnger,  a 
youthful  and  unconnected  adventurer,  might  be  supposed  to 
have.  With  great  mobility  of  outward  mood,  however,  he 
applied  himself  to  the  task  of  enlivening  the  party ;  and 
with  so  much  success,  that  even  dark-hued  Hepzibah  threw 
off  one  tint  of  melancholy,  and  made  what  shift  she  could 
With  the  remaining  portion.  Phoebe  said  to  herself,  —  "  How 
pleasant  he  can  be ! "  As  for  Uncle  Venner,  as  a  mark 
of  friendship  and  approbation,  he  readily  consented  to  afford 
the  young  man  his  countenance  in  the  way  of  his  profes- 
sion,—  not  metaphorically,  be  it  understood,  but  literally, 
by  allowing  a  daguerreotype  of  his  face,  so  familiar  to  the 
town,  to  be  exhibited  at  the  entrance  of  Holgrave's  studio. 

ClifTord,  as  the  company  partook  of  their  little  banquet, 
grew  to  be  the  gayest  of  them  all.  Either  it  was  one  of 
those  up-quivering  flashes  of  the  spirit,  to  which  minds 
in  an  abnormal  state  are  liable,  or  else  the  artist  had  subtly 
touched  some  chord  that  made  musical  vibration.  Indeed^ 
what  with  the  pleasant  summer  evening,  and  the  symDfUhy 
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of  this  little  circle  of  not  unkindly  souls,  it  was  perhaps 
natural  that  a  character  so  susceptible  as  Clifford's  should 
become  animated,  and  show  itself  readily  responsive  to 
what  was  said  around  hjm.  But  he  gave  out  his  own 
thoughts,  likewise,  with  ar  airy  and  fanciful  glow ;  so  that 
they  glistened,  as  it  were,  through  the  arbor,  and  made 
their  escape  among  the  interstices  of  the  foliage.  He 
had  been  as  cheerful,  no  doubt,  while  alone  with  Phoebe, 
but  never  with  such  tokens  of  acute;  although  partal 
intelligence. 

But,  as  the  sunlight  left  the  peaks  of  the  seven  gables, 
so  did  the  excitement  fade  out  of  Clifford's  eyes.  He  gazed 
vaguely  and  mournfully  about  him,  as  if  he  missed  some- 
thing  precious,  and  missed  it  the  more  drearily  for  not 
knowing  precisely  what  it  was. 

"  I  want  my  happiness ! "  at  last  he  murmured,  hoarsely 
and  indistinctly,  hardly  shaping  out  the  words.  "Many, 
many  years  have  I  waited  for  it !  It  is  late !  It  is  late ! 
I  want  my  happiness  ! " 

Alas,  poor  Clifford !  You  are  old,  and  worn  with  trouble! 
HvELt  ought  never  to  have  befallen  you.  You  are  partly 
crazy,  and  partly  imbecile;  a  ruin,  a  failure,  as  almost 
everybody  is,  —  though  some  in  less  degree,  or  less  percep- 
tibly, than  their  fellows.  Fate  has  no  happiness  in  store  foy 
you ;  unless  your  quiet  home  in  the  old  family  residence 
with  the  faithful  Hepzibah,  and  your  long  summer  after* 
noons  with  Phoebe,  and  these  Sabbath  festivals  with  Unclq 
Venner  and  the  daguerreotypist,  deserve  to  be  called  hap- 
piness !  Why  not  ?  If  not  the  thing  itself,  it  is  marvel* 
Ipusly  like  it,  and  the  more  so  for  that  ethereal  and  intan- 
gible quality  which  causes  it  all  to  vanish*  at  too  close  an 
introspection.  Take  it,  therefore,  while  you  may !  Murmu? 
not,  —  question  not, — but  make  the  m09t  of  it  { 
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THE   AECHED    WINDOW. 

From  tli£  nertness,  or  what  we  may  term  the  vegetative 
character,  of  Ais  ordinary  mood,  Clifford  would  perhaps  haive 
been  content  to  spend  one  day  after  another,  interminably, 
—  or,  at  least,  throughout  the  summer-time, — in  just  the 
kind  of  life  described  in  the  preceding  pages.  Fancying, 
however,  that  it  might  be  for  his  benefit  occasionally  to 
diversify  the  scene,  Phoebe  sometimes  suggested  that  he 
should  look  out  upon  the  life  of  the  street.  For  this  pur- 
pose, they  used  to  mount  the  staircase  together,  to  the 
second  story  of  the  house,  where,  at  the  termination  of  a 
wide  entry,  there  was  an  arched  window  of  uncommonly 
large  dimensions,  shaded  by  a  pair  of  curtains.  It  opened 
above  the  porch,  where  there  had  formerly  been  a  balcony, 
the  balustrade  of  which  had  long  since  gone  to  decay,  and 
been  removed.  At  this  arched  window,  throwing  it  open, 
but  keeping  himself  in  comparative  obscurity  by  means  of 
the  curtain,  Clifford  had  an  opportunity  of  witnessing  such 
a  portion  of  the  great  world's  movement  as  might  be  sup- 
posed  to  roll  through  one  of  the  retired  streets  of  a  not 
very  populous  city.  But  he  and  Phoebe  made  a  sight  as 
well  worth  seeing  as  any  that  the  city  could  exhibit.  The 
pale,  gray,  childish,  aged,  melancholy,  yet  often  simply 
cheerful,  and  sometimes  delicately  intelligent  aspect  of 
Clifford,  peering  from  behind  the  faded  crimson  of  the 
curtain, — watching  the  monotony  of  every-day  occurrences 
with  a  kind  of  incc<nsequential  interest  and  earnestness 
and,  at  every  petty  throb  of  his  sensibility,  turning  fol 
sympathy  to  the  eyes  of  the  bright  young  girl ! 
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If  once  ne  were  &irly  seated  at  the  window  oven  Pyn« 
cfaeon-street  would  hardly  be  so  dull  and  lonely  but  that, 
somewhere  or  other  along  its  extent,  Clifford  might  discover 
matter  to  occupy  his  eye,  and  titillate,  if  not  engross,  his 
observation.  Things  familiar  to  the  youngest  child  that 
had  begun  its  outlook  at  existence  seemed  strange  to  him. 
A  cab ;  an  omnibus,  with  its  populous  interior,  dropping  here 
and  there  a  passenger,  and  picking  up  another,  and  thus 
typifying  that  vast  rolling  vehicle,  the  world,  the  end  of 
whose  journey  is  everywhere  and  nowhere; — these  objects 
he  followed  eagerly  with  his  eyes,  but  forgot  them,  before 
the  dust  raised  by  the  horses  and  wheels  had  settled  along 
their  track.  As  regarded  Dovelties  (among  which  cabs  and 
omnibuses  were  to  be  reckoned),  his  mind  appeared  to  have 
lost  its  proper  gripe  and  retentiveness.  Twice  or  thrice,  for 
example,  during  the  sunny  hours  of  the  day,  a  water-cart 
went  along  by  the  Pyncheon-house,  leaving  a  broad  wake  of 
moistened  earth,  instead  of  the  white  dust  that  had  risen  at  a 
lady's  lightest  footfall ;  it  was  like  a  summer  shower,  which 
the  city  authorities  had  caught  and  tamed,  and  compelled  it 
into  the  commonest  routine  of  their  convenience.  With  the 
water-cart  Clifford  could  never  grow  familiar;  it  always 
afiected  him  with  just  the  same  surprise  as  at  first.  His 
mind  took  an  apparently  sharp  impression  from  it,  but  lost 
the  recollection  of  this  perambulatory  shower,  before  its  next 
reappearance,  as  completely  as  did  the  street  itself,  along 
which  the  heat  so  quickly  strewed  white  dust  again.  It 
was  the  same  with  the  railroad.  Clifford  could  hear  the 
obstreperous  howl  of  the  steam-devil,  and,  by  leaning  a  little 
way  from  the  arched  window,  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
trains  of  cara,  flashing  a  brief  transit  across  the  extremity 
of  the  street.  The  idea  of  terrible  enei^,  thus  forced  upon 
him,  was  new  at  every  recurrence,  and  seemed  to  affect  him 
as  disagreeably,  and  vnth  almost  as  much  surprise,  the  hun« 
dredth  time  as  the  first. 
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Nothing  gives  a  sadder  sense  of  decay  than  this  loss  ol 
suspension  of  the  power  to  deal  with  unaccuslomed  things 
and  to  keep  up  with  the  swiftness  of  the  passing  laoment. 
It  can  merely  be  a  suspended  animation;  for,  were  the 
power  actually  to  perish,  there  would  be  little  use  of  immor- 
tality. We  are  less  than  ghosts,  for  the  time  being,  when- 
ever this  calamity  befalls  us. 

Clifford  was  indeed  the  most  inveterate  of  conservatives. 
All  the  antique  fashions  of  the  street  were  dear  to  him; 
even  such  as  were  characterized  by  a  rudeness  that  would 
naturally  have  annoyed  his  fastidious  senses.  He  loved  the 
old  rumbling  and  jolting  carts,  the  former  track  of  which  he 
still  found  in  his  long-buried  remembrance,  as  the  observer 
of  to-day  finds  the  wheel-tracks  of  ancient  vehicles,  in  Her- 
culaneum.  The  butcher's  cart,  with  its  snowy  canopy,  was 
an  acceptable  object ;  so  was  the  fish-cart,  heralded  by  its 
horn ;  so,  likewise,  was  the  countryman's  cart  of  vegetables, 
plodding  from  door  to  door,  with  long  pauses  of  the  patient 
horse,  while  his  owner  drove  a  trade  in  turnips,  carrots, 
summer-squashes,  string-beans,  green  peas,  and  new  pota- 
toes, with  half  the  housewives  of  the  neighborhood.  The 
fxtker's  cart,  with  the  harsh  music  of  its  bells,  had  a  pleas- 
ant effect  on  Clifford,  because,  as  few  things  else  did,  it 
jingled  the  very  dissonance  of  yore.  One  afternoon,  a  scis- 
sor-grinder  chanced  to  set  his  wheel  a-going  under  the 
Pyncheon-elm,  and  just  in  front  of  the  arched  window. 
Children  came  running  with  their  mothers'  scissors,  or  the 
carving-knife,  or  the  paternal  razor,  or  anything  else  that 
lacked  an  edge  (except,  indeed,  poor  Clifford's  wits),  that 
the  grinder  might  apply  the  article  to  his  magic  wheel,  and 
give  it  back  as  good  as  new.  Round  went  the  busily-revolv- 
ing machinery,  kept  in  motion  by  the  scissor-grinder's  foot, 
and  wore  away  the  hard  steel  agsinst  the  hard  stone, 
w^ience  issued  an  iotense  and  spiteful  pr:)bngation  of  a  hiss. 
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u  fierce  as  those  emitted  by  Sataa  and  his  compeen  in 
Puidemonittm,  though  squeezed  into  smaller  compass.  It 
was  an  ugly,  little,  venomous  serpent  of  a  noise,  as  ever  did 
petty  violence  to  human  ears.  But  Clifford  listened  with 
rapturous  delight  The  sound,  however  disagreeable,  had 
very  brisk  life  in  it,  and,  together  with  the  circle  of  curious 
children  watching  the  revolutions  of  the  wheel,  appeared 
to  give  him  a  more  vivid  sense  of  active,  bustling,  and  sun- 
shiny existence,  than  he  had  attained  in  ahnost  any  other 
way.  Nevertheless,  its  charm  lay  chiefly  in  the  past;  for 
the  scissor-grinder's  wheel  had  hissed  in  his  childish  ears. 

He  sometimes  made  doleful  complaint  that  there  were*  no 
stagecoaches,  now-a-days.  And  he  asked,  in  an  injured  tone, 
what  had  become  of  all  those  old  square-top  chaises,  with 
wings  sticking  out  on  either  side,  that  used  to  be  drawn  by 
a  plough-horse,  and  driven  by  a  fanner's  wife  and  daughter, 
pedling  whortleberries  and  blackberries,  about  the  town 
Their  disappearance  made  him  doubt,  he  said,  whether  the 
berries  had  not  left  off  growing  in  the  broad  pastures,  and 
along  the  shady  country  lanes. 

But  anything  that  appealed  to  the  sense  of  beauty,  in 
however  humble  a  way,  did  not  require  to  be  recommended 
by  these  old  associations.  This  was  observable  when  one 
of  those  Italian  boys  (who  are  rather  a  modem  feature  of 
our  streets)  came  along  with  his  barrel-organ,  and  stopped 
under  the  wide  and  cool  shadows  of  the  elm.  With  his 
quick  professional  eye,  he  took  note  of  the  two  faces  watch* 
ing  him  from  the  arched  window,  and,  opening  his  instru* 
ment,  began  to  scatter  its  melodies  abroad.  He  had  a 
monkey  on  his  shoulder,  dressed  in  a  Highland  plaid ;  and, 
.  to  complete  the  sum  of  splendid  attractions  wherewith  he 
presented  himself  to  the  public,  there  was  a  company  of 
little  figures,  whos&  sphere  and  habitation  was  in  the  mahog* 
any  case  of  Ks  organ,  and  whose  principle  of  life  was  the 
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music,  which  the  Italian  made  it  his  business  to  grind  out 
In  ail  their  variety  of  occupation,  —  the  cobbler,  the  bluck« 
smith,  the  soldier,  the  lady  with  her  fan,  the  toper  with  his 
bottle,  the  milk-maid  sitting  by  her  cow,  —  this  fortunate 
little  society  might  truly  be  said  to  enjoy  a  harmonious 
existence,  and  to  make  life  literally  a  dance.  The  Italian 
tumrd  a  crank ;  and,  behold !  every  one  of  these  small  indi- 
viduals started  into  the  most  curious  vivacity.  The  cobbler 
wrought  upon  a  shoe  the  blacksmith  hammered  his  iron  ; 
the  soldier  waved  his  glittering  blade ;  the  lady  raised  a  tiny 
breeze  with  her  fan ;  the  jolly  toper  swigged  lustily  at  his 
bottle;  a  scholar  opened  his  book,  with  eager  thirst  for 
knowledge,  and  turned  his  head  to  and  fro  along  the  page ; 
the  milk-maid  energetically  drained  her  cow ;  and  a  miser 
counted  gold  into  his  strong  box ;  —  all  at  the  same  turning 
of  a  crank.  Yes ;  and,  moved  by  the  self-same  impulse,  a 
lover  saluted  his  mistress  on  her  lips !  Possibly,  some  cynic, 
at  once  merry  and  bitter,  had  desired  to  signify,  in  this  pan- 
tomimic scene,  that  we  mortals,  whatever  our  business  or 
amusement, — however  serious,  however  trifling, — all  dance 
to  one  identical  tune,  and,  in  spite  of  our  ridiculous  activity, 
bring  nothing  finally  to  pass.  For  the  most  remarkable 
aspect  of  the  affair  was,  that,  at  the  cessation  of  the  music, 
everybody  was  petrified,  at  once,  from  the  most  extravagant 
life  into  a  dead  torpor.  Neither  was  the  cobbler's  shoe 
finished,  nor  the  blacksmith's  iron  shaped  out;  nor  was 
there  a  drop  less  of  brandy  in  the  toper's  bottle,  nor  a  drop 
more  of  milk  in  the  milkmaid's  pail,  nor  one  additional  coin 
in  the  miser's  strong-box,  nor  was  the  scholar  a  page  deeper 
in  his  book.  All  were  precisely  in  the  same  condition  as 
before  they  made  themselves  so  ridiculous  by  their  haste  to 
toil,  to  enjoy,  to  accumulate  gold,  and  to  become  wise 
Saddest  of  all,  moreover,  the  lover  was  none  the  happier 
for  the  maiden's  granted  kiss !    But,  rather  tlian  swallow 
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this  Jast  too  acrid  ingredient,  we  reject  the  whole  moial  of 
the  show. 

The  monkey,  meanwhile,  with,  a  thick  tail  curling  out 
into  preposterous  prolixity  from  beneath  his  tartans,  took 
his  station  at  the  Italian's  feet.  He  turned  a  wrinkled  and 
abominable  little  visage  to  every  passer-by,  and  to  the  circle 
of  children  that  soon  gathered  round,  and  to  Hepzibah's 
shop-door,  and  upward  to  the  arched  window,  whence  Phoebe 
and  Clifford  were  looking  down.  Every  moment,  also,  he 
took  off  his  Highland-bonnet,  and  performed  a  bow  and 
scrape.  Sometimes,  moreover,  he  made  personal  application 
to  individuals,  holding  out  his  small  black  palm,  and  other- 
wise plainly  signifying  his  excessive  desire  for  whatever 
filthy  lucre  might  happen  to  be  in  anybody's  pocket.  The 
mean  and  low,  yet  strangely  man-like  expression  of  his 
wilted  countenance;  the  prying  and  crafty  glance,  that 
showed  him  ready  to  gripe  at  every  miserable  advantage  ; 
his  enormous  tail  (too  enormous  to  be  decently  concealed 
under  his  gabardine),  and  the  deviltry  of  nature  which  it 
betokened ;  —  take  this  monkey  just  as  he  was,  in  short,  and 
you  could  desire  no  better  image  of  the  Mammon  of  copper- 
coin,  symbolizing  the  grossest  form  of  the  love  of  money. 
Neither  was  there  any  possibility  of  satisfying  the  covetous 
little  devil.  Phcebe  threw  down  a  whole  handful  of  cents, 
which  he  picked  up  with  joyless  eagerness,  handed  them 
over  to  the  Italian  for  safe-keeping,  and  immediately  recom- 
menced a  series  of  pantomimic  petitions  for  more. 

Doubtless,  more  than  one  New  Englander  —  or,  let  him 
be  of  what  country  he  might,  it  is  as  likely  to  be  the  case 
—  passed  by,  and  threw  a  look  at  the  monkey,  and  went  on, 
without  imagining  how  nearly  his  own  moral  condition  was 
here  exemplified.  Clifford,  however,  was  a  being  of  another 
order.  He  had  taken  childish  delight  m  the  music,  and 
rani  fed,  too,  at  the  figures  which  it  set  in  motion.  But,aft£f 
12 
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looking  a  while  at  the  long-tailed  imp,  he  was  so  shoi^ked  by 
his  horrible  uglir.ess,  spiritual  as  well  as  phy3ical,  that  he 
actually  began  to  shed  tears ;  a  weakness  which  men  of 
merely  d'il.cate  endowments,  and  destitute  of  the  fiercer, 
deepei,  and  more  tragic  power  of  laughter,  can  hardly 
avoid,  when  the  worst  and  meanest  aspect  of  iife  happens 
to  be  presented  to  them. 

Pyncheon<«treet  was  sometimes  enlivened  by  spectacles 
of  more  imposing  pretensions  than  the  above,  and  which 
brought  the  multitude  along  with  them.  With  a  shivering 
repugnance  at  the  idea  of  personal  contact  with  the  world, 
a  powerful  impulse  still  seized  on  Clifford,  whenever  the 
rush  and  roar  of  the  human  tide  grew  strongly  audible  to 
him.  This  was  made  evident,  one  day,  when  a  political 
procession,  with  hundreds  of  flaunting  banners,  and  drums, 
hfes,  clarions,  and  cymbals,  reverberating  between  the  rowa 
of  buildings,  marched  all  through  town,  and  trailed  iti 
length  of  trampling  footsteps,  and  most  infrequent  uproar, 
past  the  ordinarily  quiet  House  of  the  Seven  Grables.  As  a 
mere  object  of  sight,  nothing  is  more  deficient  in  picturesque 
features  than  a  procession,  seen  in  its  passage  through  nar- 
row streets.  The  spectator  feels  it  to  be  fool's  play,  when 
ae  can  distinguish  the  tedious  common-place  of  each  man's 
visage,  with  the  perspiration  and  weary  self-importance  on 
it,  and  the  very  cut  of  his  pantaloons,  and  the  stiffness  or 
laxity  of  his  shirt-collar,  and  the  dust  on  the  back  of  his 
black  coat.  In  order  to  become  majestic,  it  should  be  viewed 
from  some  vantage-point,  as  it  rolls  its  slow  and  long  array 
trough  the  centre  of  a  wide  plain,  or  the  stateliest  public 
square  of  a  city ;  for  then,  by  its  remoteness,  it  melts  all 
the  petty  personalities,  of  which  it  is  made  up,  into  one 
broad  mass  of  existence,  —  one  great  life,  —  one  col^'^cted 
body  of  mankind,  with  a  vast,  homogeneous  spirit  animating 
it    But  on  the  other  hand,  if  an  in>pre&sible  person,  staDd 
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iiftg  alone  orer  the  brink  of  one  of  these  processions,  dhttuld  ' 
behold  it,  not  in  its  atoms,  but  in  its  aggregate,  —  as  a 
mighty  river  of  life,  massive  in  its  tide,  and  black  with 
mystery,  and,  out  of  its  depths,  calling  to  the  khidred 
depth  Within  him,  —  then  the  contiguity  would  add  U  the 
efiect.  It  might  so  fascinate  him  that  he  would  hardly  be 
restrained  from  plunging  into  the  surging  stream  of  human 
sympathies. 

So  it  proved  with  ClifTord.  He  shuddered;  he  grew 
pale ;  he  threw  an  appealing  look  at  Hepzibah  and  Phoebe, 
who  were  with  him  at  the  window.  They  comprehended 
nothing  of  his  emotions,  and  supposed  him  merely  disturbed 
by  the  unaccustomed  tumult  At  last,  with  tremulous 
limbs,  he  started  up,  set  his  foot  on  the  window-sill,  and,  in 
an  instant  more,  would  have  been  in  the  unguarded  balcony. 
As  it  was,  the  whole  procession  might  have  seen  him,  a 
wild,  haggard  figure,  his  gray  locks  floating  in  the  wind  that 
waved  their  banners ;  a  lonely  being,  estranged  from  his 
race,  but  now  feeling  himself  man  again,  by  virtue  of  the 
irrepressible  instinct  that  possessed  him.  Had  Clifford 
attained  the  balcony,  he  would  probably  have  leaped  into 
the  street ;  but  whether  impelled  by  the  species  of  terror 
that  sometimes  urges  its  victim  over  the  very  precipice 
which  he  shrinks  from,  or  by  a  natural  magnetism,  tending 
towards  the  great  centre  of  humanity,  it  were  not  easy  to 
decide.  Both  impulses  might  have  wrought  on  him  at 
once. 

But  his  companions,  affrighted  by  his  gesture, — which 
was  that  of  a  man  hurried  away,  in  spite  of  himself,  — 
seized  Clifford's  garment  and  held  him  back.  Hepzibah 
shrieked.  Phoebe,  to  whom  all  extravagance  was  a  horror 
burst  into  s»>bs  and  tears. 

**  Clifford,  Clifford !  are  you  crazy  ? "  cried  bis  sister, 

'  1  haidly  know,  Hepzibah,"  said  Cli&rd,  dDikWtng  a  long 
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breath.  "  Fear  nothing,  —  it  is  over  now,  —  but  had  I  taken 
that  plunge,  and  survived  it,  methinks  it  would  have  made 
me  another  man !  " 

Possibly,  in  some  sense,  Cliflford  may  have  been  right. 
He  needed  a  shock ;  or  perhaps  he  required  to  take  a  deep, 
deep  plunge  into  the  ocean  of  human  life,  and  to  snik  . 
down  and  be  covered  by  its  profoundness,  and  then  to 
emerge,  sobered^  invigorated,  restored  to  the  world  and  to 
himself.  Perhaps,  again,  he  required  nothing  less  than  the 
great  final  remedy  —  death ! 

A  similar  yearning  to  renew  the  broken  links  of  brother- 
hood with  his  kind  sometimes  showed  itself  in  a  milder  form , 
and  once  it  was  made  beautiful  by  the  religion  that  lay  even 
deeper  than  itself.  In  the  incident  now  to  be  sketched, 
there  was  a  touching  recognition,  on  Clifford's  part*  of  God'a 
care  and  love  towards  him,  —  towards  this  poor,  forsaken 
man,  who,  if  any  mortal  could,  might  have  been  pardoned 
for  regarding  himself  as  thrown  aside,  forgotten,  and  left  to 
be  the  sport  of  some  fiend,  whose  playfulness  was  an  ecstasy 
of  mischief. 

It  was  the  Sabbath  morning ;  one  of  those-  bright,  calm 
Sabbaths,  with  its  own  hallowed  atmosphere,  when  Heaven 
seems  to  diffuse  itself  over  the  earth's  face  in  a  solemn 
smile,  no  less  sweet  than  solemn.  On  such  a  Sabbath 
mom,  were  we  pure  enough  to  be  its  medium,  we  should 
be  conscious  of  the  earth's  natural  worship  ascending  through 
our  frames,  on  whatever  spot  of  ground  we  stood.  The 
church-bells,  with  various  tones,  but  all  in  harmony,  were 
calling  out,  and  responding  to  one  another — "  It  is  the  Sab- 
bath !  —  The  Sabbath !  —  Yea ;  the  Sabbath ! "  —  and  over 
the  whole  city  the  bells  scattered  the  blessed  sounds,  now 
slowly,  now  with  livelier  joy,  now  one  bell  alone,  now  all 
the  bells  tc^ther,  crying  earnestly  —  "  It  is  the  Sabbath ! " 
und  flinging  their  accents  afar  off,  to  melt  into  the  air,  and 
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peivade  n  with  the  holy  word.  The  air,  with  God's  sweet- 
est and  tenderest  sunshine  in  it,  was  meet  for  mankind  to 
breathe  into  their  hearts,  and  send  it  forth  again  as  the 
utterance  of  prayer. 

Cliflford  sat  at  the  window,  with  Hepzibah,  watching  the 
neighbors  as  they  stepped  into  the  street.  All  of  them, 
however  unspiritual  on  other  days,  were  transfigurecl  by  the 
Sabbath  influence  ;  so  that  their  very  garments  —  wnethei 
it  were  an  old  man's  decent  coat,  well  brushed  for  the 
thousandth  time,  or  a  little  boy's  first  sack  and  trousers, 
finished  yesterday  by  his  mother's  needle  —  had  somewhat 
of  the  quality  of  ascension-robes.  Forth,  likewise,  from 
the  portal  of  ^e  old  house,  stepped  Phoebe,  putting  up  hei 
small  green  sunshade,  and  throwing  upward  a  glance  and 
smile  of  parting  kindness  to  the  faces  at  the  arched  window. 
In  her  aspect  there  was  a  familiar  gladness,  and  a  holiness 
that  you  could  play  with,  and  yet  reverence  it  as  much  as 
ever.  She  was  like  a  piuyer,  offered  up  in  the  homeliest 
beauty  of  one's  mother-tongue.  Fresh  was  Phoebe,  more- 
over, and  airy  and  sweet  in  her  apparel ;  as  if  nothing  that 
she  wore  —  neither  her  gown,  nor  her  small  straw  bonnet, 
nor  her  little  kerchief,  any  more  than  her  snowy  stockings 
—  had  ever  been  put  on  before ;  or,  if  worn,  were  all  the 
iresher  for  it,  and  with  a  fragrance  as  if  they  had  lain 
among  the  rose-buds. 

The  girl  waved  her  hand  to  Hepzibah  and  Clifford,  and 
went  up  the  street;  a  religion  in  herself,  warm,  simple, 
true,  with  a  substance  that  could  walk  on  earth,  and  a  spirit 
that  was  capable  of  heaven. 

"  Hepzibah,"  asked  Clifford,  after  watching  Phoebe  to  the 
comer,  "  do  you  never  go  to  church  ?  '* 

"  No,  Clifford !  "  she  replied,  —  "  not  these  many,  many 
years!" 

"  Were  I  to  be  there,"  he  rejoined,  **  it  seems  to  me  that  1 
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could  pray  once  more,  when  so  many  human  sctuls  were 
pmying  all  around  me  !  " 

She  looked  into  Glifibrd*8  hcQ,  and  beheld  there  a  soft 
natural  effusion  ;  for  his  heart  gushed  out,  as  it  were,  ana 
ran  over  at  his  eyes,  in  delightful  reverence  for  God,  and 
kindly  affection  for  his  human  brethren.  The  emotion 
communicated  itself  to  Hepziboh.  She  yearned  to  take 
him  by  the  hand,  and  go  and  kneel  down,  they  two  together, 
—  both  so  long  separate  from  the  world,  and,  as  she  now 
recognized,  scarcely  friends  with  Him  above,  —  to  kneel 
dovm  among  the  people,  and  be  reconciled  to  God  and  man 
at  once. 

"  Dear  brother,"  said  she,  earnestly,  "  let  us  go !  We 
belong  nowhere.  We  have  not  a  foot  of  space  in  any 
church  to  kneel  upon ;  but  let  us  go  to  some  place  of  wor- 
ship, even  if  we  stand  in  the  broad  aisle.  Poor  and  for- 
saken as  we  are,  some  pew-door  will  be  opened  to  us  ! " 

So  Hepzibah  and  her  brother  made  themselves  ready,  — - 
as  ready  as  they  could,  in  the  best  of  their  old-&shioned 
garments,  which  had  hung  on  pegs,  or  been  laid  away  in 
trunks,  so  long  that  the  dampness  and  mouldy  smell  of  the 
past  was  on  them,  —  made  themselves  roady,  in  their  faded 
bettermost,  to  go  to  church.  They  descended  the  staircase 
together,  —  gaunt,  sallow  Hepzibah,  and  pale,  emaciated, 
age-stricken  Clifford  1  They  pulled  open  the  front  door,  and 
stepped  across  the  threshold,  and  felt,  both  of  them,  as  if 
they  were  standing  in  the  presence  of  the  whole  world,  and 
with  mankind's  great  and  terrible  eye  on  them  alone.  The 
eye  of  their  Father  seemed  to  be  withdrawn,  and  gave 
them  no  encouragement.  The  warm  sunny  air  of  the 
street  made  them  shiver.  Their  hearts  quaked  within 
them,  at  the  idea  of  taking  one  step  further. 

"  It  cannot  be,  Hepzibah !  —  it  is  too  late,"  said  Clifford, 
wiih  deep  sadness.  -^'^  We  are  ghosts !    We  have  no  right 
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among  hamaa  beings,^ — no  right  anywhere,  bat  in  this  old 
house,  which  has  a  curse  on  it,  and  which  therefore  we  are 
doomed  to  haunt!  And,  besides,"  he  continued,  with  a 
£ietidious  sensibility,  inalienably  characteristic  of  the  man, 
'<  it  would  not  be  fit  nor  beautiful  to  go !  It  is  an  ugly 
diought,  that  I  should  be  frightful  to  my  fellow-beings,  and 
that  children  would  cling  to  their  mothers'  gowns,  at  sight 
of  me ! " 

They  shrank  back  into  the  dusky  passage-way,  and 
closed  the  door.  But,  going  up  the  staircase  again,  they 
found  the  whole  interior  of  the  house  ten-fold  more  dismal, 
and  the  air  closer  and  heavier,  for  the  glimpse  and  breath 
of  freedom  which  they  had  just  snatched.  They  could  not 
flee ;  their  jailer  had  but  left  the  door  ajar,  in  mockery,  and 
stood  behind  it,  to  watch  them  stealing  out.  At  the  thresh- 
old, they  felt  his  pitiless  gripe  upon  them.  For,  what 
other  dungeon  is  so  dark  as  one's  own  heart !  What  jailer 
80  inexorable  as  one's  self ! 

But  it  would  be  no  fair  picture  of  Cliflbrd's  state  of  mind, 
were  we  to  represent  him  as  continually  or  prevailingly 
wretched.  On  the  contrary,  there  was  no  other  man  in  the 
city,  we  are  bold  to  affirm,  of  so  much  as  half  his  years, 
who  enjoyed  so  many  lightsome  and  griefless  moments  as 
himself.  He  had  no  burthen  of  care  upon  him ;  there  were 
none  of  those  questions  and  contingencies  with  the  future 
to  be  settled,  which  wear  away  all  other  lives,  and  render 
them  not  worth  having  by  the  very  process  of  providing  for 
their  support.  In  this  respect,  he  was  a  child,  —  a  child 
for  the  whole  tenn  of  his  existence,  be  it  long  or  short 
Indeed,  his  life  seemed  to  be  standing  still  at  a  period  little 
in  advance  of  childhood,  and  to  cluster  all  his  reminiscences 
■bout  that  epoch  ;  just  as,  after  the  torpor  of  a  heavy  blow, 
the  sufferer's  reviving  consciousness  goes  back  to  a  moment 
considerably  behind  the  accident  that  stupefied  him.     H^ 
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sometimes  told  Phosbe  and  Hepzibah  his  dreams,  in  which 
ne  invariably  played  the  part  of  a  child,  or  a  very  young 
man.  So  vivid  were  they,  in  his  relation  of  them,  that  he 
once  held  a  dispute  with  his  sister  as  to  the  particular  figure 
or  print  of  a  chintz  morning-dress,  which  he  had  seen  their 
mother  wear,  in  the  dream  of  the  preceding  night.  Hep- 
zibah, piquing  herself  on  a  woman's  accuracy  in  such  mat- 
ters, held  it  to  be  slightly  different  from  what  Cliflford 
described ;  but,  producing  the  very  gown  from  an  old  tnuik, 
it  proved  to  be  identical  with  his  remembrance  of  it.  Had 
Clifibrd,  every  time  that  he  emerged  out  of  dreams  so  life- 
like, undergone  the  torture  of  transformation  from  a  boy 
into  an  old  and  broken  man,  the  daily  recurrence  of  the 
shock  would  have  been  too  much  to  bear.  It  would  have 
caused  an  acute  agony  to  thrill,  from  the  morning  twilight^ 
all  the  day  through,  until  bedtime;  and  even  then  would 
have  mingled  a  dull,  inscrutable  pain,  and  pallid  hue  of 
misfortune,  with  the  visionary  bloom  and  adolescence  of  Lis 
slumber.  But  the  nightly  moonshine  interwove  itself  with 
the  morning  mist,  and  enveloped  him  as  in  a  robe,  which 
he  hugged  about  his  person,  and  seldom  let  realities  pierce 
through ;  he  was  not  often  quite  awake,  but  slept  open^ 
eyed,  and  perhaps  fancied  himself  most  dreaming  then. 

Thus,  lingering  always  so  near  his  childhood,  he  had 
sympathies  with  children,  and  kept  his  heart  the  fresher 
thereby,  like  a  reservoir  into  which  rivulets  were  pouringi 
not  far  from  the  fountain-head.  Though  prevented,  hy  a 
subtle  sense  of  propriety,  from  desiring  to  associate  with 
them,  he  loved  few  things  better  than  to  look  out  of  the 
arched  window,  and  see  a  littk  girl  driving  her  hoop  along 
the  sidewalk,  or  schoolboys  at  a  game  of  ball.  Theif 
voices,  also,  were  very  pleasant  to  him,  heard  at  a  distance, 
all  swarming  and  intermingling  together,  as  flies  do  m  a 
sunny  room. 
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Cltiford  would,  doubtless,  have  been  glad  to  share  their 
sports.  One  afternoon,  he  was  seized  with  an  irresistible 
desire  to  blow  soap-babbles;  an  amusement,  as  Hepzibah 
told  Phoebe  apart,  that  had  been  a  favorite  one  with  her 
brother,  when  they  were  both  children.  Behold  him,  there- 
fore, at  the  arched  window,  with  an  earthen  pipe  in  his 
mouth !  Behold  him,  with  his  gray  hair,  and  a  wan,  unreal 
smile  over  his  countenance,  where  still  hovered  a  beautiful 
grace,  which  his  worst  enemy  must  have  acknowledged  to 
be  spiritual  and  immortal,  since  it  had  survived  so  long ! 
Behold  him,  scattering  airy  spheres  abroad,  from  the  win- 
dow into  the  street !  Little  impalpable  worlds  were  those 
soap-bubbles,  with  the  big  world  depicted,  in  hues  bright  as 
imagination,  or  the  nothing  of  their  surface.  It  was  curious 
to  see  how  the  passers-by  regarded  these  brilliant  fantasies, 
as  they  came^floating  down,  and  made  the  dull  atmosphere 
imaginative  about  them.  Some  stopped  to  gaze,  and,  per- 
haps, carried  a  pleasant  recollection  of  the  bubbles  onward  as 
far  as  the  street-corner ;  some  looked  angrily  upward,  as  if 
poor  Clifford  wronged  them,  by  setting  an  image  of  beauty 
afloat  so  near  their  dusty  pathway.  A  great  many  put  out 
their  fingers  or  their  walking-sticks,  to  touch,  withal ;  and 
were  perversely  gratified,  no  doubt,  when  the  bubble,  with 
mil  its,  pictured  earth  and  sky  scene,  vanished  as  if  it  had 
never  been. 

At  length,  just  as  an  elderly  gentleman  of  very  dignified 
presence  happened  to  be  passing,  a  large  bubble  sailed 
majestically  down,  and  burst  right  against  his  nose !  He 
looked  up,  —  at  first  with  a  stem,  keen  glance,  which  pene- 
trated at  once  into  the  obscurity  behind  the  arched  window, 
—  then  with  a  smile,  which  might  be  conceived  as  difiiysjng 
a  d(^-day  sultnness  for  the  space  of  several  yards  about  hii». 

*•  Aha,  Cousin  Clifford ! "  cried  Judge  Pyncheon.  «  W  hat » 
still  blowing  soap-bubbles  ! " 
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The  tone  seemed  as  if  meant  to  be  kind  and  soothmg 
but  yet  had  a  bitterness  of  sarcasm  in  it.  As  for  CiifTord 
an  absolute  palsy  of  fear  came  over  him.  Apart  from  any 
definite  cause  of  dread  which  his  past  experience  might 
have  given  him,  he  felt  that  native  and  original  horror  of 
the  excellent  judge  which  is  proper  to  a  weak,  delicate  and 
apprehensive  character,  in  the  presence  of  massive  strength. 
Strength  is  incomprehensible  by  weakness,  and,  therefore^ 
the  more  terrible.  There  is  no  greater  bugbear  than  a 
«trong-willed  relative,  in  the  circle  of  his  own  connections. 


XII. 

THE  BAGUEKREOTTPIST. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  life  of  a  pers<mage  nat- 
BTally  so  active  as  Phosbe  could  be  wholly  conficjed  within 
the  precincts  of  the  old  Pyncheon-house.  ClifTord's  de- 
mands upon  her  time  were  usually  satisfied,  in  diose  long 
days,  considerably  earlier  than  sunset.  Quiet  as  his  daily 
existence  seemed,  it  nevertheless  drained  all  the  resource? 
by  which  he  lived.  It  was  not  physical  exercise  that  over* 
wearied  him;  for  —  except  that  he  sometimes  wrought  a 
little  with  a  hoe,  or  paced  the  garden-walk,  or,  in  rainy 
weather,  traversed  a  large,  unoccupied  room  —  it  was  his 
tendency  to  remain  only  too  quiescent,  as  regarded  any  toil 
of  the  limbs  and  muscles.  But,  either  there  was  a  smoul* 
dering  fire  within  him  that  consumed  his  vital  energy,  or 
the  monotony  that  would  have  dragged  itself  with  benumb- 
ing effect  over  a  mind  differently  situated  was  no  monot- 
ony to  Clifford.  Possibly,  he  was  in  a  state  of  second 
growth  and  recovery,  and  was  constantly  assimilating  nutri- 
ment for  his  spirit  and  intellect  from  sights,  sounds,  and 
events,  which  passed  as  a  perfect  void  to  persons  more 
practised  with  the  world.  As  all  is  activity  and  vicissitude 
to  the  new  mind  of  a  child,  so  might  it  be,  likewise,  to  a 
mind  that  had  undergone  a  kind  of  new  creation,  after  its 
long-suspended  life. 

Be  the  cause  what  it  might,  Clifford  commonly  retired  to 
rest,  thoroughly  exhausted,  while  the  sunbeams  w«re  still 
melting  through  his  window-curtains,  or  were  thrown  with 
hte  lustra  on  th3  chamber  wall.     And  while  he  thus  slept 
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early,  as  other  children  do,  and  dreamed  of  childhood,  Phceba 
was  free  to  follow  her  own  tastes  for  the  remainder  of  the 
day  and  evening. 

This  was  a  freedom  essential  to  the  health  even  of  a 
character  so  little  susceptible  of  morbid  influences  as  that  of 
Phoebe.  The  old  house,  as  we  have  already  said,  had  both 
the  dry-rot  and  the  damp-rot  in  its  walls ;  it  was  not  good 
to  breathe  no  other  atmosphere  than  that.  Hepzibah,  though 
she  had  her  valuable  and  redeeming  traits,  had  grown  to  be 
a  kind  of  lunatic,  by  imprisoning  herself  so  long  in  one 
place,  with  no  other  company  than  a  single  series  of  ideas 
and  but  one  affection,  and  one  bitter  sense  of  wrong.  Clif- 
ford, the  reader  may  perhaps  imagine,  was  too  inert  to 
operate  morally  on  his  fellow-creatures,  however  intimate 
and  exclusive  their  relations  with  him.  But  the  sympathy 
or  magnetism  among  human  beings  is  more  subtle  and  uni- 
versal than  we  think;  it  exists,  indeed,  among  different 
classes  of  organized  life,  and  vibrates  from  one  to  another. 
A  flower,  for  instance,  as  Phoebe  herself  observed,  always 
began  to  droop  sooner  in  Clifford's  hand,  or  Hepzibah 's, 
than  in  her  own;  and  by  the  same  law,  converting  her 
whole  daily  life  into  a  flower-fragrance  for  these  two  sickly 
spirits,  the  blooming  girl  must  inevitably  droop  and  fade 
much  sooner  than  if  worn  on  a  younger  and  happier  breast. 
Unless  she  had  now  and  then  indulged  her  brisk  impulses, 
and  breathed  rural  air  in  a  suburban  walk,  or  ocean-breezes 
along  the  shore, —  had  occasionally  obeyed  the  impulse  of 
nature,  in  New  England  girls,  by  attending  a  metaphysical 
or  philosophical  lecture,  or  viewing  a  seven-mile  panorama, 
or  listening  to  a  concert, — had  gone  shopping  about  the  city 
ransacking  entire  dep6ts  of  splendid  merchandise,  and  bring- 
ag  home  a  ribbon, — had  employed,  likewise,  a  little  time  to 
read  the  Bible  in  her  chamber,  and  had  stolen  a  little  more 
to  ttii  ik  of  her  mother  and  her  native  place, — unless  for  such 
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moial  medicines  as  the  above,  we  should  soon  have  beheld 
OUT  poor  Phcebe  grow  thin,  and  put  09  a  bleached,  unwhole- 
some aspect,  and  assume  strange,  shy  ways,  prophetic  of 
old-maidenhood  and  a  cheerless  future. 

Even  as  it  was,  a  change  grew  visible ;  a  change  partly 
to  be  regretted,  although  whatever  charm  it  infringed  upon 
was  repaired  by  another,  perhaps  more  precious.  She  wa? 
not  so  constantly  gay,  but  had  her  moods  of  thought,  which 
Clifford,  on  the  whole,  liked  better  than  her  former  phase 
of  unmingled  cheerfulness ;  because  now  she  understood 
him  better  and  more  delicately,  and  sometimes  even  inter- 
preted him  to  himself.  Her  eyes  looked  larger,  and  darker, 
and  deeper;  so  deep,  at  some  silent  moments,  that  they 
seemed  like  Artesian  wells,  down,  down,  into  the  infinite. 
She  was  less  girlish  than  when  we  first  beheld  her,  alighting 
from  the  omnibus ;  less  girlish,  but  more  a  woman. 

The  only  youthful  mind  with  which  Phoebe  had  an 
opportunity  of  frequent  intercourse  was  that  of  the  daguer- 
reotypist.  Inevitably,  by  the  pressure  of  the  seclusion  about 
them,  they  had  been  brought  into  habits  of  some  familiar- 
ity. Had  they  met  under  different  circumstances,  neither 
of  these  young  persons  would  have  been  likely  to  bestow 
much  thought  upon  the  other ;  unless,  indeed,  their  extreme 
dissimilarity  should  have  proved  a  principle  of  mutual  attrac- 
tion. Both,  it  is  true,  were  characters  proper  to  New  Eng- 
land life,  and  possessing  a  common  ground,  therefore,  in  their 
more  external  developments ;  but  as  unlike,  in  their  respect* 
ive  interiors,  as  if  their  native  climes  had  been  at  world- 
wide distance.  During  the  early  part  of  their  acquaintance, 
Phoebe  had  held  back  rather  more  than  was  customary  with 
her  frank  and  simple  manners  from  Holgrave's  not  very 
maiked  advances.  Nor  was  she  yet  satisfied  that  she  knew 
him  well,  although  they  almost  daily  met  and  talked  to^ 
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gether,  in  a  kind,  friendly,  and  what  seemed  to  be  a 
familiar  way. 

The  artist,  in  a  desultory  manner,  had  imparted  to  Fhaebe 
something  of  his  history.  Young  as  he  was,  and  had  hk 
career  terminated  at  the  point  already  attained,  there  had 
been  enough  of  incident  to  fill,  very  creditably,  an  autobio- 
graphic volume.  A  romance  on  the  plan  of  Gil  Bias, 
adapted  to  American  society  and  manners,  would  cease  to 
be  a  romance.  The  experience  of  many  individuals  among 
us,  who  think  it  hardly  worth  the  telling,  would  equal  the 
vicissitudes  of  the  Spaniard's  earlier  life ;  while  their  ulti« 
mate  success,  or  the  point  whither  they  tend,  may  be  incoo^ 
parably  higher  than  any  that  a  novelist  would  imagine  for 
his  hero.  Holgrave,  as  he  told  Phcebe,  somewhat  proudly, 
could  not  boast  of  his  origin,  unless  as  being  exceedingly 
humble,  nor  of  his  education,  except  that  it  had  been  the 
scantiest  possible,  and  obtained  by  a  few  winter-months' 
attendance  at  a  district  school.  Left  early  to  his  own  guid^ 
ance,  he  had  begun  to  be  self-dependent  while  yet  a  boy ; 
and  it  was  a  condition  aptly  suited  to  his  natural  force  of 
will.  Though  now  but  twenty-two  years  old  (lacking  some 
months,  which  are  years  in  such  a  life),  he  had  already 
been,  first,  a  country  schoolmaster ;  next,  a  salesman  in  a 
country  store ;  and,  either  at  the  same  time  or  afterwarvls, 
the  political  editor  of  a  country  newspaper.  He  had  subse- 
quently travelled  New  England  and  the  Middle  States,  as  a 
pedler,  in  the  employment  of  a  Connecticut  manufactory  of 
cologne-water  and  other  essences.  In  an  episodical  way, 
he  had  studied  and  practised  dentistry,  and  with*  very  flat- 
tering success,  especially  in  many  of  the  factory-towns  along 
our  inland  streams.  As  a  supernumerary  official,  of  some 
kind  or  other,  aboard  a  packet-ship,  he  had  visited  Europe^ 
and  found  means,  before  his  return,  to  see  Italy,  and  p^tft 
of  France  and  Germany.     At  a  later  period,  he  had  spent 


THB   DAOUE&ItEOTTPIST.  191 

iomi  months  in  a  community  of  Fourierists.  Still  more 
tercntly,  he  had  been  a  public  lecturer  on  Mesmerism,  for 
which  science  (as  he  assured  Phoebe^  and,  indeed,  satis- 
factorily proved,  by  putting  Chanticleer,  who  happened  to 
be  scratching  near  by,  to  sleep)  he  had  very  remarkable 
Endowments. 

His  present  phase,  as  a  daguerreotypist,  was  of  no  more 
importance  in  his  own  view,  nor  likely  to  be  more  permanent, 
than  any  of  the  preceding  ones.  It  had  been  taken  up  with 
the  careless  alacrity  of  an  adventurer,  who  had  his  bread  to 
eaia.  It  would  be  thrown  aside  as  carelessly,  whenever  he 
should  choose  to  earn  his  bread  by  some  other  equally 
d]gre^sive  means.  But  what  was  most  remarkable,  and, 
perhaps,  showed  a  more  than  common  poise  in  the  young 
man,  was  the  feet,  that,  amid  all  these  personal  vicissitudes, 
he  had  never  lost  his  identity.  Homeless  as  he  had  been, 
—  continually  changing  his  whereabout,  and,  therefore, 
responsible  neither  to  public  opinion  nor  to  individuals,  — 
putting  off  one  exterior,  and  snatching  up  another,  to  be 
soon  shifted  for  a  third,  —  he  had  never  violated  the  inner- 
most man,  but  had  carried  his  conscience  along  with  him. 
It  was  impossible  to  know  Holgrave,  without  recc^izing 
this  to  be  the  fact.  Hepzibah  had  seen  it.  Phcebe  soon 
saw  it,  likewise,  and  gave  him  the  sotrt  of  confidence  which 
such  a  certainty  inspires.  She  was  startled,  however,  and 
sometimes  repelled,  —  not  by  any  doubt  of  his  integrity  to 
whatever  law  he  acknowledged,  —  but  by  a  sense  that  his 
law  difiered  from  her  own.  He  made  her  uneasy,  and 
seemed  to  unsettle  everything  around  her,  by  his  lack  of 
reverence  for  what  was  fixed,  unless,  at  a  moment's  warn- 
ing, it  could  establish  its  right  to  hold  its  ground. 

Then,  moreover,  she  scarcely  thought  him  afTectionate  in 
hie  nature.  He  was  too  calm  and  cool  an  obsenrcr.  Phoebe 
felt  his  eye,  often  ;  his  heart,  seldom,  or  never.     He  tpol^  p 
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certain  kind  of  interest  in  Hepadbah  and  her  brQther,  ana 
Phcebe  herself.  He  studied  them  attentively,  and  alluweu 
no  slightest  circumstance  of  their  individualities  to  escape 
him.  He  was  ready  to  do  them  whatever  good  he  might; 
but,  after  all,  he  never  exactly  made  common  cause  with 
them,  nor  gave  any  reliable  evidence  that  he  loved  them 
better,  in  proportion  as  he  knew  them  more.  In  his  rela- 
tions with  them,  he  seemed  to  be  in  quest  of  mental  food 
not  heart-sustenance.  Phcsbe  could  not  conceive  what 
interested  him  so  much  in  her  friends  and  herself,  intellect- 
ually, since  he  cared  nothing  for  them,  or,  comparatively,  so 
little,  as  objects  of  human  affection. 

Always,  in  his  interviews  with  Phoebe,  the  artist  made 
especial  inquiry  as  to  the  welfare  of  Clifford,  whom^  except 
at  the  Sunday  festival,  he  seldom  saw. 

'*  Does  he  still  seem  happy  ?  "  he  asked,  one  day. 

"  As  happy  as  a  child,"  answered  Phcebe ;  "  but  —  like  a 
child,  too  —  very  easily  disturbed." 

"How  disturbed?"  inquired  Holgrave.  "By  thingi 
without,  or  by  thoughts  within  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  see  his  thoughts !  How  should  I  ?  "  replied 
Phcebe,  with  simple  piquancy.  "Very  often,  his  humor 
changes  without  any  reason  that  can  be  guessed  at,  just  as 
a  cloud  comes  over  the  sun.  Latterly,  since  I  have  begun 
to  Know  him  better,  I  feel  it  to.  be  not  quite  right  to  look 
closely  into  his  moods.  He  has  had  such  a  great  sorrow, 
that  his  heart  is  made  all  solemn  and  sacred  by  it.  When 
he  is  cheerful,  —  when  the  sun  shines  into  his  mind,  —  then 
[  venture  to  peep  in,  just  as  far  as  the  light  reaches,  but  no 
further.     It  is  holy  ground  where  the  shadow  falls ! " 

"  How  prettily  you  express  this  sentiment ! "  said  the 
artist.  "  I  can  understand  the  feeling,  without  possessing  it. 
Had  I  your  opportunities,  no  scruples  would  prevent  me 
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from  fathoming  Clifford  to  the  full  depth  of  my  plummet- 
line  ! " 

"How  strange  that  you  should  wish  it!"  remarked 
PIiGBbe,  involuntarily.     "  What  is  Cousin  Clifford  to  you  ?  " 

•*  O,  nothing,  —  of  course,  nothing ! "  answered  Holgrave, 
with  a  siir£.3.  '*  Only  this  is  such  an  odd  and  incomprehen* 
sihle  world !  The  more  I  look  at  it,  the  more  it  puzzles  me 
mnd  I  begin  to  suspect  that  a  man's  bewilderment  is  the 
measure  of  his  wisdom.  Men  and  women,  and  children, 
too,  are  such  strange  creatures,  that  one  never  can  be  certain 
that  he  really  knows  them ;  nor  ever  guess  what  they  hi  ve 
been,  from  what  he  sees  them  to  be,  now.  Judge  Pyn- 
cheon!  Clifford!  What  a  complex  riddle  —  a  complexity 
of  complexities  —  do  they  present!  It  requires  intuitive 
sympathy,  like  a  young  girl's,  to  solve  it.  A  mere  observer, 
like  myself  (who. never  have  any  intuitions,  and  am,  at 
best,  only  subtile  and  acute),  is  pretty  certain  to  go  astray.  * 

The  artist  now  turned  the  conversation  to  themes  less 
dark  than  that  which  they  had  touched  U])on.  Phosbe  and 
he  were  young  together ;  nor  had  Holgrave,  in  his  prema- 
ture experience  of  life,  wasted  entirely  that  beautiful  spirit 
of  youth,  which,  gushing  forth  from  one  small  heart  and 
fancy,  may  diffuse  itself  over  the  universe,  making  it  all  as 
bright  as  on  the  first  day  of  creation.  Man's  own  youth 
is  the  world's  youth ;  at  least,  he  feels  as  if  it  were,  and 
imagines  that  the  earth's  granite  substance  is  something  net 
yet  hardened,  and  which  he  can  mould  into  whatever  shape 
he  likes.  So  it  was  with  Holgrave.  He  could  talk  sagely 
about  the  world's  old  age,  but  never  actually  believed  what 
he  said ;  he  was  a  young  man  still,  and  therefore  looked 
upon  the  world  —  that  gray-bearded  and  wrinkled  profligate, 
decrepit,  without  being  venerable  —  as  a  tender  stripling, 
capable  of  being  improved  into  all  that  it  ought  to  be,  but 
acaicely  yet  had  shown  the  remotest  promise  of  becommg 
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He  nad  thjit  sense,  or  inward  prophecy^  —  wliich  a  yomi^ 
man  had  better  never  have  been  born  than  not  to  have,  and 
a  mature  man  had  better  die  at  once  than  utterly  to  relin- 
quish, —  that  we  are  not  doomed  to  creep  on  forever  in  the 
old,  bad  way,  but  that,  this  tery  now,  there  are  the  har- 
bingers abrop.i  of  a  golden  era,  to  be  accomplished  in  his 
own  lifetime.  It  seemed  to  HolgraVe  —as  doubtless  it  has 
seemed  to  the  hopeful  of  every  centur),  since  the  epoch  of 
Adam's  grandchildren  —  that  in  this  age,  more  than  ever 
before,  the  moss-grown  and  rotten  Past  is  to  be  torn  down, 
and  lifeless  institutions  to  be  thrust  out  of  the  way,  and  their 
dead  corpses  buried,  and  everything  to  begin  anew. 

As  to  the  main  point,  —  may  we  never  live  to  doubt  it! — 
as  to  the  better  centuries  that  are  coming,  the  artist  was 
surely  right.  His  error  lay  in  supposing  thai  this  age, 
more  than  any  past  or  future  one,  is  destined  to  see  the  tat« 
tered  garments  of  Antiquity  exchanged  for  a  new  suit,  in- 
stead of  gradually  renewing  Aemselves  by  patchwosk ;  in 
applying  his  own  little  life-span  as  the  measure  of  an  inter- 
minable achievement ;  and,  more  than  all,  in  fancying  thaf 
it  mattered  anything  to  the  great  end  in  view,  whether  ho 
himself  should  contend  for  it  or  against  it.  Yet  it  was  Well 
for  him  to  think  so.  This  enthusiasm,  infusing  itself 
through  the  calmness  of  his  character,  and  thus  taking  an 
aspect  of  settled  thought  and  wisdom,  would  serve  to  keep 
his  youth  pure,  and  make  his  aspirations  high.  And 
when,  with  the  years  settling  down  more  weightily  upon 
him,  his  early  faith  should  be  modified  by  inevitable  experi- 
ence, it  would  be  with  no  harrh  and  sudden  revolution  of 
his  sentiments.  He  would  still  have  faith  in  man's  bright- 
ening destiny,  and  perhaps  love  him  all  the  better,  as  he 
should  recognize  his  helplessness  in  his  own  behalf;  and  the 
haughty  faith,  with  which  he  began  life,  would  be  well  bar- 
tered for  a  far  humbler  one,  at  its  close,  in  discerning  thai 
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maA^ii  t>eft-directed  effort  accomplisnes  a  kind  of  dream, 
while  God  is  the  sole  worker  of  realities. 

llolgrave  had  read  very  little,  and  that  little  in  passing 
through  the  thoroughfare  of  life,  where  the  mystic  language 
of  1:  is  books  was  necessarily  mixed  up  with  the  babbie  of 
the  multitude,  so  that  both  one  and  the  other  were  apt  to 
lose  any  sense  that  might  have  been  properly  their  own. 
He  considered  himself  a  thinker,  and  was  certainly  of  a 
thoughtful  turn,  but,  with  his  own  path  to  discover,  had 
perhaps  hardly  yet  reached  the  point  where  an  educated 
man  begins  to  think.  The  true  value  of  his  character  lay 
in  that  deep  consciousness  of  inward  strength,  which  made 
all  his  past  vicissitude?  seem  merely  like  a  change  of  gar- 
ments ;  in  that  enthusiasm,  so  quiet  that.he  scarcely  knew 
of  its  existence,  but  which  gave  a  warmth  to  everything  that 
he  laid  his  hand  on;  in  that  personal  ambition,  hidden  — 
froRi  his  own  a?  well  as  other  eyes  — among  his  more  gen- 
erous impulses,  but  in  which  lurked  a  certain  efficacy,  that 
mighr*soiidify  him  from  a  theorist  into  the  champion  of 
some  practicable  cause.  Altogether,  in  his  culture  and 
want  of  culture, — in  his  crude,  wild,  and  misty  philosophy, 
and  the  practical  experience  that  counteracted  some  of  its 
tendencies ;  in  his  magnanimous  zeal  for  man's  welfare,  and 
his  recklessness  of  whatever  the  ages  had  established  in 
xnan's  behalf;  in  his  faith,  and  in  his  infidelity ;  in  what  he 
had,  and  in  what  he  lacked,  —  the  artist  might  fitly  enough 
stand  forth  as  the  representative  of  many  compeers  in  his 
nat:7e  land. 

His  career  it  would  be  difficult  to  prefigure.  There 
appeared  to  be  qualities  in  Holgrave,  such  as,  in  a  coimtry 
where  everything  is  free  to  the  hand  that  can  grasp  it, 
could  hardly  fail  to  put  some  of  the  world's  prizes  within 
his  reach.  Hut  these  matters  are  delightfully  uncertain. 
A.t  alii^Qft  evsry  step  in  life,  we  meet  with  yovmg  men  ol 
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just  about  Holgrave's  age,  for  whom  we  anticipate  wondcT* 
ful  things,  but  of  whom,  even  after  much  and  careful 
inquiry,  we  never  happen  to  hear  another  word.  The 
effervescence  of  youth  and  passion,  and  the  fresh  gloss  of 
the  mtellect  and  imagination,  endow  them  with  a  false  bril« 
liancy,  which  makes  fools  of  themselves  and  other  people. 
Like  certain  chintzes,  calicoes,  and  ginghams,  they  show 
finely  in  their  first  newness,  but  cannot  stand  the  sun  and 
rain,  and  assimie  a  very  sober  aspect  after  washing-day. 

But  our  business  is  with  Holgrave  as  we  find  him  on 
this  particular  afternoon,  and  in  the  arbor  of  the  Pyncheon- 
garden.  In  that  point  of  view,  it  was  a  pleasant  sight  to 
behold  this  young  man,  with  so  much  faith  in  himself,  and 
so  fair  an  appearance  of  admirable  powera,  —  so  little 
liarmed,  too,  by  the  many  tests  that  had  tried  his  metal,  — 
it  wns  pleasant  to  see  him  in  his  kindly  intercourse  with 
Phoebe.  Her  thought  had  scarcely  done  him  justice,  when 
it  pronounced  him  cold ;  or,  if  so,  he  had  grown  warmer 
now.  Without  such  purpose  on  her  part,  and  unconsciously 
on  his,  she  made  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables  like  a  home 
to  him,  and  the  garden  a  familiar  precinct.  With  Ae 
insight  on  which  he  prided  himself,  he  fancied  that  he 
could  look  through  Phoebe,  and  all  around  her,  and  could 
lead  her  off  like  a  page  of  a  child's  story-book.  But  these 
transparent  natures  are  often  deceptive  in  their  depth; 
those  pebbles  at  the  bottom  of  the  fountain  are  further 
from  us  than  we  tliink.  Thus  the  artist,  whatever  he  might 
judge  of  Phoebe's  capacity,  was  beguiled,  by  some  silent 
charm  of  hers,  to  talk  freely  of  what  he  dreamed  of  doing 
in  the  world.  He  poured  himself  out  as  to  another  self. 
Very  possibly,  he  forgot  Phoebe  while  he  talked  to  her,  and 
was  moved  only  by  the  inevitable  tendency  of  thought, 
when  rendered  sympathetic  by  enthusiasm  and  emotion,  to 
ft^vr  mto  the  fi::st  safe  reservoir  which  it  finds.    But,  haa 
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you  peeped  at  them  throiigh  the  chinks  of  the  garden-fence, 
tiie  young  man's  earnestness  and  heightened  color  might 
bave  led  you  to  suppose  that  he  was  making  love  tc  the 
young  girl ! 

At  length,  something  was  said  hy  Holgrave  that  made  it 
apposite  for  Fhoebe  to  inquire  what  had  first  hrought  him 
acquainted  with  her  cousin  Hepzihah,  and  why  he  now 
chose  to  lodge  in  the  desolate  old  Pyncheon-house.  With- 
out directly  answering  her,  he  turned  from  the  Future, 
^hich  had  heretofore  been  the  theme  of  his  discourse,  and 
began  to  speak  of  the  influences  of  the  P^t  One  subject, 
indeed,  is  but  the  reverberation  of  the  other. 

"  Shall  we  never,  never  get  rid  of  this  Fast  ?  "  cried  he, 
keeping  up  the  earnest  tone  of  his  preceding  conversation. 
—  "  It  lies  upon  the  Present  like  a  giant's  dead  body !  In 
feet,  the  case  is  just  as  if  a  young  giant  were  compelled  t^ 
waste  all  his  strength  in  carrying  about  the  corpse  of  the 
old  giant,  his  grand&ther,  who  died  a  loi^  while  ago,  and 
only  needs  to  be  decently  buried.  Just  think  a  moment, 
and  it  will  startle  you  to  see  what  slaves  we  are  to  by-gone 
times,  —  to  Death,  if  we  give  the  matter  the  right  word !  ** 

"  But  I  do  not  see  it,"  observed  Phoebe. 

"  For  example,  then,"  continued  Holgrave ;  "  a  dead  man, 
if  he  happen  to  have  made  a  will,  disposes  of  wealth  no 
longer  his  own ;  or,  if  he  die  intestate,  it  is  distributed  in 
accordance  witli  the  notions  of  men  much  longer  dead  than 
he.  A  dead  man  sits  on  all  our  judgment-seats ;  and  living 
judges  do  but  search  out  and  repeat  his  decisions.  We  read 
in  dead  men's  books  !  We  laugh  at  dead  men's  jokes,  and 
cry  at  dead  men's  pathos !  We  are  sick  or  dead  men*a  dis- 
eases; physical  and  moral,  and  die  of  the  same  remedies 
with  which  dead  doctors  killed  their  patients!  We  wor- 
ship tlie  living  Deity  according  to  dead  men's  forms  and 
needs  s    Whate^ar  we  seek  to  do,  of  our  own  free  motion* 
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H  dead  man's  icy  hand  obstructs  us !  Turn  oui  tyen  u 
what  point  we  may,  a  dead  man's  white,  immitigaHe  fao% 
encounters  them,  and  freezes  our  very  heart !  And  we 
must  be  dead  ourselves,  before  we  can  begin  to  have  our 
proper  influence  on  our  own  world,  which  will  then  be  no 
longer  our  world,  but  the  world  of  another  generation, 
with  which  we  shall  have  no  shadow  of  a  right  to  interfere 
I  ought  to  have  said,  too,  that  we  live  in  dead  men's  houses ; 
as,  for  instance,  in  this  of  the  seven  gables  !  " 

"And  why  not,"  said  Phcebe,  "so  long  as  we  can  be 
comfortable  in  them  ?  '* 

"  But  we  shall  live  to  see  the  day,  I  trust,"  went  on  the 
artist,  "  when  no  man  shall  build  his  house  for  posterity. 
Why  should  he?  He  might  just  as  reasonably  order  a 
durable  suit  of  clothes,  —  leather,  or  gutta  percha,  or  what- 
ever else  lasts  longest,  —  so  that  his  great-grandchildren 
should  have  the  benefit  of  them,  and  cut  precisely  the  same 
figure  in  the  world  that  he  himself  does.  If  each  genera- 
tion were  allowed  and  expected  to  build  its  own  houses,  that 
single  change,  comparatively  unimportant  in  itself,  would 
imply  almost  every  reform  which  society  is  now  suffering 
for.  1  doubt  whether  even  our  public  edifices  —  our  capi- 
tols,  state-houses,  court-houses,  city-halls,  and  churches  — 
ought  to  be  built  of  such  permanent  materials  as  stone  oi 
bnck.  It  were  better  that  they  should  crumble  to  ruin,  once 
in  twenty  years,  or  thereabouts,  as  a  hint  to  the  people  to 
examine  into  and  reform  the  institutions  which  they  sym 
bolize." 

"  How  you  hate  everything  old ! "  said  Phoebe,  in  di&may. 
"  It  makes  me  dizzy  to  think  of  such  a  shifting  world ! " 

**I  certainly  love  nothing  mouldy,"  answ^ered  Holgrave 
"  Now,  this  old  Pyncheon-house !  Is  it  a  wholesome  place 
to  live  in,  with  its  blark  shingles,  and  the  green  moss  that 
shows  how  damp  they  ure?  —  its  dark,  low-studded  rooms 
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«'•  te  gnme  and  nordidness,  which  are  the  crystalliz^ition  od 
it*  walls  of  the  human  hreath,  that  has  been  drawn  and 
f*xhaled  here,  in  discontent  and  anguish?  The  house 
ought  to  be  purified  with  fire,  —  purified  till  only  its  ashes 
remain ! " 

"  Then  why  do  you  Ure  in  it  ? "  asked  Phoebe,  a  little 
p»qued. 

"  O,  I  am  pursuing  my  studies  here ;  not  in  books,  how- 
ever," replied  Hblgrave.  "The  house,  in  my  view,  is 
expressive  of  that  odious  and  abominable  Past,  with  all  its 
bad  influences,  against  which  I  have  just  been  declaiming. 
J  dwell  in  it  for  a  while,  that  I  may  know  the  better  how  to 
hate  it.  By-the-by,  did  you  ever  hear  the  story  of  Maule, 
the  wizard,  and  what  happened  between  him  and  your 
immeasurably  great-grandfather  ?  " 

"  Yes  indeed ! "  said  Phcebe ;  "  I  heard  it  long  ago,  from 
my  father,  and  two  or  three  times  from  my  cousin  Hepzi- 
bah,  in  the  month  that  I  have  been  here.  She  seems  to 
think  that  all  the  calamities  of  the  Pyncheons  began  from 
that  quarrel  with  the  wizard,  as  you  call  him.  And  you, 
Mr.  Holgmve,  look  as  if  you  thought  so  too !  How  singu- 
lar, that  you  should  believe  what  is  so  very  absurd,  when 
you  reject  many  things  that  are  a  great  deal  worthier  of 
credit!" 

"I  do  believe  it,"  said  the  artist,  seriously;  "not  as  a 
superstition,  however,  but  as  proved  by  unquestionable  facts, 
and  as  exemplifying  a  theory.  Now,  see ;  —  under  those 
seven  gables,  at  which  we  now  look  up,  —  and  which  old 
Colonel  Pyncheon  meant  to  be  the  house  of  his  descend- 
ants, in  prosperity  and  happiness,  down  to  an  epoch  fai 
beyond  the  present,  —  under  that  roof,  through  a  portion  of 
three  centuries,  there  has  been  perpetual  remorse  of  con* 
science,  a  constantly  defeated  hope,  strife  amongst  kindred^ 
rarious  misery,  a  strange  form  of  death   dark  suspicioiv 
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unspeakable  disgrace,  —  all,  or  most  of  which  calamity,  i 
have  the  means  of  tracing  to  the  old  Puritan's  inordinate 
desire  to  plant  and  endow  a  family.  To  plant  a  family ! 
This  idea  is  at  the  bottom  of  most  of  the  wrong  and  mis-  • 
chief  which,  men  do.  The  truth  is,  that,  once  in  every  half 
century,  at  longest,  a  family  should  be  merged  into  the 
great,  obscure  mass  of  humanity,  and  forget  aU  about  it5 
ancestors.  Human  blood,  in  order  to  keep  its  freshness, 
should  run  in  hidden  streams,  as  the  water  of  an  aqueduct 
is  conveyed  in  subterranean  pipes.  Xn  the  family  existence 
of  these  Pyncheons,  for  instance,  —  forgive  me,  Phoebe ;  but 
I  cannot  think  of  you  as  one  of  them,  —  in  their  brief  New 
England  pedigree,  there  has  been  time  enough  to  infect 
them  all  with  one  kind  of  lunacy  or  another ! " 

"  You  speak  very  unceremoniously  of  my  kindred,"  said 
Phoebe,  debating  with  herself  whether  she  ought  to  take 
ofience. 

"  I  speak  true  thoughts  to  a  true  mind ! "  answered  Hoi- 
grave,  with  a  vehemence  which  Phoebe  had  not  before  wit- 
nessed in  him.  "  The  truth  is  as  I  say !  Furthermore,  the 
original  perpetrator  and  father  of  this  mischief  appears  to 
have  perpetuated  himself,  and  still  walks  the  street,  —  at 
least,  his  very  image,  in  mind  and  body,  —  with  the  fairest 
prospect  of  transmitting  to  posterity  as  rich  and  as  wretched 
an  inheritance  as  he  has  received !  Do  you  remember  the 
daguerreotype,  and  its  resemblance  to  the  old  portrait  ?  " 

**  How  strangely  in  earnest  you  are ! "  exclaimed  Phojbe, 
iDoking  at  him  with  surprise  and  perplexity :  half  alarmed 
and  partly  inclined  to  laugh.  "  You  talk  of  the  lunacy  of 
the  Pyncheons ;  —  is  it  contagious  ?  " 

"  I  understand  you ! "  said  the  artist,  coloring  and  laugh- 
ing. "  I  believe  1  am  a  little  mad.  This  subject  has  taken 
hold  of  my  mind  with  the  strangest  tenacity  of  clutch,  since 
I  have  lodged  in  yonder  old  gable.     As   one   method  of 
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throwing  it  off,  I  have  put  an  incident  of  the  Pyncheon  &ni- 
ily  history,  iKith  whiph  I  happen  ti  be  acquainted,  into  the 
form  of  a  legend,  and  mean  to  publish  it  in  a  magazine." 

"  Do  you  write  for  the  magazines  ?  "  inquired  Phoebe. 

"  Is  it  possible  you  did  not  know  it  ?  "  cried  Holgrave. 
—  "  Well,  such  is  literary  fame  !  Yes,  Miss  Phoebe  Pyn- 
cheon, among  the  multitude  of  my  marvellous  gifts,  I  have 
that  of  writing  stories ;  and  my  name  has  figured,  I  can 
assure  you,  on  the  covers  of  Graham  and  Godey,  making 
as  respectable  an  appearance,  for  aught  I  could  see,  as  any 
of  the  canonized  bead-roll  with  which  it  was  associated.  In 
the  humoroas  line,  I  am  thought  to  have  a  very  pretty. way 
with  me ;  and  as  for  pathos,  I  am  as  provocative  of  tears  a 
an  onion.     But  shall  I  read  you  my  story  ?  " 

"  Yes,  if  it  is  not  very  long,"  said  Phoebe,  —  and  added 
laughingly,  —  "  nor  very  dull." 

As  this  latter  point  was  one  which  the  daguerreotypisi 
could  not'  decide  for  himself,  he  forthwith  produced  his  roL 
of  manuscript,  and,  while  the  late  sunbeams  gilded  tlie 
seven  gables^  began  to  read. 


xra 

AUCE  PYNCHEON. 

There  was  a  message  brought,  one  day,  from  the  w^ 
ihipful  Gervayse  Pyncheon  to  young  Matthew  Maule,  th^ 
carpenter,  desiring  his  immediate  presence  at  the  House  of 
the  Seven  Gables. 

♦*  And  what  does  your  master  want  with  me  ?  "  said  the 
carpenter  to  Mr.  Pyncheon's  black  servant.  "  Does  the  houjse 
need  any  repair  ?  Well  it  may,  by  this  time ;  and  no 
blame  to  my  father  who  built  it,  neither!  I  was  reading  the 
old  ccloners  tombstone,  no  longer  ago  than  last  Sabfanth ; 
and  reckoning  from  that  date,  the  house  has  stood  seven- 
and-thirty  years.  No  wonder  if  there  shiould  be  ft  job  to  do 
on  the  roof." 

"Don't  know  what  massa  wants,"  answered  Scipie 
*'  The  house  is  a  berry  good  house,  and  old  Colonel  Pyncheop 
think  so  too,  I  reckon ;  —  else  why  the  old  man  haunt  it 
80,  and  frighten  a  poor  nigga,  as  he  does  ?  " 

"  V/ell,  well,  friend  Scipio;  let  your  master  know  that 
i  *m  coming,"  said  the  carpenter,  with  a  laugh.  "  For  a 
fair,  workman-like  job,  he  '11  find  me  his  man.  And  so  the 
house  is  haunted,  is  it  ?  It  will  take  a  tighter  workman 
than  I  am  to  keep  the  spirits  out  of  the  seven  gables. 
Even  if  the  colonel  would  be  quit,"  he  added,  muttering  to 
himself,  "  my  old  grandfather,  the  wizard,  will  1  e  pretty  sure 
to  stick  to  the  Pyncheons,  a^  long  as  their  walls  hold 
together." 

•«  What  'a  that  you  mutter  to  yourself,  Matthew  Maule  ?  " 
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mekei  Scipio.  ^'  And  what  for  do  you  look  so  black  at 
me?" 

"No  matter,,  darkey !"  said  the  carpenter.  "Do  jou 
think  nobody  is  to  look  black  but  yourself?  Go  tell  ycur 
master  I'm  coming;  and  if  you  happen  to  see  Mistress 
Alice,  his  daughter,  give  Matthew  Maule's  humble  respectvs 
to  her.  She  has  brought  a  fair  face  from  Italy,  —  fair,  and 
gentle,  and  proud,  —  has  that  same  Alice  Pyncheon  I  " 

"  He  talk  of  Mistress  Alice ! "  cried  Scipio,  as  ne 
returned  from  his  errand.  "  The  low  carpenter-man !  He 
DC  business  so  much  as  to  look  at  her  a  great  way  oflfl  " 

This  young  Matthew  Maule,  the  carpenter,  it  must  be 
observed,  was  a  person  little  understood,  and  not  very  gen- 
erally liked,  in  the  town  where  he  resided ;  not  that  any- 
thing could  be  alleged  agi^inst  his  integrity,  or  his  skill  and 
diligence  in  the  handicraft  which  he  exercised.  The  aver- 
sion (as  it  might  justly  be  called)  with  which  many  persons 
regarded  him,  was  partly  the  result  of  his  own  character  and 
deportment,  and  partly  an  inheritance. 

He  was  the  gpnandson  of  a  former  Matthew  Maule,  one  of 
the  early  settlers  of  the  town,  and  who  had  been  a  famous 
and  terrible  wizard,  in  his  day.  This  old  reprobate  was 
Dne  of  the  sufferers  when  Cotton  Mather,  and  his  brother 
ministers,  and  the  learned  judges,  and  other  wise  men,  and 
Sir  William  Phipps,  the  sagacious  governor,  made  such  laud- 
able efforts  to  weaken  the  great  enemy  of  souls,  by  sending  a 
multitude  of  his  adherents  up  the  rocky  pathway  of  Gallows 
Hill.  Since  those  days,  no  doubt,  it  had  grown  to  be  sus- 
pected, that,  in  consequence  of  an  unfortunate  overdoing  of 
a  work  praiseworthy  in  itself,  the  proceedings  against  the 
witches  had  proved  far  less  acceptable  to  the  Beneficent  Fa- 
ther than  to  that  very  Arch  Enemy  whom  they  were  intended 
lo  distress  and  utterly  overwhelm.  It  is  not  the  less  certain, 
howeyer,  that  awe  and  terror  brooded  over  the  memories  if 
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those  who  died  for  this  horrihle  crime  of  witchcraft,  llieir 
graves,  in  the  crevices  of  the  rocks,  were  supposed  to  be 
incapable  of  retaining  the  occupants  who  had  been  so  hast- 
ily thrust  into  them.  Old  Matthew  Maule,  especially,  was 
known  to  have  as  little  hesitation  or  difficulty  in  rising  out 
of  his  grave  as  an  ordinary  man  in  getting  out  of  bed,  and 
was  as  often  seen  at  midnight  as  living  people  at  noonday. 
This  pestilent  wizard  (in  whom  his  just  punishment  seemed 
to  have  wrought  no  manner  of  amends)  had  an  inveterate 
habit  of  haunting  a  certain  mansion,  styled  the  House  of  the 
Seven  Gables,  against,  the  owner  of  which  he  pretended  to 
hold  an  unsettled  claim  for  ground-rent.  The  ghost,  it  ap- 
pears, —  with  the  pertinacity  which  was  one  of  his  distin- 
guishing characteristics  while  alive,  —  insisted  that  he  was 
the  rightful  proprietor  of  the  site  upon  which  the  house 
stood.  His  terms  were,  that  either  the  aforesaid  g^und- 
rent,  from  the  day  when  the  cellar  began  to  be  dug,  should 
be  paid  down,  or  the  mansion  itself  given  up ;  else  he,  the 
ghostly  creditor,  would  have  his  finger  in  all  the  affairs  of 
the  Pyncheons,  and  make  everything  go  wrong  with  them, 
though  it  should  be  a  thousand  years  after  his  death.  It 
was  a  wild  story,  perhaps,  but  seemed  not  altogether  so  in- 
credible, to  those  who  could  remember  what  an  inflexibly 
obstinate  old  fellow  this  wizard  Maule  had  been. 

Now,  the  wizard's  grandson,  the  young  Matthew  Maule 
of  our  story,  was  popularly  supposed  to  have  inherited  some 
of  his  ancestor's  questionable  traits.  It  is  wonderful  how 
many  absurdities  were  promulgated  in  reference  to  the 
young  man.  He  was  fabled,  for  example,  to  have  a  strange 
power  of  getting  into  people's  dreams,  and  regulating  mat* 
ters  there  according  to  his  own  fancy,  pretty  much  like  the 
stage-manager  of  a  theatre.  There  was  a  great  deal  of 
talk  among  the  neighbors,  parti^.ularly  the  petticoated  ones 
about  what  they  called  the  witchcraft  of  Maule's  ey 
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Sooie  said  that  he  could  look  into  people's  minds ;  others, 
that,  by  the  marvellous  power  of  this  eye,  he  could  draw 
people  into  his  own  mind,  or  send  them,  if  he  pleased,  to  do 
errands  to  his  grandfather,  in  the  spiritual  world ;  others, 
again,  that  it  was  what  is  termed  an  Evil  Eye,  and  pos- 
sessed the  valuable  faculty  of  blighting  com,  and  drying 
children  into  mummies  witii  the  heart-burn.  But,  after  all, 
what  worked  most  to  the  young  carpenter's  disadvantage 
was,  first,  the  reserve  and  sternness  of  his  natural  disposi- 
tion, and  next,  the  fact  of  his  not  being  a  church-communi- 
cant, and  the  suspicion  of  his  holding  heretical  tenets  in 
matters  of  religion  and  polity. 

After  receiving  Mr.  Pyncheon's  message,  the  carpenter 
merely  tarried  to  finish  a  small  job,  wkich  he  happened  to 
have  in  hand,  and  then  took  Lis  way  towards  the  House  of 
ike  Seven  Gables.  This  noted  edifice,  though  its  style  might 
le  getting  a  little  out  of  fashion,  was  still  as  respectable  a 
family  residence  as  that  of  any  gentleman  in  town.  The 
present  owner,  Gervayse  Pyncheon,  was  said  to  have  con- 
tracted a  dislike  to  the  house,  in  consequence  of  a  shock  to 
his  sensibility,  in  early  childhood,  from  the  sudden  death  of 
nis  grandfather.  In  the  very  act  of  running  to  climb 
Colonel  Pyncheon's  knee,  the  boy  had  discovered  the  old 
Puritan  to  be  a  corpse !  On  arriving  at  manhood,  Mr. 
Pyncheon  had  visited  England,  where  he  married  a  lady 
of  fortune,  and  had  subsequently  spent  many  years,  partly 
in  the  mother  country,  and  partly  in  various  cities  on  the 
continent  of  Europe.  During  this  period,  the  family  man- 
sion had  been  consigned  to  the  charge  of  a  kinsman,  who 
wis  allowed  to  make  it  his  home,  for  the  time  being,  in  con- 
sideration  of  keeping  the  premises  in  thorough  repair.  So  . 
faithfully  had  this  contract  been  fulfilled,  that  now,  as  the 
carpenter  approached  the  house,  his  practised  eye  could 
d'^tect  notliing  to  ciiticise  in  its  condition.     The  peaks  of 
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Ihe  seven  gables  rose  up  sharply ;  the  shingled  roof  Lookud 
thoroughly  ivater-tight ;  and  the  glittering  plaster-work 
entirely  covered  the  exterior  walls,  and  sparkled  in  the 
October  sun,  as  if  it  had  been  new  only  a  week  ago. 

The  house  had  that  pleasant  aspect  of  life  which  is  like 
the  cheery  expression  of  comfortable  activity  in  the  bumaii 
countenance.  You  could  see,  at  once,  that  there  was  the 
stir  of  a  large  family  within  it  A  huge  load  of  oak-wood 
was  passing  through  the  gateway,  towards  the  out-buildings 
m  the  rear;  the  fat  cook  —  or  probably  it  might  be  the 
housekeeper  —  stood  at  the  side-door,  bargaining  for  some 
turkeys  and  poultry,  which  a  countryman  had  brought  for 
sale.  Now  and  then,  a  maid-servant,  neatly  dressed,  and 
now  the  shining  sable  face  of  a  slave,  might  be  seen 
bustling  across  the  windows,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  house. 
At  an  open  window  of  a  room  in  the  second  story,  banging 
jver  some  pots  of  beautiful  and  delicate  flowers,  —  exotics, 
but  which  had  never  known  a  more  genial  sunshine  than 
that  of  the  New  England  autumn,  —  was  the  figure  of  a 
young  lady,  an  exotic,  like  the  flowers,  and  beautiful  and 
delicrte  as  they.  Her  presence  imparted  an  indescribable 
grace  and  faint  witchery  to  the  whole  edifice.  In  other 
respects,  it  was  a  substantial,  jolly-looking  mansion,  and 
seemed  fit.  to  be  the  residence  of  a  patriarch,  who  might 
establish  his  own  head-quarters  in  the  front,  gable,  and 
assign  one  of  the  remainder  to  each  of  his  six  children; 
while  the  great  chimney  in  the  centre  should  symbolize  the 
old  fellow's  hospitable  heart,  which  kept  them  all  warm,  and 
made  a  great  whole  of  the  seven  smaller  ones. 

There  was  a  vertical  sun-dial  on  the  front  gable ;  and  af 
(he  carpenter  passed  beneath  it,  he  looked  up  and  noted  the 
hour. 

"  Three  o'clock ! "  said  he  to  himself.  "  My  father  told 
me  that  dial  was  put  up  only  an  hour  before  the  old  coloneVs 
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dmA.  How  truly  it  has  kept  time  these  seven-^nd-thirty 
yeBLTS  post!  The  shadow  creeps  and  creeps,  ^nd  is  9lway9 
looking  over  the  shoulder  of  the  sunshine  ! " 

it  mi^ht  have  befitted  a  craftsman,  like  Matthew  Maule, 
on  being  sent  for  to  a  gentleman's  house,  to  go  to  the  back- 
door, where  servants  and  work-people  wejre  usually  admitted; 
or  at  least  to  the  side-entrance,  where  the  better  class  of 
tradesmen  made  application.  Bni  the  carpenter  had  a  great 
deal  of  pride  and  stiffness  in  his  nature;  and,  at  thi9 
moment,  moreover,  his  heart  was  bitter  with  the  sense  of 
hereditary  wrong,  because  he  considered  the  great  Vyih 
cheon-house  to  be  standing  on  soil  which  should  have  been 
his  own.  On  this  very  site,  beside  a  spring  of  delicious 
water,  his  grandfather  had  felled  the  pine-trees  and  built  ft 
cottage,  in  which  children  had  been  bom  to  him ;  and  it  way 
only  from  a  dead  man's  stiffened  fingers  that  Colonel  Pyn« 
rjieon  had  wrested  away  the  title-deeds.  So  young  Maul« 
went  eitraight  to  the  principal  entrance,  beneath  a  portal  of 
carved  oak,  &nd  gave  such  a  peal  of  the  iron  knocker  that 
you  would  have  imagined  the  stem  old  wizard  himself  to  be 
standing  at  the  threshold. 

Black  Scipio  answered  the  summons,  in  a  prodigious 
hurry ;  but  showed  the  whiter  of  his  eyes,  in  amazement,  on 
beholding  only  the  carpenter* 

"Jjord-a-mercy!  what  a  great  man  he  be,  this  carpentei 
fellow ! "  mumbled  Scipio,  down  in  his  throat.  "  Anybody 
think  he  beat  on  the  door  with  his  biggest  hammer !  ** 

"  Here  I  am !  '*  said  Maule,  sternly.  "  Show  roe  the  way 
to  your  master's  parlor ! " 

As  he  stept  into  the  house,  a  note  of  sweet  and  melan- 
choly  music  thrilled  and  vibrated  along  the  passage-way, 
proceeding  from  one  of  the  rooms  above  stairs.  Jt  wa»;  the 
harpshihord  which  Alice  Pyncheon  had  brought  with  her  ^rOiU 
bejond  the  sea.  The  fai^  Alice  bestowed  most  of  her  maiden 
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feisoie  between  flowera  and  music,  although  the  fonnei  mtm 
apt  to  dioop,  and  the  melodies  weie  often  sad.  She  was  of 
foreign  education,  and  could  not  take  kindly  to  the  New 
England  modes  of  life,  in  which  nothing  beautiful  had  ever 
been  developed. 

As  Mr.  Pyncheon  had  been  impatiently  awaiting  Maule's 
amyal,  black  Scipio,  of  course,  lost  no  time  in  ushering 
the  carpenter  into-  his  master's  presence.  The  room  in 
which  this  gentleman  sat  was  a  parlor  of  moderate  size, 
looking  out  upon  the  garden  of  the  house,  and  having  its 
windows  partly  shadowed  by  the  foliage  of  fruit-trees.  It 
was  Mr.  Pyncheon's  peculiar  apartment,  and  was  provided 
with  furniture,  in  an  elegant  and  costly  style,  principally 
from  Paris ;  the  floor  (which  was  unusual,  at  that  day)  be- 
ing covered  with  a  carpet,  so  skilfully  and  richly  wrought, 
that  it  seemed  to  glow  as  with  living  flowers.  In  one  comer 
stood  a  marble  woman,  to  whom  her  own  beauty  was  the 
sole  and  sufficient  garment.  Some  pictures' — that  looked 
old,  and  had  a  mellow  tinge  diflused  through  all  their  artful 
splendor — hung  on  the  walls.  Near  the  fireplace  was  a 
large  and  very  beautiful  cabinet  of  ebony,  inlaid  with  ivory; 
a  piece  of  antique  furniture,  which  Mr.  Pyncheon  had 
bought  in  Venice,  and  which  he  used  as  the  treasure-place 
for  medals,  ancient  coins,  and  whatever  small  and  valuable 
curiosities  he  had  picked  up,  on  his  travels.  Through  all 
this  variety  of  decoration,  however,  the  room  showed  its 
original  characteristics;  its  low  stud,  its  cross-beam,  its 
chimney-piece,  with  the  old-fashioned  Dutch  tiles ;  so  that  it 
was  the  emblem  of  a  mind  industriously  stored  with  foreign 
ideas,  and  elaborated  into  artificial  refinement,  but  n'-  ither 
'arger,  nor,  in  its  proper  self,  more  elegant,  than  before. 

There  were  two  objects  that  appeared  rather  out  of  place 
in  this  very  handsomely  furnished  room.  One  was  a  large 
map,  or  surveyor's  plan,  of  a  tract  of  land,  which  looked  as 
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if  it  had  been  drawn  a  good  many  jeais  ago,  and  was  now 
dingv  with  smoke,  and  soiled,  here  and  there,  with  the  touch 
of  fingers.  The  other  was  a  portrait  of  a  stem  old  mar ,  in 
a  Puritan  garb;  painted  roughly,  but  with  a  bold  efiect,  and 
a  remarkably  strong  expression  of  character. 

At  a  small  table,  before  a  fire  of  English  sea-coal,  sat 
Mr.  Pyncheon,  sipping  cofiee,  which  had  grown  to  be  a  very 
favorite  beverage  with  him  in  France.  He  was  a  middle- 
aged  and  really  handsome  man,  with  a  wig  flowing  down 
upon  his  shoulders ;  his  coat  was  of  blue  velvet,  with  lace 
on  the  borders  and  at  the  button-holes ;  and  the  fire-light 
glistened  on  the  spacious  breadth  of  his  waistcoat,  which 
was  flowered  all  over  with  gold.  On  the  entrance  of  Scipio, 
ushering  in  the  carpenter,  Mr.  Pyncheon  turned  partly 
round,  but  resumed  his  former  position,  and  proceeded  delib- 
erately to  finish  his  cup  of  coflee,  without  immediate  notice 
of  the  guest  whom  he  had  summoned  to  his  presence.  It 
was  not  that  he  intended  any  rudeness,  or  improper  neglect, 
—  which,  indeed,  he  would  have  blushed  to  be  guilty  of,  — 
but  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  a  person  in  Maule's  station 
had  a  claim  on  his  courtesy,  or  would  trouble  himself  about 
it,  one  way  or  the  o^er. 

The  carpenter  however,  stepped  at  once  to  the  hearth, 
and  turned  himself  about,  so  as  to  look  Mr.  Pyncheon  in 
fthe  face. 

'*  Tou  sent  for  me,"  said  he.  **  Be  pleased  to  ezpJam 
your  business,  that  I  may  go  back  to  my  own  aflairs." 

*  Ah  !  excuse  me,"  said  Mr.  Pyncheon,  quietly.  "  I  did 
not  mean  to  tax  your  time  without  a  recompense.  Youi 
name,  I  think,  is  Maule,  —  Thomas  or  Matthew  Maule,  —  a 
«on  or  grandson  of  the  builder  of  this  house  ?  " 

**  Matthew  Maule,"  replied  the  carpenter, —  "  son  of  him 
ifho  built  the  house,  —  grandson  of  the  rightful  proprietor 
of  the  soil" 

14 
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**  I  know  the  dispute  to  which  you  allude,"  obseryed  Mt 
Pyncheon,  with  undisturbed  equanimity.  ♦♦  I  am  weB 
aware  that  my  gmndfather  was  compelled  to  resort  to  p 
6uit  at  law,  m  order  to  establish  his  claim  to  the  foundation* 
site  of  this  edifice.  We  will  not,  if  you  please,  renew  the 
discussion.  The  matter  was  settled  at  the  time,  and  by 
the  competent  authorities,  r— equitably,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
—  and,  at  all  events,  irrevocably.  Yet,  singularly  enough, 
there  is  an  incidental  reference  to  this  very  subject  in  whai 
I  am  now  about  to  say  to  you.  And  this  same  invetemte 
grudge,  —  excuse  me,  I  mean  no  oflfence,  —  this  irritability, 
which  you  have  just  shown,  is  not  entirely  aside  from  the 
matter." 

"If  you  can  find  anything  for  your  purpose, 'Mr.  Pyn- 
cheon,"  said  the  carpenter,  *'  in  a  man's  natural  resentment 
for  die  wrongs  done  to  his  blood,  you  are  welcome  to  it !  " 

"  1  take  you  at  your  word,  Goodman  Maule,"  ^id  the 
owner  of  the  seven  gables,  with  a  smile,  "  and  will  proceed 
to  suggest  a  mode  in  which  your  hereditary  resentments  -^ 
justifiable,  or  otherwise  —  may  have  had  a  bearing  on  my 
aflairs.  You  have  heard,  I  suppose,  that  the  Pyncheon 
family,  ever  since  my  grandfather's  days,  have  been  pros* 
ecuting  a  still  unsettled  claim  to  a  very  lai^  extent  of 
territory  at  the  eastward  ?  " 

"  Often,"  replied  Maule,  —  and  it  is  said  that  a  snile 
came  over  his  face,  —  "  very  often,  —  from  my  father  \ " 

"  This  claim,"  continued  Mr.  Pyncheon,  after  pausing  i| 
moment,  as  if  to  consider  what  the  carpenter's  smije  might 
mean,  "  appeared  to  be  on  the  very  vej^  of  a  settlement 
and  full  allowance,  at  the  period  of  my  grandfather's  de* 
cease.  It  was  well  known,  to  those  in  his  confidence,  that 
he  anticipated  neither  difficulty  nor  dehiy.  Now,  Colonel 
Pjrncheon,  I  need  hardly  say,  was  a  practical  man,  well  ac- 
quainted with  public  and  pny&te^  business,  and  not  ^t  all  th« 
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perton  to  cherish  ill-founded  hopes,  or  to  attempt  the  follow- 
ing out  of  an  impracticable  scheme.  It  is  obvious  to  con- 
clude, therefore,  that  he  had  grounds,  not  apparent  to  his 
heirs,  for  his  confident  anticipation  of  success  in  the  mat- 
ter of  this  eastern  claim.  In  a  word,  I  believe,  —  and  my 
legal  advisers  coincide  in  the  belief,  which,  moreover,  is 
authorized,  to  a  certain  extent,  by  the  family  traditions, — 
that  my  grandfather  was  in  possession  of  some  deed,  or 
other  document,  essential  to  this  claim,  but  which  has  since 
disappeared." 

"Very  likely,"  said  Matthew  Maule, — and  again,  it  n 
said,  there  was  a  dark  smile  on  his  face,  —  "  but  what  can 
a  poor  carpenter  have  to  do  with  the  grand  afiairs  of  the 
Pyncheon  family  ?  " 

•*  Perhaps  nothing,"  returned  Mr.  Pyncheon, —  "  possibly, 
much ! " 

Here  ensued  a  great  many  words  between  Matthew  Maule 
and  the  proprietor  of  the  seven  gables,  on  the  subject  which 
the  latter  had  thus  broached.  It  seems  (although  Mr.  Pyn- 
cheon had  some  hesitation  in  referring  to  stories  so  exceed- 
mgly  absurd  in  their  aspect)  that  the  popular  belief  pointed 
to  some  mysterious  connection  and  dependence,  existing 
between  the  family  of  the  Maules  and  these  vast,  unreal- 
ized possessions  of  the  Pyncheons.  It  was  an  ordinary 
«aying,  that  the  old  wizard,  hanged  though  he  was,  had  ob- 
tained the  best  end  of  the  bargain,  in  his  contest  with  Colo- 
nel Pyncheon ;  inasmuch  as  he  had  got  possession  of  the 
great  eastern  claim,  in  exchange  for  an  acre  or  two  of  gar- 
den-ground. A  very  aged  woman,  recently  dead,  had  often 
used  the  metaphorical  expression,  in  her  fire-side  talk,  that 
miles  and  miles  of  the  Pyncheon  lands  had  been  shovelled 
i.'!to  Maule's  grave  ;  which,  by-the-by,  was  but  a  very  shal- 
low nook,  between  two  rocks,  near  the  summit  of  Crallows 
Hill.     An;ain,  when  the  lawyers  were  making  inquiry  for 
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(he  missing  docmnent,  it  was  a  by-woid,  that  it  would  nerei 
be  found,  unless  in  the  wizard's  skeleton-hand.  So  much 
weight  had  the  shrewd  lawyers  assigned  to  these  fables,  that 
— (but  Mr.  Pyncheon  did  not  see  fit  to  inform  the  carpentei 
of  the  &ct)  — they  had  secretly  caused  the  wizard  s  giaye 
to  be  searched.  Nothing  was  discovered,  however,  except 
that,  unaccountably,  the  right  hand  of  the  skeleton  was  gone. 

Now,  what  was  unquestionably  important,  a  portion  of 
ihese  popular  rumors  could  be  traced,  though  rather  doubt 
fully  and  indistmctly,  to  chance  words  and  obscure  hints  of 
the  executed  wizard's  son,  and  the  father  of  this  present 
Matthew  Maule.  And  here  Mr.  Pyncheon  could  bring  an 
item  of  his  own  personal  evidence  into  play.  Though  but 
a  child  at  the  time,  he  either  remembered  or  fancied  that 
Matthew's  &ther  had  had  some  job  to  perform,  on  the  day 
before,  or  possibly  the  very  morning  of  the  colonel's  decease 
in  the  private  room  where  he  and  the  carpenter  were  at  this 
moment  talking.  Certain  papers  belonging  to  Colone^ 
Pyncheon,  as  his  grandson  distinctly  recollected,  had  been 
spread  out  on  the  table. 

Matthew  Maule  understood  the  insinuated  suspicion. 

"Myfether,"  he  said,  —  but  still  there  was  that  dark 
smile,  making  a  riddle  of  his  countenance,  —  "  my  father 
was  an  honester  man  than  the  bloody  old  colonel !  Not  to 
get  his  rights  back  again  would  he  have  carried  off  one 
of  those  papers ! " 

"  I  shall  not  bandy  words  with  you,"  observed  the  foreign- 
ored  Mr.  Pyncheon,  with  haughty  composure.  "  Nor  will  it 
become  me  to  resent  any  rudeness  towards  either  my  grand' 
father  or  myself.  A  gentleman,  before  seeking  intercourse 
with  a  person  of  your  station  and  habits,  will  first  consider 
whether  the  urgency  of  the  end  may  compensate  for  the 
disagreeaMeness  of  the  means.  It  does  so,  in  the  presen 
instance.' 
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He  then  icnewed  the  conversation,  and  made  great  peco- 
niary  offers  to  the  carpenter,  in  case  the  latter  should  give 
information  leading  to  the  discovery  of  the  lost  document, 
and  the  consequent  success  of  the  eastern  claim.  For  a 
long  time  Matthew  Maule  is  said  to  have  turned  a  cold  ear 
~  to  these  propositions.  At  ]ast,  however,  with  a  strange  kind 
of  laugh,  he  inquired  whether  Mr.  Pyncheon  would  make 
over  to  him  the  old  wizard's  homestead-ground,  together 
with  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  now  standing  on  it,  in 
requital  of  the  documentary  evidence  so  urgently  required. 

The  wild,  chimney-comer  legend  (which,  without  copy- 
ing all  its  extravagances,  my  narrative  essentially  follows) 
here  gives  an  account  of  some  very  strange  behavior  on 
the  part  of  Colonel  Pyncheon's  portrait.  This  picture,  it 
must  be  understood,  was  supposed  to  be  so  intimately  con* 
nected  with  the  fate  of  the  house,  and  so  magically  built 
into  its  walls,  that,  if  once  it  should  be  removed,  that  very' 
instant  the  whole  edifice  would  come  thundering  down 
in  a  heap  of  dusty  ruin.  All  through  the  foregoing  con- 
versation between  Mr.  Pyncheon  and  the  carpenter,  the 
portrait  had  been  frowning,  clenching  its  fist,  and  giving 
many  such  proofs  of  excessive  discomposure,  but  without 
attracting  the  notice  of  either  of  the  two  coUoquists.  And 
finally,  at  Matthew  Maule's  audacious  suggestion  of  a  trans- 
fer of  the  seven^bled  structure,  the  ghostly  portrait  is 
averred  to  have  lost  all  patience,  and  to  have  shown  itself 
on  the  point  of  descending  bodily  from  its  frame.  But  such 
incredible  incidents  are  merely  to  be  mentioned  aside. 

"  Give  up  this  house ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pyncheon,  in 
amazement  at  the  proposal.  "  Were  I  to  do  so,  my  grand- 
father would  not  rest  quiet  in  his  grave  !  " 

**  He  never  has,  if  all  stories  are  true,"  remarked  the  car 
penter,  oomposedly.     "  But  that  matter  concerns  his  grand 
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son  more  than  it  does  Matthew  Maule.     I  have   19  cthe. 
terms  to  propose." 

Impossible  as  he  at  first  thought  it  to  comply  with 
Maule's  conditions,  still,  on  a  second  glance,  Mr.  Pyn 
cheon  was  of  opinion  that  they  might  at  least  be  made 
matter  of  discussion.  He  himself  had  no  personal  attach- 
ment  for  the  house,  nor  any '  pleasant  associations  con- 
nected with  his  childish  residence  in  it.  On  the  convTary, 
after  seven-and-thirty  years,  the  presence  of  his  dead  grand- 
father  seemed  still  to  pervade  it,  as  on  that  morning  when 
the  affrighted  boy  had  beheld  him,  with  so  ghastly  an 
aspect,  stiffening  in  his  chair.  His  long  abode  in  foreign 
parts,  moreover,  and  familiarity  with  many  of  the  castles  and 
ancestral  halls  of  England,  and  the  marble  palaces -of  Italj, 
had  caused  him  to  look  c4)ntemptuously  at  the  House  of 
the  Seven  Gables,  whether  in  point  of  splendor  or  conve- 
nience. It  was  a  mansion  exceedingly  inadequate  to  the 
style  of  living  which  it  would  be  incumbent  on  Mr.  Pyn* 
cheon  to  support,  after  realizing  his  territorial  rights.  His 
steward  might  deign  to  occupy  it,  but  never,  certainly,  th3 
great  landed  proprietor  himself.  In  the  event  of  success, 
indeed,  it  was  his  purpose  to  return  to  England ;  nor,  to 
say  the  truth,  would  he  recently  have  quitted  that  more 
congenial  home,  had  not  his  own  fortune,  as  well  as  hir 
deceased  wife's,  begun  to  give  symptoms  of  exhaustioii. 
The  eastern  claim  once  fairly  settled,  and  put  upon  the  firm 
basis  of  actual  possession,  Mr.  Pyncheon's  property  —  to  be 
measured  by  miles,  not  acres  —  would  be  worth  an  earldom 
and  would  reasonably  entitle  him  to  solicit,  or  enable  him 
to  purchase,  that  elevated  dignity  from  the  British  monarch 
Lord  Pyncheon !  —  or  the  Earl  of  Waldo !  —  how  could  such 
a  magnate  be  expected  to  contract  his  grandeur  within  the 
pitiful  compass  of  seven  shingled  gables  ? 

In  short,  on  an  enlarged  view  of  the  business,  the  cai 
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pentef'ft  terms  appeared  so  ridiculou3]y  easy,  that  Mr.  Pyn« 
cheon  could  scarcely  forbear  laughing  in  his  face.  He  wa« 
quite  ashamed,  after  the  foregoing  reflections,  to  propose  any 
diminution  oi*  so  moderate  a  recompense  for  the  immense 
service  to  be  rendered. 

"  I  consent  to  your  proposition,  Maule,"  cried  he.  "  Put 
me  in  possession  of  the  document  essential  to  establish  my 
lights,  and  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables  is  your  own ! " 

According  to  some  versions  of  the  story,  a  regular  con- 
tOLCt  to  the  above  eflfect  was  drawn  up  by  a  lawyer,  and 
signed  and  sealed  in  the  presence  of  witnesses.  Others  say 
that  Matthew  Maule  was  contented  with  a  private  written 
agreement,  in  which  Mr.  Pyncheon  pledged  his  honor  and 
integrity  to  the  fulfilment  of  the  terms  concluded  upon. 
The  gentleman  then  ordered  wine,  which  he  and  the  car- 
penter drank  together,  in  confirmation  of  their  bargain 
During  the  whole  preceding  discussion  and  subsequent  form- 
alities, the  old  Puritan's  portrait  seems  to  have  persisted  in 
its  shadowy  gestures  of  disapproval;  but  without  effect, 
except  that,  as  Mr.  Pyncheon  set  down  the  emptied  glass, 
De  thought  he  beheld  his  grandfather  frown. 

"  This  sherry  is  too  potent  a  wine  for  me ;  it  has  affected 
my  brain  already,"  he  observed,  after  a  somewhat  startled 
look  at  the  picture.  **  On  returning  to  Europe,  I  shall  con* 
fine  myself  to  the  more  delicate  vintages  of  Italy  and 
France,  the  best  of  which  will  not  bear  transportation." 

"My  Lord  Pyncheon  may  drink  what  wine  he  will,  and 
wherever  he  pleases,"  replied  the  carpenter,  as  if  he  had 
been  privy  to  Mr.  Pyncheon's  ambitious  projects.  "But 
first,  sir,  if  you  desire  tidings  of  this  lost  document,  I  must 
crave  the  favor  of  a  little  talk  with  your  fair  daughter 
Alice." 

"You  are  mad,  Maule!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pyncheon, 
haughtily;  and  now, at  last,  there  was  anger  mixed  up  witk 
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his  pride.  "What  can  my  daughter  have  to  do  widi  a 
business  like  this  ?  " 

Indeed,  at  this  new  demand  on  the  carpenter's  part,  the 
proprietor  of  the  seven  gables  was  even  more  thunder-struck 
than  at  the  cool  proposition  to  surrender  his  house.  There 
was,  at  least,  an  assignable  motive  for  the  first  stipulation ; 
there  appeared  to  be  none  whatever,  for  the  last.  Never- 
theless, Matthew  Maule  sturdily  insisted  on  the  young  lady 
being  summoned,  and  even  gave  her  father  to  understand, 
in  a  mysterious  kind  of  explanation,  —  which  made  the 
matter  considerably  darker  than  it  looked  before, — that 
the  only  chance  of  acquiring  the  requisite  knowledge  was 
through  the  clear,  crystal  medium  of  a  pure  and  virgin 
intelligence,  like  that  of  the  fair  Alice.  Not  to  encumber 
our  story  with  Mr.  Pyncheon's  scruples,  whether  of  con* 
science,  pride,  or  fatherly  affection,  he  at  length  ordered  his 
daughter  to  be  called.  He  well  knew  that  she  was  in  her 
chamber,  and  engaged  in  no  occupation  that  could  not 
readily  be  laid  aside ;  for,  as  it  happened,  ever  since  Alice's 
name  had  been  spoken,  both  her  father  and  the  carpenter 
had  heard  the  sad  and  sweet  music  of  her  harpsichord,  and 
the  airier  melancholy  of  her  accompanying  voice. 

So  Alice  Pyncheon  was  summoned,  and  appeared.  A 
portrait  of  this  young  lady,  painted  by  a  Venetian  artist,  and 
left  by  her  father  in  England,  is  said  to  have  fallen  into  the 
nands  of  the  present  Duke  of  Devonshire,  and  to  be  now 
preserved  at  Chats  worth ;  not  on  account,  of  any  associations 
with  the  original,  but  for  its  value  as  a  picture,  and  the  high 
character  of  beauty  in  the  countenance.  If  ever  there  was 
a  lady  bom,  and  set  apart  from  the  world's  vulgar  mass  by 
a  certain  gentle  and  cold  stateliness,  it  was  this  very  Alice 
Pyncheon.  Yet  there  was  the  womanly  mixture  in  her ; 
the  tenderness,  or,  at  least,  the  tender  capabilities.  For  the 
%ake  of  that  redeeming  quality,  a  man  ol  generous  natl2^? 


ALICE  FYNCHBOir.  817 

wimid  have  forgiven  all  her  pride,  and  have  been  content, 
almost,  to  lie  down  in  her  path,  and  let  Alice  set  her  slender 
foot  upon  his  heart.  All  that  he  would  have  required,  was 
simply  the  acknowledgment  that  he  was  indeed  a  man,  and 
a  fellow-being,  mouided  of  the  same  elements  as  she. 

As  Alice  came  into  the  room,  her  eyes  fell  upon  the  car- 
penter, who  was  standing  near  its  centre,  clad  in  a  green 
^roollen  jacket,  a  pair  of  loose  breeches,  open  at  the  knees, 
ind  with  a  long  pocket  for  his  rule,  the  end  of  which  pro- 
coded  ;  it  was  as  proper  a  mark  of  the  artisan's  calling,  as 
tf  r,  Pyncheon^s  full-dress  sword  of  that  gentleman's  aristo- 
cratic pretensions.  A  glow  of  artistic  approval  brightened 
•ver  Alice  Pyncheon's  face ;  she  was  struck  with  admiration 
^i— which  she  made  no  attempt  to  conceal  —  of  the  remark- 
uble  comeliness,  strength  and  energy,  of  Maule's  figure. 
But  that  admiring  glance  (which  most  other  men,  perhaps, 
would  have  cherished  as  a  sweet  recollection,  all  through 
life)  the  carpenter  never  forgave.  It  must  have  been  the 
devil  himself  that  made  Maule  so  subtile  in  his  perception. 

"  Does  the  girl  look  at  me  as  if  I  were  a  brute  beast  ?  " 
thought  he,  setting  his  teeth.  **  She  shall  know  whether  I 
have  a  human  spirit;  and  the  worse  for  her,  if  it  prove 
stronger  than  her  own !  " 

**  My  father,  you  sent  for  me,"  said  Alice,  in  her  sweet 
and  harp-like  voice.  "  But,  if  you  have  business  with  this 
young  man,  pray  let  me  go  again.  You  know  I  do  not  love 
this  room,  in  spite  of  that  Claude,  with  which  you  try  to 
faring  back  sunny  recollections."  * 

"  Stay  a  moment;  young  lady,  if  yon  please  "  said  Mat- 
thew Maule.  "  My  business  with  your  father  is  tvtt.  With 
yourself,  it  is  now  to  begin  !  " 

Alice  looked  towards  her  father,  in  surprise  and  inqidiy. 

"  Yes,  Alice,"  said  Mr.  Pyncheon,  with  some  disturliance 
ami  confusion.    ^  This  young  man  —his  name  is  Matthew 
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Maule  —  pivfesses,  so  ^i  ^  i  can  understand  him.  to  Iw 
able  to  discover,  through  yoai  means,  a  certain  paper  o? 
parchmcmt,  whicu  was  missmg  long  before  your  birth.  The 
miportai:ce  of  the  document  in  qae&i]on  renders  it  advisable 
to  neglect  no  possible,  even  if  improbable,  method  of  regain- 
ing it.  You  will  therefore  oblige  me,  my  dear  Alice,  by 
answering  tuis  person's  inquiries,  and  complying  with  his 
lawful  and  reasonable  requests,  so  far  as  tney  may  appear 
to  have  the  aforesaid  object  in  view.  As  1  shall  remain  in 
the  room,  you  need  apprehend  no  rude  nor  unbecoming 
deportment,  on  the  young  man's  part ;  and,  at  your  slightest 
wish,  of  course,  the  investigation,  or  whatever  we  may  call 
it,  shall  immediately  be  broken  off." 

"Mistress  Alice  Pyncheon,"  remarked  Matthew  Maule, 
with  the  utmost  deference,  but  yet  a  half-hidden  sarcasm  in 
his  look  and  tone,  "  will  no  doubt  feel  herself  quite  safe  in 
her  father's  presence,  and  under  his  all-sufficient  protection." 

"  I  certainly  shall  entertain  no  manner  of  apprehension, 
with  my  father  at  hand,"  said  Alice,  with  maidenly  dignity. 
"  Neither  do  I  conceive  that  a  lady,  while  true  to  herself, 
can  have  aught  to  fear,  from  whensoever,  or  in  any  circum* 
stances ! " 

Poor  Alic.e !  By  what  unhappy  impulse  did  she  thus  put 
herself  at  once  on  terms  of  defiance  against  a  strength  which 
«he  could  not  estimate  ? 

"Then,  Mistress  Alice,"  said  Matthew  Maule,  handing 
n  chair, — gracefully  enough,  for  a  craftsman,  —  "will  it 
please  you  only  to  sit  down,  and  do  me  the  favor  (though 
altogether  beyond  a  poor  carpenter's  deserts)  to  fix  yout 
eyes  on  mine !  " 

Alice  complied.  She  was  very  proud.  Setting  aside  all 
advantages  of  rank,  this  fair  girl  deemed  herself  conscious 
of  a  power,  —  combined  of  beauty,  high,  unsullied  purity, 
and  the  preservative  force  of  womanhood,  —  tF^at  coqU 
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TiEife  her  Bphere  impenetrable,  unless  betrayed  V  vTPvhery 
within.  She  instinctively  knew,  it  may  be,  that  some  -minis- 
ter or  evil  potency  was  now  striving  to  pass  her  barrio* ; 
nor  would  she  decline  the  contest.  So  Alice  put  womap'4 
might  against  man*s  might ;  a  match  not  often  equal,  on  the 
part  of  woman. 

Her  father,  meanwhile,  had  turned  away,  and  seemed 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a  landscape  by  Claude, 
where  a  shadowy  and  sun-streaked  vista  penetrated  so  re- 
motely into  an  ancient  wood,  that  it  would  have  been  no 
wonder  if  his  fancy  had  lost  itself  in  the  picture's  bewilder- 
ing depths.  But,  in  truth,  the  picture  was  no  more  to  him, 
at  that  moment,  than  the  blank  wall  against  which  it  hung. 
His  mind  was  haunted  with  the  many  and  strange  tales 
which  he  had  heard,  attributing  mysterious  if  not  supernat*' 
ural  endowments  to  these  Maules,  as  well  the  grandson,  here 
present,  as  his  two  immediate  ancestors.  Mr.  Pyncheon'a 
long  residence  abroad,  and  intercourse  with  men  of  wit  and 
fashion, — courtiers,  worldlings,  and  free-thinkers, — had  done 
much  towards  obliterating  the  grim  Puritan  superstitions, 
which  no  man  of  New  England  birth,  at  that  early  period, 
could  entirely  escape.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  had  not  a 
whole  community  believed  Maule's  grandfather  to  be  a  wiz- 
ard ?  Had  not  the  crime  been  proved  ?  Had  not  the  wiz- 
ard died  for  it  ?  Had  he  not  bequeathed  a  legacy  of  hatred 
against  the  Pyncheons  to  this  only  grandson,  who,  as  it 
appeared,  was  now  about  to  exercise  a  subtle  influence  over 
the  daughter  of  his  enemy's  house  ?  Might  not  this  influ- 
ence be  the  same  that  was  called  witchcraft  ? 

Turning  half  around,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Maule's  fig- 
ure in  the  looking-glass.  At  some  paces  from  Alice,  with 
his  arms  uplifted  in  the  air,  the  carpenter  made  a  gesture, 
as  if  directing  downward  a  slow,  ponderous,  and  invisible 
weight  upon  the  maiden. 
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"  Stay,  Maule ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pyncheon,  stepping  for* 
ward.     "  I  forbid  your  proceeding  further !  ' 

"  Pray,  my  dear  father,  do  not  interrupt  the  young  man," 
said  Alice,  without  changing  her  position.  "  His  efforts,  I 
assure  you,  w  ill  prove  very  harmless." 

Again  Mr.  Pyncheon  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  Claude. 
It  was  then  his  daughter's  will,  in  opposition  to  his  own, 
^t  the  experiment  should  be  fully  tried.  Henceforth, 
therefore,^  he  did  but  consent,  not  urge  it.  And  was  it  not 
for  her  sake,  far  more  than  for  his  own,  that  he  desired  its 
success?  That  lost  parchment  once  restored,  the  beautiful 
Alice  Pyncheon,  \^ith  the  rich  dowry  which  he  could  then 
bestow,  might  wed  an  English  duke,  or  a  German  reigning- 
prince,  instead  of  some  New  England  clergyman  or  lawyer  f 
At  the  thought,  the  ambitious  father  almost  consented,  in 
his  heart,  that,  if  the  devil's  power  were  needed  to  the 
accomplishment  of  this  great  object,  Maule  might  evoke 
hid.     Alice's  own  purity  would  be  her  safeguard. 

With  his  mind  full  of  imaginary  magnificence,  Mr.  Pyn- 
cheon heard  a  half-uttered  exclamation  from  his  daughter. 
It  was  very  faint  and  low ;  so  indistinct  that  there  seemed 
but  half  a  will  to  shape  out  the  words,  and  too  undefined  a 
purport  to  be  intelligible.  Yet  it  was  a  call  for  help !  — 
his  conscience  never  doubted  it;  —  and.  little  more  than  a 
whisper  to  his  ear,  it  was  a  dismal  shriek,  and  long  reechoed 
so,  in  the  region  round  his  heart!  But,  this  time,  the 
father  did  not  turn. 

After  a  further  interval,  Maule  spoke. 

"  Behold  your  daughter ! "  said  he. 

Mr.  Pyncheon  came  hastily  forward.  The  carpenter  was 
6t\nding  erect  in  front  of  Alice's  chair,  and  pointing  his 
finger  t-owards  the  maiden  with  an  expression  of  triumphant 
power,  the  limits  of  which  could  not  be  defined,  as,  indeed, 
its  scope  stretched  vagriely  towards  the  unseen  and  the 
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mfinita  Alice  aat  in  an  attitude  of  piofound  repose,  vnA 
the  long  brown  ^ashes  drooping  oirer  her  eyes. 

*•  There  she  is ! "  said  the  carpenter.     "  Speak  to  her !  " 

**  Alice !  My  daughter ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pyncheon 
'•  My  own  Alice !  " 

She  did  not  stir. 

"  Louder ! "  said  Maule,  smiling. 

"  Alice  *  Awake ! "  cried  her  father.  "  It  troubles  me 
to  see  you  thus !     Awake !  '* 

He  spoke  loudly,  with  terror  in  his  voice,  and  close  to 
that  delicate  ear,  which  had  always  been  so  i  sensitive  to 
every  discord.  But  the  sound  evidently  reached  her  not. 
It  is  indescribable  what  a  sense  of  remote,  diiA,  unattainable 
distance,  betwixt  himself  and  Alice,  was  impressed  on  the 
father  by  this  impossibility  of  reaching  her  with  his  voice. 

"Best  touch  her! "  said  Matthew  Maule.  "  Shake  the 
girl,  and  roughly  too !  My  hands  are  hardened  with  too 
much  use  of  axe,  saw,  and  plane, — else  I  might  help  you !  '* 

Mr.  Pyncheon  took  her  hand,  and  pressed  it  with  the 
earnestness  of  startled  emotion.  He  kissed  her,  with  so 
great  a  heart-throb  in  the  kiss,  that  he  thought  she  must 
needs  feel  it.  Then,  in  a  gust  of  anger  at  her  insensibility, 
he  shook  her  maiden  form,  with  a  violence  which,  the  next 
moment,  it  afirighted  him  to  remember.  He  withdrew  his 
encircling  arms,  and  Alice  —  whose  figure,  though  flexible, 
had  been  wholly  impassive  —  relapsed  into  the  same  atti- 
tude as  before  these  attempts  to  arouse  her.  Maule  having 
shifted  his  position,  her  face  was  turned  towards  him, 
slightly,  but  with  what  seemed  to  be  a  reference  of  her  very 
slumber  to  his  guidance. 

Then  it  was  a  strange  sight  to  behold  hi  w  the  man  of 
conventionalities  shook  the  powder  out  of  his  periwig;  how 
the  reserved  and  stately  gentleman  forgot  his  dignity;  how 
the  gold-embroiiered  waistcoat  flickered  ard  glistened  in 
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die  fire-light,  with  the  conyulsion  of  rage,  tenor,  and  srirrow, 
in  the  human  heart  that  was  beating  under  it. 

"  Villain ! "  cried  Mr.  Pyncheon,  shaking  his  clenched 
fist  at  Maule.     "  You  and  the  fiend  together  have  robbed 
me  of  my  daughter !     Give  her  back,  spawn  of  the  old  wiz- 
ard, or  you  shall  climb  Galbws  Hill  in  your  grandfather's  | 
footsteps ! " 

"  Softly,  Mr.  Pyncheon ! "  said  the  carpenter,  with  scoru 
lul  composure.  "  Softly,  an*  it  please  your  worship,  else  you 
will  spoil  those  rich  lace  ruffies,  at  your  wrists !  Is  it  my 
crime  if  you  have  sold  your  daughter  for  the  mere  hope 
of  getting  a  sheet  of  yellow  parchment  into  your  clutch ) 
There    sits    Mistress    Alice,    quietly    asleep!     Now    let  I 

Matthew  Maule  try  whether  she  be  as  proud  as  the  carpen-  | 

ter  found  her  a  while  since." 

He  spoke,  and  Alice  responded,  with  a  soft,  subdued,  j 

inward  acquiescence,  and  a  bending  of  her  form  towards  ' 

him,  like  the  flame  of  a  torch  when  it  indicates  a  gentle 
draft  of  air.  He  beckoned  with  his  hand,  and,  rising  from 
her  chair,  ^ —  blindly,  but  undoubtingly,  as  tending  to  her 
sure  and  inevitable  centre,  —  the  proud  Alice  approached 
him.  He  waved  her  back,  and,  retreating,  Alice  sank  again 
into  her  seat.  j 

'*  She  is  mine ! "  said  Matthew  Maule.     '*  Mine,  by  the  | 

right  of  the  strongest  spirit ! "  ; 

In  the  further  progress  of  the  legend,  there  is  a  long,  gro- 
tesque, and  occasionally  awe-striking  account  of  the  carpen* 
ter's  incantations  (if  so  they  are  to  be  called),  with  a  view 
of  discovering  the  lost  document.  It  appears  to  have  been 
his  object  to  convert  the  mind  of  Alice  into  a  kinl  of  tele- 
scopic medium,  through  which  Mr.  Pyncheon  ani  himself 
might  obtain  a  glimpse  into  the  spiritual  world.  He  sue 
ceeded,  accordingly,  in  holding  an  imperfect  sort  of  inter> 
course,  at  one  removoi  with  the  departed  personages,  m 
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wlKMe  cuafody  the  so  mucV  Talued  secret  had  been  cunied 
beyond  the  precincts  of  earth.  Dunng  her  trance,  Alice 
described  three  figures  as  being  present  to  her  spiritualized 
perception.  One  was  an  aged,  dignified,  stem-looking 
gentleman,  clad,  as  for  a  solemn  festival,  in  grave  and  costly 
attire,  but  with  a  great  blood-stain  on  his  richly-wrouglit 
band;  the  second,  an  aged  man,  meanly  dressed,  with  a 
dark  and  malign  countenance,  and  a  broken  halter  about  his 
neck ;  the  third,  a  person  not  so  advanced  in  life  as  the 
former  two,  but  beyond  the  middle  age,  wearing  a  coarse 
woollen  tunic  and  leather  breeches,  and  with  a  carpenter's 
rule  sticking  out  of  his  side-pocket.  These  three  visionary 
characters  possessed  a  mutual  knowledge  of  the  missing 
document.  One  of  them,  in  truth,  —  it  was  he  with  the 
blood-stain  on  his  band,  —  seemed,  unless  his  gestures  were 
misunderstood,  to  hold  the  parchment  in  his  immediate 
keeping,  but  was  prevented,  by  his  two  partners  in  the 
mystery,  from  disburthening  himself  of  the  trust.  Finally, 
when  he  showed  a  purpose  of  shouting  forth  the  secret, 
loudly  enough  to  be  heard  from  his  own  sphere  into  that  of 
mortals,  his  companions  struggled  with  him,  and  pressed 
their  hands  over  his  mouth ;  and  forthwith  —  whether  that 
he  were  choked  by  it,  or  that  the  secret  itself  was  of  a  crim- 
son hue  — there  was  a  fresh  flow  of  blood  upon  his  band. 
Upon  this,  the  two  meanly-dressed  figures  mocked  and 
jeered  at  the  much-abashed  old  dignitary,  and  pointed  their 
fingers  at  the  stain. 

At  this  juncture,  Maule  turned  to  Mr.  Pyncheon. 

**  It  will  never  be  allowed,"  said  he.  "  The  custody  of  this 
secret,  that  would  so  enrich  his  heirs,  makes  part  of  your 
grandfather's  retribution.  He  must  choke  with  it  until  it  is 
no  longer  of  any  value.  And  keep  you  the  Haase  of  the 
Seven  Gables  I    It  is  too  dear-bought  an  inherimnce,  and 
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too  heavy  with  the  curse  upon  it,  to  be  shifted  jet  A  wlule 
from  the  colonel's  posterity !  " 

Mr.  Pyncheon  tried  to  speak,  but  —  what  with  fear  and 
passion  —  could  make  only  a  gurgling  murmur  in  his  throat 
The  carpenter  smiled. 

"Aha,  worshipful  sir! — so,  you  have  old  Maule's  blood  to 
drink !  "  said  he  jeeringly. 

"  Fiend  in  man's  shape !  why  dost  thou  keep  dominion 
over  my  child  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Pjmcheon,  when  his  choked 
utterance  could  make  way.  "  Give  me  back  my  daughter! 
Then  go  thy  ways ;  and  may  we  never  meet  again ! " 

"  Your  daughter ! "  said  Matthew  Maule.  "  Why,  she  is 
fairly  mine !  Nevertheless,  not  to  be  too  hard  with  fair 
Mistress  Alice,  I  will  leave  her  in  your  keeping ;  but  I  do 
not  warrant  you  that  she  shall  never  have  occasion  to  re- 
member Maule,  the  carpenter." 

He  waved  his  hands  with  an  upward  motion ;  and,  after 
a  few  repetitions  of  similar  gestures,  the  beautiful  Alice 
Pyncheon  awoke  from  her  strange  trance.  She  awoke, 
without  the  slightest  recollection  of  her  visionary  expe- 
rience ;  but  as  one  losing  herself  in  a  momentary  reverie, 
and  returning  to  the  consciousness  of  actual  life,  iu  almost 
as  brief  an  interval  as  the  down-sinking  flame  of  the  hearth 
should  quiver  again  up  the  chimney.  On  recognizing  Mat- 
thew Maule,  she  assiuned  an  air  of  somewhat  cold  but 
gentle  dignity,  the -rather,  as  there  was  a  certain  peculiar 
smile  on  the  carpenter's  visage,  that  stirred  the  native 
pride  of  the  fair  Alice.  So  ended,  for  that  time,  the  quest 
for  the  lost  title-deed  of  the  Pyncheon  territory  at  the 
eastward ;  nor,  though  often  subsequently  renewed,  has  it 
ever  yet  befallen  a  Pyncheon  to  set  his  eye  upon  thai 
parchment. 

But,  alas  for  the  beautiful,  the  gentle,  yet  too  haughty 
Alice!    A  power,  that  she  little  dreamed  of,  had  laid  its 
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giasp  up  m  her  maiden  soul.  A  will,  most  unlike  her  own 
oonstraiiied  her  to  do  its  grotesque  and  fantastic  bidding. 
Her  father,  as  it  proved,  had  martyred  his  poor  child  to  an 
mordlnate  desire  for  measuring  his  land  by  miles,  instead 
of  acres.  And,  therefore,  while  Alice  Pyncheon  lived,  she 
WKS  Maule's  slave,  in  a  bondage  more  humiliating,  a  thou- 
sand fold,  than  that  which  binds  its  chain  around  the 
body.  Seated  by  his  humble  fireside,  M aule  had  but  to  wave 
bis  hand ;  and,  wherever  the  proud  lady  chanced  to  be,  — 
whether  in  her  chamber,  or  entertaining  her  father's  stately 
g^iests,  or  worshipping  at  church,  —  whatever. her  place  or 
occupation,  her  spirit  passed  from  beneath  her  own  control, 
and  bowed  itself  to  Maule.  "  Alice,  laugh  !  "  —  the  car- 
penter, beside  his  hearth,  would  say ;  or  perhaps  intensely 
will  it,  without  a  spoken  word.  And,  even  were  it  prayer-  ' 
time,  or  at  a  funeral,  Alice  must  break  into  wild  laughter. 
"  Alice,  be  sad !  "  —  and,  at  the  instant,  down  would  conys 
het  tears,  quenching  all  the  mirth  of  those  around  her,  like 
Budden  rain  upon  a  bonfire.  "  Alice,  dance ! "  —  and  dance 
she  would,  not  in  such  court-like  measures  as  she  had 
learned  abroad,  but  some  high-paced  jig,  or  hop-skip  riga- 
doon,  befitting  the  brisk  lasses  at  a  rustic  merry-making. 
It  seemed  to  be  Maule's  impulse  not  to  ruin  Alice,  nor  to 
visit  her  with  any  black  or  gigantic  mischief,  which  would 
have  crowned  her  sorrows  with  the  grace  of  tragedy,  but  to 
wreak  a  low,  ungenerous  scorn  upon  her.  Thus  all  the 
dignity  of  life  was  lost.  She  felt  herself  too  much  abased, 
and  longed  to  change  natures  with  some  worm ! 

One  evening,  at  a  bridal-party  —  (but  not  her  own ;  for, 
so  lost  from  self-control,  she  would  have  deemed  it  sin  to 
marry)  —  poor  Alice  was  beckoned  forth  by  her  unseen  des- 
pot, and  constrained,  in  her  gossamer  white  dress  and  satin 
slippers,  to  hasten  along  the  street  to  the  mean  dwelling  of 
a  laboring-man.  There  was  laughter  and  good  sheer 
15 
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within ;  for  Matthew  Maule,  that  night,  was  to  wed  fta 
laborer's  daughter,  and  had  summoned  proud  Alice  I'yn- 
cheon  to  wait  upon  his  bride.  And  so  she  did ;  and  when 
the  twain  were  one,  Alice  awoke  out  of  her  enchanted 
sleep.  Yet,  no  longer  proud,  —  humbly,  and  with  a  smile 
all  steeped  in  sadness,  —  she  kissed  Maule's  wife,  and  went 
bor  way.  It  was  an  inclement  night ;  the  south-east  wind 
drove  the  mingled  snow  and  rain  into  her  thinly-sheltered 
bosoni ;  her  satin  slippers  were  wet  through  and  through, 
OS  she  trod  the  muddy  sidewalks.  The  next  day,  a  cold ; 
soon,  a  settled  cough ;  anon,  a  hectic  cheek,  a  wasted  form, 
that  sat  beside  the  harpsichord,  and  filled  the  house  with 
music  !  Music,  in  which  a  stmin  of  the  heavenly  choristen 
was  echoed !  0,  joy  I  For  Alice  had  borne  her  last  ha« 
railiation  !  O,  greater  joy !  For  Alice  was  penitent  of 
her  one  earthly  sin,  and  proud  no  more ! 

The  Pyncheons  made  a  great  funeral  for  Alice.  The  Idth 
and  kin  were  there,  and  the  whole  respectability  of  the  town 
besides.  But,  last  in  the  procession,  came  Matthew  Maule, 
,  gnashing  his  teeth,  as  if  he  would  have  bitten  his  own  heart 
in  twain  —  the  darkest  and  wofullest  man  that  ever  walked 
behind  a  corpse  !  He  meant  to  humble  Alice  —  not  to  kill 
her ;  —  but  he  had  taken  a  woman's  delicate  soul  intr)  hia 
rude  i^pe,  to  play  with,  —  and  she  was  dead ! 


XIV. 

PHCEBE'S  GOOD-BY. 

IIoLaRATE,  plunging  into  his  tale  with  the  eneigy  and 
absorption  natural  to  a  young  author,  had  given  a  good 
deal  of  action  to  the  parts  capable  of  being  developed  and 
exemplified  in  that  manner.  He  now  observed  that  a  cer- 
tain remarkable  drowsiness  (wholly  unlike  that  with  which 
the  reader  possibly  feels  himself  affected)  had  been  flung  over 
the  senses  of  his  auditress.  It  was  the  effect,  unquestion- 
ably, of  the  mystic  gesticulations  by  which  he  had  sought 
to  bring  bodily  before  Phoebe's  perception  the  figure  of  the 
mesmerizing  carpenter.  With  the  lids  drooping  over  her 
eyes,  —  now  lifted,  for  an  instant,  and  drawn  down  again,  as 
with  leaden  weights,  —  she  leaned  slightly  towards  him,  and 
seemed  almost  to  regulate  her  breath  by  his.  Holgrave 
gazed  at  her,  as  he  rolled  up  his  manuscript,  and  recog- 
nized an  incipient  stage  of  that  curious  psychological 
condition,  which,  as  he  had  himself  told  Phoebe,  he  pos- 
sessed more  than  an  ordinary  faculty  of  producing.  A 
veil  was  beginning  to  be  muffled  about  her,  in  which  she 
could  behold  only  him,  and  live  only  in  his  thoughts  and 
emotions.  His  glance,  as  he  fastened  it  on  the  young 
girl,  grew  involuntarily  more  concentrated ;  in  his  attitude 
there  was  the  consciousness  of  power,  investing  his  hardly 
mature  figuro  with  a  dignity  that  did  not  belong  to  its  phys- 
ical manifestation.  It  was  evident,  that,  with  but  one  wave 
flif  his  hand  and  a  corresponding  effort  of  his  will,  he  could 
complete  his  mastery  over  Phoebe's  yet  free  and  virgin 
ipirit :  he  could  establish  an  influence  over  this  good,  pure, 
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and  simple  child,  as  dangerous,  and  perhaps  as  disastioos 
as  that  which  the  carpenter  of  his  legend  had  acquired  wnd 
exercised  over  the  ill-fated  Alice. 

To  a  disposition  like  HoigAtiire's,  at  once  speculative  and 
active,  there  is  no  temptation  so  great  as  the  opportu- 
nity of  acquiring  empire  over  the  human  spirit;  nor  any 
idea  more  seductive  to  a  young  man  than  to  hecome  the 
arbiter  of  a  young  girPs^  destiny.  Let  us,  therefore,— 
whatever  his  defects  of  nature  and  education,  and  in  spite 
of  his  scorn  for  creeds  and  institutions, —  concede  to  the 
daguerreotypist  the  rare  and  high  quality  of  reverence  for 
another's  individuality.  Let  us  allow  him  integrity,  also 
forever  after  to  be  confided  in ;  since  he  forbade  himself  t» 
twine  that  one  link  more  which  might  have  rendered  hi* 
spell  over  Phoebe  indissoluble. 

He  made  a  slight  gesture  upward  with  his  hand. 

"  You  really  mortify  me,  my  dear  Miss  Phoebe ! "  he  ey 
claimed,  smiling  half-sarcastically  at  her.  "  My  poor  story 
it  is  but  too  evident,  will  never  do  for  Godey  or  Graham 
Only  think  of  your  falling  asleep  at  what  I  hoped  the 
newspaper  critics  would' pronounce  a  most  brilliant,  pow 
erful,  imaginative,  pathetic,  and  original  winding  up !  Well 
the  manuscript  must  serve  to  light  lamps  With; — if,  indeed 
being  so  imbued  wi*h  my  gentle  dulness,  it  is  any  longe) 
capable  of  flame  !  " 

"  Me  asleep !  How  can  you  say  so  ?  "  answered  Phoebe 
as  unconscious  of  the  rrisis  through  which  she  had  passed 
as  an  infant  of  the  precipice  to  the  verge  of  which  it  ha> 
rolled.  "  No,  no  !  I  cops>der  myself  as  having  been  verj 
attentive;  and,  though  7  <ionH  remember  the  incidentr 
quite  distinctly,  yet  I  have  an  imoression  of  a  vast  de&l  of 
trouble  and  calamity,  —  so,  no  douiJt,  the  *tory  will  provt 
exceedingly  attractive." 

H"  tHiq  time,  the  sun  had  gone  down,  and  was  tintinf 
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tile  cIojJs  towards  the  zenith  with  those  bright  hues  which 
are  not  seen  there  until  some  time  after  sunset,  and  when 
the  horizon  has  quite  lost  its  richer  brilliancy  The  moon, 
too,  which  had  long  been  climbing  overhead,  and  unobtru- 
sively melting  its  disk  into  the  azure,  —  like  an  ambitious 
demagogue,  who  hides  his  aspiring  purpose  by  assuminj  the 
prevalent  hue  of  popular  sentiment, — now  began  to  shine 
out,  broad  and  oval,  in  its  middle  pathway.  These  silvery 
beams  were  already  powerful  enough  to  change  the  char- 
acter of  the  lingering  daylight.  They  softened  and  embel- 
lished the  aspect  of  the  old  house ;  although  the  shadowi 
fell  deeper  into  the  angles  of  its  many  gables,  and  lay  brood 
ing  under  the  projecting  story,  and  within  the  half-open 
door.  With  the  lapse  of  every  moment,  the  garden  gre^ 
more  picturesque;  the  fruit-trees,  shrubbery  and  flower* 
bushes,  had  a  dark  obscurity  among  them.  The  common* 
place  characteristics, — which,  at  noontide,  it  seemed  to 
have  taken  a  century  of  sordid  life  to  accumulate,  —  were 
now  transfigured  by  a  charm  of  romance.  A  hundred  mys 
terious  years  were  whispering  among  the  leaves,  wheneve 
the  slight  sea-breeze  found  its  way  thither  and  sirred  them 
Through  the  foliage  that  roofed  the  little  summer-house* 
the  moonlight  flickered  to  and  fro,  and  fell  silvery  white  on 
the  dark  floor,  the  table  and  the  circular  bench,  with  a  con 
dnual  shift  and  play,  according  as  the  chinks  and  wayward 
crevices  among  the  twigs  admitted  or  shut  out  the  glimmer. 
So  sweetly  cool  was  the  atmosphere,  after  all  the  feverish 
day,  that  the  summer  eve  might  be  fancied  as  sprinkling 
dews  and  liquid  in^oonlight,  with  a  dash  of  icy  tempei  in 
them,  out  of  a  silver  vase.  Here  and  there,  a  few  drops  of 
this  freshness  were  scattered  on  a  human  heart,  and  gave  it 
youth  again,  and  sympathy  with  the  eternal  youth  of 
nature.  The  artist  chanced  to  be  one  on  whom  the  reviv- 
ing influence  fell.     It  made  him  feel —  wh&t  he  sometimeii 
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almost  forgot,  thrast  so  early  as  he  had  been  into  the  rudk 
struggle  of  man  with  man  —  how  youthful  he  still  was. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  he  observed,  "  that  I  never  >\atcked 
the  coming  of  so  beautiful  an  eve,  and  never  felt  anything 
so  very  much  like  happiness  as  at  this  moment.  After  all, 
what  a  good  world  we  live  in!  How  good,  and  beautiful! 
How  young  it  is,  too,  with  nothing  really  rotten  or  age- 
worn  in  it !  Thb  old  house,  for  example,  which  sometimes 
has  positively  oppressed  my  breath  with  its  smell  of  decay- 
ing  timber!  And  this  garden,  where  the  black  mould 
always  clings  to  my  spade,  as  if  I  were  a  sexton,  delving  in 
a  grave-yard !  Could  I  keep  the  feeling  that  now  possesses 
me,  the  garden  would  every  day  be  virgin  soil,  with  the 
earth's  first  freshness  in  the  flavor  of  its  beans  and  squashes; 
and  the  house !  —  it  would  be  like  a  bower  in  Eden,  bios- 
boming  with  the  earliest  roses  that  God  ever  made.  Moon- 
light, and  the  sentiment  in  man's  heart  responsive  to  it, 
are  the  greatest  of  renovators  and  reformers.  And  all  other 
reform  and  renovation,  I  suppose,  will  prove  to  be  no  better 
than  moonshine ! " 

"1  have  been  happier  than  I  am  now;  at  least,  much 
gayer,"  said  Phoebe,  thoughtfully.  "  Yet  I  am  sensible  of 
a  great  charm  in  this  brightening  moonlight ;  and  I  love  to 
watch  how  the  day,  tired  as  it  is,  lags  away  reluctantly,  and 
hates  to  be  called  yesterday  so  soon.  I  never  cared  much 
about  moonlight  before.  What  is  there,  I  wonder,  so  beau- 
tiful in  it,  to-night?" 

"  And  you  have  never  felt  it  before  ?  "  inquired  the  artist 
looking  earnestly  at  the  girl,  through  the  twilight. 

"  Never,"  answered  Phoebe ;  "  and  life  does  not  look  the 
same,  now  that  I  have  felt  it  so.  It  seems  as  if  I  had  looked 
at  everything,  hitherto,  in  broad  daylight,  or  else  in  the  ruddy 
light  of  a  chee.rful  fire,  glimmering  and  dancing  through  • 
room.     Ah,  poor  me ! "  she  added,  with  a  half-mekncholj 
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laugh.  <*  I  shall  never  be  so  merry  as  before  I  knew  Cousin 
Hepzibah  and  poor  Cousin  Clifford.  I  have  grown  a  gr^At 
deal  older,  in  this  little  time.  Older,  and,  I  hope,  wiser,  and, 
—  not  exactly  sadder,  —  but,  certainly,  with  not  half  so 
much  lightness  in  my  spirits !  I  have  given  them  my  sun- 
shine, and  have  been  glad  to  give  it ;  but,  of  course,  I  can* 
not  both  give  and  keep  it.  They  are  welcome,  notwith* 
standing ! " 

"You  have  lost  nothing,  Phoebe,  worth  keeping,  nor 
which  it  was  possible  to  keep,'*  said  Holgrave,  after  a  pause. 
••  Our  first  youth  is  of  no  value ;  for  we  are  never  conscious 
of  it,  until  after  it  is  gone.  But  sometimes — always,  I  sus* 
pect,  unless  one  is  exceedingly  unfortunate  —  there  comes  a 
sense  of  second  youth,  gushing  out  of  the  heart's  joy  at 
being  in  love ;  or,  possibly,  it  may  come  to  crown  some  other 
girnd  festival  in  life,  if  any  other  such  there  be.  This 
bemoaning  of  one's  self  (as  you  do  now)  over  the  first,  care- 
less, shallow  gayety  of  youth  departed,  and  this  profound 
happiness  at  youth  regained,  —  so  much  deeper  and  richer 
than  that  we  lost,  —  are  essential  to  the  spuPs  development. 
In  some  cases,  the  two  states  come  almost  simultaneously, 
and  mingle  the  sadness  and  the  rapture  in  one  mysterious 
emotion." 

"  I  hardly  think  I  understand  you,"  said  Fhoebe. 

"No  wonder,"  replied  Holgrave,  smiling;  "for  I  have 
told  you  a  secret  which  I  hardly  began  to  know,  before  I 
found  myself  giving  it  utterance.  Remember  it,  however  i 
and  when  the  truth  becomes  clear  to  you,  then  think  of  this 
moonlight  scene ! " 

"  It  is  entirely  moonlight  now,  except  only  a  little  flush 
of  faint  crimson,  upward  from  the  west,  between  those  build- 
ings," remarked  Phcebe.  "  I  must  go  in.  Cousin  Hepzibah 
ifi  not  quick  at  figures,  and  will  give  hercelf  a  headache 
over  the  day's  accounts,  unless  I  help  her," 
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But  Holgrare  detained  her  a  little  longer. 

<<  Miss  Hepzibah  tells  me,"  observed  he,  **  that  you  letaifl 
to  the  country,  in  a  few  days." 

"Yes,  but  only  for  a  little  while,"  answered  Phcebe; 
**  for  I  look  upou  this  as  my  present  home.  I  go  to  make  a 
few  arrangements,  and  to  take  a  more  deliberate  leave  of, 
my  mother  and  friends,  it  is  pleasant  to  live  where  one  ia 
much  desired,  and  very  useful;  and  I  think  I  may  have  the 
ntisfaction  of  feeling  myself  so,  here." 

'<  You  surely  may,  and  more  than  you  imagine,"  said  the 
artist.  **  Whatever  health,  comfort  and  natural  life,  exists 
in  the  house,  is  embodied  in  your  person.  These  blessings 
came  along  with  you,  and  will  vanish  when  you  leave  the 
threshold.  Miss  Hepzibah,  by  secluding  herself  from 
society,  has  lost  all  true  relation  with  it,  and  is,  in  fact, 
dead ;  although  she  galvanizes  herself  into  a  semblance  of 
life,  and  stands  behind  her  counter,  afflicting  the  world  with 
a  g3^tly-to-be-deprecated  scowl.  Your  poor  cousin  Clifford 
is  another  dead  and  long-buried  person,  on  whom  the  gov- 
ernor and  council  have  wrought  a  necromantic  miracle.  1 
should  not  wonder  if  he  were  to  crumble  away,  some  morn- 
ing, after  you  are  gone,  and  nothing  be  seen  of  him  more, 
except  a  heap  of  dust.  Miss  Hepzibah,  at  any  rate,  will 
lose  what  little  flexibility  she  has.  They  both  exist  by 
you." 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  think  so,"  answered  Phoebe, 
gravely.  "  But  it  is  true  that  my  small  abilities  were  pre- 
cisely what  they  needed ;  and  I  have  a  real  interest  in  their 
weL  sre,  —  an  odd  kind  of  motherly  sentiment,  —  which  I 
wish  you  would  not  laugh  at!  And  let  me  tell  you 
frankly,  Mr.  Holgrave,  I  am  sometimes  puzzled  to  knew 
whether  you  wish  them  well  or  ill." 

"  Undoubtedly,"  said  the  daguerreotypist,  "  I  do  feel  an 
nterest  in  this  antiquated,  poverty-stricken  old  maiden 
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lady,  and  this  degraded  and  shattered  gentleman,  —  thin 
abortive  lover  of  the  beautiful.  A  kindly  interest,  toO| 
helpless  old  children  that  they  are !  But  you  have  no  con- 
ception what  a  different  kind  of  heart  mine  is  from  your 
own.  It  is  not  my  impulse,  as  regards  these  two  individu- 
als, either  to  help  or  hinder ;  but  to  look  on,  to  analyze,  to 
explain  matters  to  myself,  and  to  comprehend  the  drama 
which,  for  almost  two  hundred  years,  has  been  dragging  its 
slow  length  over  the  ground  where  you  and  I  now  tread. 
If  permitted  to  witness  the  close,  I  doubt  not  to  derive  a 
moral  satisfaction  from  it,  go  mattera  how  they  may.  There 
is  a  conviction  within  me  that  the  end  draws  nigh.  But, 
though  Providence  sent  you  hither  to  help,  and  sends  me 
only  as  a  privileged  and  meet  spectator,  I  pledge  myself  to 
lend  these  unfortunate  beings  whatever  aid  I  can !  *' 

'*I  wish  you  would  speak  more  plainly,"  cried  Phoebe, 
perplexed  and  displeased ;  "  and,  above  all,  that  you  would 
feel  more  like  a  Christian  and  a  human  being !  How  is  it 
possible  to  see  people  in  distress,  without  desiring,  more 
than  anything  else,  to  help  and  comfort  them  ?  You  talk 
as  if  this  old  house  were  a  theatre ;  and  you  seem  to  look  at 
Hepzibah's  and  Clifford's  misfortunes,  and  those  of  genera- 
tions before  them,  as  a  tragedy,  such  as  I  have  seen  acted 
in  the  hall  of  a  country  hotel,  only  the  present  one  appean 
to  be  played  exclusively  for  your  amusement.  I  do  not 
like  this.  The  play  costs  the  performers  too  much,  and  the 
audience  is  too  cold-hearted." 

"  You  are  severe,"  said  Holgraye,  compelled  to  recognin 
a  degree  of  truth  in  this  piquant  sketch  of  his  own  mood. 

"  And  then,"  continued  Phcebe,  "  what  can  you  mean  by 
your  conviction,  which  you  tell  me  of,  that  the  end  is  draw- 
ing near  ?  Do  you  know  of  any  new  trouble  hanging  over 
my  poor  relatives  ?  If  so,  tell  me  nt  once,  and  I  will  nol 
leave  them ! " 
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*<  (orgive  me,  Phcebe ! "  said  the  daguerreotypist,  holding 
out  his  hand,  to  which  the  girl  was  constrained  to  yield  hei 
ovm.  "  I  am  somewhat  of  a  mystic,  it  must  he  confessed. 
The  tendency  is  in  my  hlood,  together  with  the  faculty  of 
mesmerism,  which  might  have  hrought  me  to  Gallows  Hill, 
m  the  good  old  times  of  witchcraft.  Believe  me,  if  I  were 
really  aware  of  any  secret,  the  disclosure  of  which  would 
benefit  your  friends,  —  who  are  my  own  friends,  likewise, 
—  you  should  learn  it  before  we  part.  But  I  have  no  such 
knowledge," 

"  You  hold  something  back ! "  said  Phoebe. 

"  Nothing,  —  no  secrets  but  my  own,"  answered  Hoi- 
grave.  "  I  can  perceive,  indeed,  that  Judge  Pyncheon  still 
keeps  his  eye  on  Clifibrd,  in  whose  ruin  he  had  so  large  a 
share.  His  motives  and  intentions,  however,  are  a  mystery 
to  me.  He  is  a  determined  and  relentless  man,  with  the 
genuine  character  of  an  inquisitor ;  and  had  he  any  object 
to  gain  by  putting  Clifford  to  the  rack,  I  verily  believe  that 
he  would  wrench  his  joints  from  their  sockets,  in  order  to 
accomplish  it.  But,  so  wealthy  and  eminent  as  he  i^,  —  so 
powerful  in  his  own  strength,  and  in  the  support  of  society 
on  all  sides,  —  what  can  Judge  Pyncheon  have  to  hope  or 
fear  from  the  imbecile,  branded,  half^torpid  Clifford  ?  " 

"  Yet,"  urged  Phoebe,  "  you  did  speak  as  if  misfortune 
were  impending ! " 

**  O,  that  was  because  I  am  morbid !  "  replied  the  artist. 
'<  My  mind  has  a  twist  aside,  like  almost  everybody's  mind, 
except  your  own.  Moreover,  it  is  so  strange  to  find  myself 
an  inmate  of  this  old  Pyncheon-house,  and  sittirg  in  this 
old  garden  —  (hark,  how  Maule's  well  is  murmuring !)  — 
that,  were  it  only  for  this  one  circumstance,  I  cannot  help 
&ncying  that  Destiny  is  arranging  its  fifth  act  for  a  catas- 
trophe." 

"There ! "  cried  Phoebe  with  renewed  vexation;  for  sh* 
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.wa«i  by  nature  as  hostile  to  mystery  as  the  sunshine  to  a 
dark  corner.     "  You  puzzle  me  more  than  ever ! " 

"  Then  let  us  part  friends ! "  said  Holgrave,  pressing  her 
hand.  "  Or,  if  not  friends,  let  us  part  before  you  entirely 
hate  me.     You,  who  love  everybody  else  in  the  world !  " 

'*  Good-by,  then,"  said  Phoebe,  frankly.  "  I  do  not  mean 
to  be  angry  a  great  while,  and  should  be  sorry  to  have  you 
think  so.  There  has  Cousin  Hepzibah  been  standing  in  the 
shadow  of  the  door-way,  this  quarter  of  an  hour  past !  She 
thinks  I  stay  too  long  in  the  damp  garden.  So,  good-night, 
and  good-by ! " 

On  the  second  morning  thereafter,  Phoebe  might  have 
been  seen,  in  her  straw  bonnet,  with  a  shawl  on  one  arm 
and  a  little  carpet-bag  on  the  other,  bidding  adieu  to  Hepzi- 
bah and  Cousin  Clifford.  She  was  to  take  a  seat  in  the 
next  train  of  cars,  which  would  transport  her  to  within  half 
a  dozen  miles  of  her  country  village. 

The  tears  were  in  Phoebe's  eyes;  a  smile,  dewy  with 
afiectionate  regret,  was  glimmering  around  her  pleasant 
mouth.  She  wondered  how  it  came  to  pass,  that  her  life 
of  a  few  weeks,  here  in  this  heavy-hearted  old  mansion,  had 
taken  such  hold  of  her,  and  so  melted  into  her  associations, 
as  now  to  seem  a  more  important  centre-point  of  remem- 
brance than  all  which  had  gone  before.  How  had  Hepzibah 
—  grim,  silent,  and  irresponsive  to  her  overflow  of  cordial 
sentiment — contrived  to  win  so  much  love  ?  And  Clifford,  — > 
in  his  abortive  decay,  with  the  mystery  of  fearful  crime  upon 
him,  and  the  close  prison-atmosphere  yet  lurking  in  his 
breath,  —  how  had  he  transformed  himself  into  the  simplest 
child,  whom  Phoebe  felt  bound  to  watch  over,  and  be,  as  it 
were,  the  providence  of  his  unconsidered  hours !  Every- 
thing, at  that  instant  of  farewell,  stood  out  prominently  to 
her  view.     Look  where  she  would,  lay  her  hand  on  wha 
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ehe  might,  the  object  responded  to  her  consciousness,  as  if  a 
moist  human  heart  were  in  it 

She  peeped  from  the  window  into  the  garden,  and  felt 
lierself  more  regretful  at  leaving  this  spot  of  black  earth, 
vitiated  with  such  an  age-long  growth  of  weeds,  than  joyful 
at  the  idea  of  again  scenting  her  pine-forests  and  fresh 
clover-fields.  She  called  Chanticleer,  his  two  wives,  and 
the  venerable  chicken,  and  threw  them  some  crumbs  of 
oread  from  the  breakfast-table.  These  being  hastily  gobbled 
up,  the  chicken  spread  its  wings,  and  alighted  close  by 
Phoebe  on  the  window-sill,  where  it  looked  gravely  into  her 
face  and  vented  its  emotions  in  a  croak.  Phcebe  bade  it  be 
a  good  old  chicken  during  her  absence,  and  promised  to 
bring  it  a  little  bag  of  buckwheat. 

<*  Ah,  PhcBbe ! "  remarked  Hepzibah,  "  you  do  not  smile 
so  naturally  as  when  you  came  to  us!  Then  the  smile 
chose  to  shine  out ;  now,  you  choose  it  should.  It  is  well 
that  you  are  going  back,  for  a  little  while,  into  your  native 
air.  There  has  been  too  much  weight  on  your  spirits. 
The  house  is  too  gloomy  and  lonesome ;  the  shop  is  full  of 
vexations ;  and  as  for  me,  I  have  no  faculty  of  making  things 
look  brighter  than  they  are.  Dear  Clifford  has  been  your 
only  comfort ! " 

"  Come  hither,  Phoebe,*'  suddenly  cried  her  cousin  Clif- 
ford, who  had  said  very  little,  all  the  morning.  "  Close  !  — 
closer !  —  and  look  me  in  the  face ! " 

Phoebe  put  one  of  her  small  hands  on  each  elbow  of  his 
chair,  and  leaned  her  face  towards  him,  so  that  he  might 
peruse  it  as  carefully  as  he  would.  It  is  probable  that  the 
latent  emotions  of  this  parting  hour  had  revived,  in  some 
degree,  his  bedimmed  and  enfeebled  faculties.  At  any  rate, 
Phoebe  soon  felt  that,  if  not  the  profound  insight  of  a  seer, 
yet  a  more  than  femiiine  delicacv  of  appreciation,  wa» 
making  her  heart  the  aubject  of  its  regard.     A  moment 


raCBBB'iB  GOOD-BT.  237 

befofe.  she  had  known  nothing  which  she  would  have 
sought  to  hide.  Now,  as  if  some  secret  were  hinted  to  her 
own  consciousness  through  the  medium  of  another's  per- 
ception, she  was  fain  to  let  her  eyelids  droop  beneath  Clif- 
ford's gaze.  A  blush,  too,  —  the  redder,  because  she  strove 
hard  to  keep  it  down,  —  ascended  higher  and  higher,  in  a 
tide  of  fitful  progress,  until  even  her  brow  was  all  suffused 
with  it. 

"  It  is  enough,  Phoebe,"  said  Clifford,  with  a  melancholy 
imile.  "  When  I  first  saw  you,  you  were  the  prettiest  little 
maiden  in.  the  world ;  and  now  you  have  deepened  into 
beauty !  Girlhood  has  passed  into  womanhood ;  the  bud  is 
a  bloom !     Go,  now !  —  I  feel  lonelier  than  I  did." 

Phoebe  took  leave  of  the  desolate  couple,  and  passed 
through  the  shop,  twinkling  her  eyelids  to  shake  off  a  dew- 
drop;  for — considering  how  brief  her  absence  was  to  be, 
and  therefore  the  folly  of  being  cast  down  about  it  —  she 
would  not  so  far  acknowledge  her  tears  as  to  dry  them  with 
her  handkerchief.  On  the  door-step,  she  met  the  little 
urchin  whose  marvellous  feats  of  gastronomy  have  been 
recorded  in  the  earlier  pages  of  our  narrative.  She  took 
from  the  window  some  specimen  or  other  of  natural  his- 
tory, —  her  eyes  being  too  dim  with  moisture  to  inform  her 
accurately  whether  it  was  a  rabbit  or  a  hippopotamus,  — 
put  it  into  the  child's  hand,  as  a  parting  gift,  and  went  her 
way.  Old  Uncle  Venner  was  just  coming  out  of  his  door, 
with  a  wood-horse  and  saw  on  his  shoulder ;  and,  trudging 
along  the  street,  he  scrupled  not  to  keep  company  with 
Phoebe,  so  far  as  their  paths  lay  together ;  nor,  in  spite  of 
his  patched  coat  and  rusty  beaver,  and  the  curious  fashion 
of  his  tow-cloth  trousers,  could  she  find  it  in  her  heart  to 
outwalk  him. 

"  We  shall  miss  you,  next  Sabbath  afternoon,"  observed 
the  street  philosopher.     "It  is  unaccountable  how  little 
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while  it  takes  some  folks  to  grow  just  as  natural  to  a  mat 
as  his  own  breath  ;  and,  begging  your  pardon,  Miss  Piioebe 
(though  there  can  be  no  offence  in  an  old  man's  saying  it), 
that 's  just  what  you  've  grown  to  me !  My  years  have  been 
a  great  many,  and  your  life  is  but  just  beginning ;  and  yet, 
you  are  somchoW  as  familiar  to  me  as  if  I  had  found  you  at 
my  mother's  door,  and  you  had  blossomed,  like  a  running 
vine,  all  along  my  pathway  since.  Come  back  soon,  or  1 
shall  be  gone  to  my  farm ;  for  I  begin  to  find  these  wood* 
sawing  jobs  a  little  too  tough  for  my  back-ache." 

**  Very  soon.  Uncle  Venner,"  replied  Phoebe.  • 

"  And  let  it  be  all  the  sooner,  Phoebe,  for  the  sake  of 
those  ^  ..  souls  yonder,"  continued  her  companion.  **They 
can  never  do  without  you,  now,  —  never,  Phoebe,  never !  — 
no  more  than  if  one  of  God's  angels  had  been  living  with 
them,  and  making  their  dismal  house  pleasant  and  comfort- 
able !  Don't  it  seem  to  you  they  'd  be  in  a  sad  case,  if, 
some  pleasant  summer  morning  like  this,  the  angel  should 
spread  his  wings,  and  fly  to  the  place  he  came  from? 
Well,  just  so  they  feel,  now  that  you  're  going  home  by 
the  railroad !  They  can't  bear  it,  Miss  Phoebe ;  so  be  sure 
to  come  back ! " 

"  I  am  no  angel.  Uncle  Venner,"  said  Phoebe,  smiling,  as 
she  offered  him  her  hand  at  the  street-comer.  "  But,  I 
suppose,  people  never  feel  so  much  like  angels  as  when  they 
are  doing  what  little  good  they  may.  So  I  shall  certain'y 
come  back ! " 

Thus  parted  the  old  man  and  the  rosy  girl ;  and  Phoebe 
took  the  wings  of  the  morning,  and  was  soon  flitting  almost 
as  rapidly  away  as  if  endowed  with  the  aerial  locomotion 
of  the  angels  to  whom  Uncle  Venner  had  so  graciously 
compared  her. 


THE  SCOWL  AND  SMILE. 

Setbral  days  passed  over  the  seven  gables,  heavily  and 
drearily  enough.  In  fact  (not  to  attribute  the  whole  gloom 
of  sky  and  earth  to  the  one  inauspicious  circumstance  of 
Phoebe's  departure),  an  easterly  storm  had  set  in,  and  inde- 
fiEitigably  applied  itself  to  the  task  of  making  the  black  roof 
and  walls  of  the  old  house  look  more  cheerless  Tij*.  ^ever 
before.  Yet  was  the  outside  not  half  so  cheerless  as  the 
interior.  Poor  Clifibrd  was  cut  off,  at  once,  from  all  his 
scanty  resources  of  enjoyment  Phcebe  was  not  there ;  nor 
did  the  sunshine  fall  upon  the  floor.  The  garden,  with  its 
muddy  walks,  and  the  chill,  dripping  foliage  of  its  summer- 
house,  was  an  image  to  be  shuddered  at.  Nothing  flour- 
ished in  the  cold,  moist,  pitiless  atmosphere,  drifting  with 
the  brackish  scud  of  sea-breezes,  except  the  moss  along  the 
joints  of  the  shingle-roof,  and  the  great  bunch  of  weeds,  that 
had  lately  been  suflering  from  drought,  in  the  angle  between 
the  two  front  gables. 

As  for  Hepzibah,  she  seemed  not  merely  possessed  with 
the  east  wind,  but  to  be,  in  her  very  person,  only  anothei 
phase  of  this  gray  and  sullen  spell  of  weather;  the  east 
wind  itself,  grim  and  disconsolate,  in  a  rusty  black  silk 
gown,  and  with  a  turban  of  cloud-wreaths  on  its  head. 
The  custom  of  the  shop  fell  ofl*.  because  a  story  got  abroad 
that  she  soured  her  small  beer  and  other  damageable  com- 
modities, by  scowling  on  them.  It  is,  perhaps,  true  that  the 
public  had  something  reasonably  to  complain  of  in  her  de 
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portment ;  but  towards  Glifibrd  she  was  neither  ill-tempered 
nor  unkind,  nor  felt  less  warmth  of  heart  than  always,  had 
it  been  possible  to  make  it  reach  him.  The  inutility  of  her 
best  efforts,  however,  palsied  the  Door  old  gentlewoman.  She 
could  do  little  else  than  sit  siicnify  in  a  corner  of  the  room, 
when  the  wet  pear-tree  branches,  sweeping  across  the  small 
windows,  created  a  noon-day  dusk,  which  Hepzibah  uncon* 
sciously  darkened  with  her  woe-begone  aspect.  It  was  no 
fault  of  Hepzibah's.  Everything  — even  the  old  chain  and 
tables,  that  had  known  what  weather  was  for  three  or  four 
such  lifetimes  as  her  own  —  looked  as  damp  and  chill  as  if 
the  present  were  their  worst  experience.  The  picture  of  the 
Puritan  colonel  shivered  on  the  wall.  The  house  itself 
shivered,  from  every  attic  of  its  seven  gables,  down  to  the 
great  kitchen  fireplace,  which  served  all  the  better  as  an 
emblem  of  the  mansion's  heart,  because,  though  built  for 
warmth,  it  was  now  so  comfortless  and  empty. 

Hepzibah  attempted  to  enliven  matters  by  a  fire  in  the 
parloi .  But  the  storm-demon  kept  watch  above,  and,  when* 
ever  a  flame  was  kindled,  drove  the  smoke  back  again, 
choking  the  chimney's  sooty  throat  with  its  own  breath. 
Nevertheless,  during  four  days  of  this  miserable  storm, 
Glifibrd  wrapt  himself  in  an  old  cloak,  and  occupied  his  cus- 
tomary chair.  On  the  morning  of  the  fifth,  when  cua- 
moncd  to  breakfast,  he  responded  only  by  a  broken-hearted 
murmur,  expressive  of  a  determination  not  to  leave  his  bed. 
His  sister  made  no  attempt  to  change  his  purpose.  In  fact, 
entirely  as  she  loved  him,  Hepzibah  could  hardly  have 
borne  any  longer  the  wretched  duty  —  so  impracticable  by 
her  fevr  and  rigid  faculties  —  of  seeking  pastime  for  a  stiL 
sensitive,  but  ruined  mind,  critical  and  fastidious,  without 
force  or  volition.  It  was,  at  least,  something  short  of  posi- 
tive despair,  that,  to-day,  she  might  sit  shivering  ''lone,  and 
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not  STifPer  continually  a  new  grief,  and  un^asonable  pang  of 
remorse,  at  every  fitful  sigh  of  her  fellow-tufierer. 

But  Clifibrd,  it  seemed,  though  he  did  not  make  his 
appearance  below  stairs,  had,  after  all,  bestirred  himself  in 
quest  of  amusement.  In  the  course  of  the  forenoon,  Hepzi- 
bah  heard  a  note  of  music,  which  (there  being  no  other  tune- 
ful contrivance  in  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables)  she  knew 
must  proceed  from  Alice  Pyncheon's  harpsichord.  She  was 
aware  that  Clifibrd,  in  his  youth,  had  possessed  a  cultivated 
taste  for  music,  and  a  considerable  degree  of  skill  in  its  prac- 
tice. It  was  difficult,  however,  to  conceive  of  his  retaining 
an  accomplishment  to  which  daily  exercise  is  so  essential,  in 
the  measure  indicated  by  the  sweet,  airy,  and  delicate, 
though  most  melancholy  strain,  that  now  stole  upon  her 
ear.  Nor  was  it  less  marvellous  that  the  long-silent  instru- 
ment should  be  capable  of  so  much  melody.  Hepzibah 
involuntarily  thought  of  the  ghostly  harmonies,  prelusive  of 
death  in  the  family,  which  were  attributed  to  the  legendary 
Alice.  But  it  was,  perhaps,  proof  of  the  agency  of  other 
than  spiritual  fingers,  that,  after  a  few  touches,  the  chords 
seemed  to  snap  asunder  with  their  own  vibrations,  and  the 
mu  tic  ceased. 

B  Jt  a  harsher  sound  succeeded  to.  the  mysterious  notes , 
nor  was  the  easterly  day  fated  to  pass  without  an  event 
sufficient  in  itself  to  poison,  for  Hepzibah  and  Clifford,  the 
balmiest  air  that  ever  brought  the  humming-birds  along  with 
-it.  The  final  echoes  of  Alice  Pyncheon's  performance  (or 
Clifford's,  if  his  we  must  consider  it)  were  driven  away  by 
no  less  vulgar  a  dissonance  than  the  ringing  of  the  shop- 
bell.  A  foot  was  heard  scraping  itself  on  the  threshold,  and 
thence  somewhat  ponderously  stepping  on  the  floor.  Hep- 
zibah clekyed  a  moment,  while  muffiing  herself  in  a  faded 
ilui  iy    iik:h  had  been  hei  defensive  armor  in  a  fortv  veais 
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warfare  against  the  east  wind.  A  characteristic  soanft, 
however,  —  neither  a  cough  nor  a  hem,  hat  a  kind  of  ram« 
hling  and  reverherating  spasm  in  somebody's  capacious 
depth  of  chest,  —  impelled  Her  to  hurry  forward,  with  that 
aspect  of  fierce  faint-heartednese  so  common  to  women  in 
cases  of  perilous  emergency.  Few  of  her  sex,  on  such  occa 
sions,  have  ever  looked  so  terrible  as  our  poor  scowling 
Hepzibah.  But  the  visitor  quietly  closed  the  shop-door  be- 
hind him,  stood  up  his  umbrella  against  the  counter,  and 
tuincd  a  visage  of  composed  benignity,  to  meet  the  alarm 
and  anger  which  his  appearance  had  excited. 

Hepzibah's  presentiment  had  not  deceived  her.  It  was 
no  other  than  Judge  Pyncheon,  who,  after  in  vain  trying  the 
front  door,  had  now  effected  his  entrance  into  the  shop. 

"How  do  you  do,  Cousin  Hepzibah? — and  how  does 
this  most  inclement  weather  affect  our  poor  Clifibrd?" 
began  the  judge ;  and  wondeffu]  it  seemed,  indeed,  that  the 
easterly  storm  was  not  put  to  shame,  or,  at  any  rate,  a  little 
molli6ed,  by  the  genial  benevolence  of  his  smile.  **  I  could 
not  rest  without  calling  to  ask,  once  more,  whether  I  can  in 
any  manner  promote  his  comfort,  or  your  own." 

"You  can  do  nothing,"  said  Hepzibah,  controlling  her 
agitation  as  well  as  she  could.  "  I  devote  myself  to  Clifford. 
He  has  every  comfort  which  his  situation  admits  of." 

"But,  allow  me  to  suggest,  dear  cousin,"  rejoined  the 
judge,  "you  err,  —  in  all  affection  and  kindness,  no  doubt 
and  with  the  very  best  intentions,  —  but  you  do  err,  never- 
theless, in  keeping  your  brother  so  secluded.  Why  insu- 
late him  thus  from  all  sympathy  and  kindness  ?  Clifford, 
alas !  has  had  too  much  of  solitude.  Now  let  him  try 
society,  —  the  society,  that  is  to  say,  of  kindred  and  oi« 
friends.  Let  me,  for  instance,  but  see  Clifford  •i*^  1  J 
answer  for  the  good  effect  of  the  interview." 
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^  You  cannot  see  him,**  answered  Hepzibah.  '*  Cli£bid 
has  kept  his  bed  since  yesterday." 

"  What !  How !  Is  lie  ill  ?  "  exclaimed  Judge  Pyncheon, 
starting  with  what  seemed  to  be  angry  alarm ;  for  the  very 
fr^wn  of  the  old  Puntan  darkened  through  the  room  as  he 
spoke.  *'  Nay,  then,  I  must  and  will  see  him  2  What  if  he 
should  die?" 

**He  is  in  no  danger  of  death,"  said  Hepzibah,— and 
added,  with  bitterness  that  she  could  repress  no  longer, 
^  none ;  -—  unless  he  shii^^  ^^  persecuted  to  death,  now,  by 
the  same  man  who  long  ago  attempted  it ! " 

^  Codsin  Hepzibah,"  said  the  judge,  with  an  impresslTe 
earnestness  of  manner,  which  grew  even  to  tearful  pathos, 
a&  he  proceeded,  "is  it  possible  that  you  do  not  perceive 
haw  unjust,  how  unkind,  how  unchristian,  is  this  constant, 
this  long-continued  bitterness  against  me,  for  a  part  which  1 
was  constrained  hy  duty  and  conscience,  by  the  force  of  law, 
and  at  my  own  peril,  to  act  ?  What  did  I  do,  in  detriment 
to  Clifford,  which  it  was  possible  to  leave  undone  ?  Hoi/9 
could  you,  his  sister,  —  if,  for  your  never-ending  sorrow,  as 
it  has  been  for  mine,  you  had  known  what  I  did,  -^  hava 
shown  greater  tenderness  ?  And  do  you  think,  cousin,  that 
it  has  cost  me  no  pang  ?  —  that  it  has  left  no  anguish  in  my 
boflom,  from  that  day  to  this,  amidst  all  the  prosperity  widi 
which  Heaven  has  blessed  me?  —  or  that  I  do  not  now 
rejoice,  when  it  is  deemed  consistent  with  the  dues  of  public 
justice  and  the  welfare  of  society  that  this  dear  kinsman, 
this  early  friend,  this  nature  so  delicately  and  beautifully 
constituted,  —  so  unfortunate,  let  us  pronounce  him,  and 
forbear  to  say,  so  guilty,  —  that  our  own  Cliflbrd,  in  fin^i 
should  be  given  back  to  life,  and  its  possibilities  of  enjoy- 
ment? Ah,  you  little  know  me,  Cousin  Hepzibah!'  Yoo 
little  know  this  heart!    It  now  throbs  at  the  thought  of 
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meeting  him!  There  lives  not  the  human  being  (eitcept 
yourself^ —  and  you  not  more  than  I)  who  has  shed  so  many 
tears  for  ClilTord'f  calamity!  You  behold  some  of  them 
now.  There  is  none  who  would  so  delight  to  promote  his 
happiness !  Try  me,  Hepzibah !  —  try  me,  cousin !  —  try 
the  man  whom  you  have  treated  as  your  enemy  and  Clif- 
ford's !  —  try  Jaffrey  Pyncheon,  and  you  shall  find  him 
true,  to  the  heart's  core ! " 

"  In  the  name  of  Hearen,"  cried  Hepzibah,  provoked  only 
to  intenser  indignation  by  this  out-gush  of  the  inestimable 
tenderness  of  a  stern  nature,  —  '*  in  God's  name,  whom  you 
insult,  and  whose  power  I  could  almost  "Question,  since  he 
hears  you  utter  so  many  false  words,  without  palsying  your 
tongue,  —  give  over,  I  beseech  you,  this  loathsome  pretence 
of  affection  for  your  victim !  You  hate  him !  Say  so,  like 
a  man !  You  cherish,  at  this  moment,  some  black  purpose 
against  him,  in  your  heart  \  Speak  it  out,  at  once !  —  or, 
if  you  hope  so  to  promote  it  better,  hide  it  till  you  can  tri- 
umph in  its  success !  But  never  speak  again  of  your  love 
for  my  poor  brother !  I  cannot  bear  it !  It  will  drive  me 
beyond  a  woman's  decency !  It  will  drive  me  mad !  For- 
bear !     Not  another  word !     It  will  make  me  spurn  you !  '• 

For  once,  Hepzibah's  wrath  had  given  her  courage.  She 
had  spoken.  But,  after  all,  was  this  unconquerable  distrust 
of  Judge  Pyncheon's  integrity,  and  this  utter  denial,  appar- 
ently, of  his  claim  to  stand  in  the  ring  of  human  sympa- 
thies, —  were  they  founded  in  any  just  perception  of  his 
character,  or  merely  the  offspring  of  a  woman's  unreason- 
able prejudice,  deduced  from  nothing? 

The  judge,  beyond  all  question,  was  a  man  of  eminent 
respectability.  The  church  acknowledged  it;  the  state 
acknowledged  it.  It  was  denied  by  nobody.  In  all  the 
fciy  extensive  sphere  of  those  who  knew  him,  whethei 
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m  hxB  pablic  or  private  capacities,  there  was  not  an  indi« 
vidual  —  except  Hepzibah,  and  some  lawless  mystic,  like 
the  daguerreotypist,  and,  possibly,  a  few  political  oppo- 
nents—  who  would  have  dreamed  of  seriously  disputing 
his  clain  to  a  high  and  honorable  place  in  the  world's 
regard.  Nor  (we  must  do  him  the  further  justice  to  say) 
did  Judge  Pyncheon  himself,  probably,  entertain  many  or 
▼ery  frequent  doubts,  that  his  enviable  reputation  accorded 
with  his  deserts.  His  conscience,  therefore,  usually  con« 
sidered  the  surest  witness  to  a  man's  integrity;  —  his  con- 
science, unless  it  might  be  for  the  little  space  of  five  minutes 
in  the  twenty-four  hours,  or,  now  and  then,  some  black  day 
in  the  whole  year's  circle,  —  his  conscience  bore  an  accord- 
ant testimony  with  the  world's  laudatory  voice.  And  yet, 
strony  as  this  evidence  may  seem  to  be,  we  should  hesitate 
to  peril  our  own  conscience  on  the  assertion,  that  the  judge 
and  the  consenting  world  were  right,  and  that  po€^  Hepzi- 
bah,  with  her  solitary  prejudice,  was  wrong.  Hidden  from 
mankind,  —  forgotten  by  himself,  or  buried  so jieeply  under 
%  sculptured  and  ornamented  pile  of  ostentatious  deeds  that 
xiis  daily  life  could  take  no  note  of  it,  —  there  may  have 
lurked  some  evil  and  unsightly  thing.  Nay,  we  could 
almost  venture  to  say,  further,  that  a  daily  guilt  might  have 
been  acted  by  him,  continually  renewed,  and  reddening  forth 
afresh,  like  the  miraculous  blood-stain  of  a  murder,  without 
his  necessarily  and  at  every  moment  being  aware  of  it. 

Men  of  strong  minds,  great  force  of  character,  and  a  hard 
texture  of  the  sensibilities,  are  very  capable  of  falling  into 
mistakes  of  this  kind.  They  are  ordinarily  men  to  whom 
forms  are  of  paramount  importance.  Their  field  of  action  lies 
among  the  external  phenomena  of  life.  They  possess  vast 
ability  in  grasping,  aotl  arranging,  and  appropriating  to  them- 
■aveSy  the  big,  heavy  solid  unrealities,  such  as  gold,  lande4 
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estate,  oflloes  of  tniat  and  emolument,  and  public  honorsi 
With  these  materials,  and  with  deeds  of  goodly  aspect,  done 
in  the  public  eye,  an  individual  of  this  class  builds  up,  as  it 
were,  a  tall  and  stately  edifice,  which,  in  the  view  of  othef 
pec^le,  and  ultimately  in  his  own  view,  is  no  other  than  the 
man's  character,  or  the  man  himself.  Behold,  therefore,  a 
palace !  Its  splendid  halls,  and  suites  of  spacious  apart* 
ments,  are  floored  with  a  mosaic-work  oi  costly  marbles ;  its 
windows,  the  whole  height  of  each  room,  admit  the  sun- 
shine through  the  most  transparent  of  plate-gkss ;  its  high 
cornices  are  gilded,  and  its  ceilings  goi^ously  painted ;  and 
a  lofty  dome  —  through  which,  from  the  central  pavement, 
you  may  gaze  up  to  the  sky,  as  with  no  obstructing  medium 
between  —  surmounts  the  whole.  With  what  fairer  and 
nobler  emblem  could  any  man  desire  to  shadow  forth  his 
character  ?  Ah !  but  in  some  low  and  obscure  nook,  —  some 
narrow  'Closet  on  the  ground^floor,  shut,  locked,  and  bolted, 
and  the  key  flung  away,  —  or  beneath  the  marble  pave- 
ment,  in  a  stagnant  water-puddle,  with  the  richest  pattern 
of  mosaic-work  above,  —  may  lie  a  corpse,  half  decayed,  and 
still  decaying,  and  diffusing  its  death-scent  all  through  ^ 
palace !  The  inhabitant  will  not  be  conscious  «f  it,  for  it 
has  long  been  his  daily  l»reath !  Neither  will  the  visitors, 
for  they  smell  (»ily  the  rich  odors  which  the  master  sedu- 
lously scatters  through  the  palace,  and  the  incense  which 
they  bring,  and  delight  to  bum  before  him!  Now  and 
then,  perchance,  comes  in  a  seer,  before  whose  sadly-gifted 
eye  the  whole  structure  melts  into  thin  air,  leaving  only  the 
hidden  nook,  the  bolted  closet,  with  the  cobwebs  festooned 
over  its  forgotten  door,  or  the  deadly  hole  under  the  pave* 
ment,  and  the  decaying  corpse  within.  Hi  re,  then,  we  are 
to  seek  th€  trie  emblem  of  the  man's  character,  and  of  the 
deed  that  gives  whatever  reality  it  possesses  to  his  Ufa 
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And,  beneath  the  show  of  a  marble  palace,  that  pool  of  8tag> 
nant  water,  foul  with  many  impurities,  and,  peihaps,  tinged 
with  blood, : — that  secret  abomination,  above  which,  possibly, 
he  may  say  his  prayers,  without  remembering  it,  —  is  this 
man's  miserable  soul ! 

To  apply  this  train  of  remark  somewhat  more  closely  to 
Judge  Pyncheon.  —  We  might  say  (without  in  the  least 
imputing  crime  to  a  personage  of  his  eminent  respectability) 
that  there  was  enough  of  splendid  rubbish  in  his  life  to 
cover  up  and  paralyze  a  more  active  and  subtile  conscience 
than  the  judge  was  ever  troubled  with.  The  purity  of  his 
judicial  character,  while  on  the  bench ;  the  faithfulness  of 
his  public  service  in  subsequent  capacities ;  his  devotedness 
to  his  party,  and  the  rigid  consistency  with  which  he  had 
adhered  to  its  principles,  or,  at  all  events,  kept  pace  with  its 
organized  movements ;  his  remarkable  zeal  as  president  of  a 
Bible  society ;  his  unimpeachable  integrity  as  treasurer  of  a 
widow's  and  orphan's  fund ;  his  benefits  to  horticulture,  by 
producing  two  much-esteemed  varieties  of  the  pear,  and  to 
agriculture,  through  the  agency  of  the  famous  Pyncheon- 
bull ;  the  cleanliness  of  his  moral  deportment,  for  a  great 
many  years  past;  the  severity  with  which  he  had  frowned 
upon,  and  finally  cast  ofi*,  an  expensive  and  dissipated  son, 
delaying  forgiveness  until  within  the  final  quarter  of  an 
hour  of  the  young  man's  life ;  his  prayers  at  morning  and 
eyentide,  and  graces  at  meal-time ;  his  efforts  in  furtherance 
of  the  temperance  cause ;  his  confining  himself,  since  the 
last  attack  of  the  gout,  to  five  diuinal  glasses  of  old  sherry 
wine ;  the  snowy  whiteness  of  his  linen,  the  polish  of  his 
boots^  the  handsomeness  of  his  gold-headed  cane,  the  square 
and  roomy  fashion  of  his  coat,  and  the  fineness  of  its  mate- 
riax,  and,  in  general,  the  studied  piopriety  of  his  dress  and 
equipment ;  the  scmpuTousness  with  which  he  paid  public 
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notice,  in  the  street^  by  a  bow,  a  lifting  of  the  hat,  a  nod,  «r 
a  motion  of  the  hand,  to  all  and  sundry  his  acquaintances, 
rich  or  poor;  the  smile  of  broad  benevolence  wherewith  he 
made  it  a  point  to  gladden  the  whole  world ;  —  what  room 
could  possibly  be  found  for  darker  traits,  in  a  portrait  made 
up  of  lineaments  like  these  ?  This  proper  face  was  what  he 
beheld  in  the  looking-glass.  This  admirably  arranged  life 
was  what  he  was  conscious  of,  in  the  progress  of  every  day. 
Then,  might  not  he  claim  to  be  its  result  and  sum,  and  say 
to  himse  J  and  the  community,  —  "  Behold  Judge  Pyncheon 
there"? 

And,  allowing  that,  many,  many  years  ago,  in  his  early 
and  reckless  youth,  he  had  committed  some  one  wrong 
act,  —  or  that,  even  now,  the  inevitable  force  of  circum- 
stances should  occasionally  make* him  do  one  questionable 
deed,  among  a  thousand  praiseworthy,  or,  at  least,  blameless 
ones,  —  would  you  characterize  the  judge  by  that  one 
necessary  deed,  and  that  half-forgotten  act,  and  let  it  over- 
shadow the  fair  aspect  of  a  lifetime  ?  What  is  there  so 
ponderous  in  evil,  that  a  thumb's  bigness  of  it  should  out- 
weigh the  mass  of  things  not  evil  which  were  heaped  into 
the  other  scale !  This  scale  and  balance  system  is  a  favorite 
one  with  people  of  Judge  Pyncheon's  brotherhood.  A  hard, 
cold  man,  thus  unfortunately  situated,  seldom  or  never 
looking  inward,  and  resolutely  taking  his  idea  of  himself 
from  what  purports  to  be  his  image  as  reflected  in  the 
mirror  of  public  opinion,  can  scarcely  arrive  at  true  self- 
knowledge,  except  through  loss  of  property  and  reputation. 
Sickness  will  not  always  help  him  to  it ;  ^ot  alwap  the 
death-hour  ! 

But  our  affair  now  is  with  Judge  Pynchem  as  he  stood 
confronting  the  fierce  outbreak  of  Hepzibah's  wrath.  With 
QUt  premeditation,  to  her  own  surprise,  and  We  yi  t^srrer 
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she  had  given  vent,  for  once,  to  the  inveteracy  «>f  her 
fesentmei*t,  cherished  against  this  kinsman  for  thirty  years. 

Thus  far.  the  judge's  countenance  had  expressed  mild 
forbearance,  —  grave  and  almost  gentle  deprecation  of  his 
cousin's  unbecoming  violence,  —  free  and  Christian-like 
forgiveness  of  the  wrong  inflicted  by  her  words.  But, 
when  those  words  were  iiTevocably  spoken,  his  look  assumed 
.  sternness,  the  sense  of  power,  and  immitigable  resolve ;  and 
this  with  so  natural  and  imperceptible  a  change,  that  it 
seemed  as  if  the  iron  man  had  stood  there  from  the  first, 
and  the  meek  man  not  at  all.  The  effect  was  as  when  the 
light  vapory  clouds,  with  their  soft  coloring,  suddenly  vanish 
from  the  stony  brow  of  a  precipitous  mountain,  and  leave 
there  the  frown  which  you  at  once  feel  to  be  eternal.  Hep- 
zibah  almost  adopted  the  insane  belief  that  it  was  her  old 
Puritan  ancestor,  and  not  the  modem  judge,  on  whom  she 
had  just  been  wreaking  the  bitterness  of  her  heart.  Never 
did  a  man  show  stronger  proof  of  the  lineage  attributed  to 
him  than  Judge  Pyncheon,  at  this  crisis,  by  his  unmistak 
able  resemblance  to  the  picture  in  the  inner  room. 

"  Cousin  Hepzibah,"  said  he,  very  calmly,  "  it  is  time  to 
have  done  with  this." 

"  With  all  my  heart !  "  answered  she.  "  Then,  why  do 
you  persecute  us  any  longer  ?  Leave  poor  Clifford  and  me 
in  peace.     Neither  of  us  desires  anything  better !  " 

"It  is  my  purpose  to  see  Clifford  before  I  leave  this 
house,"  continued  the  judge.  "Do  not  act  like  a  mad- 
woman, Hepzibah !  I  am  his  only  friend,  and  an  all-powerful 
one.  Has  it  never  occurred  to  you,  —  are  you  so  blind  as 
not  to  have  seen,  —  that,  without  not  merely  my  consent, 
but  my  efforts,  my  representations,  the  exertion  of  my  whole 
influence,  political,  official,  personal,  Clifford  would  nevei 
have  been  what  you  call  free  ?     Did  you  think  his  releaiie  a 
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triumpn  over  lae  ?  Not  so,  my  good  cousin ;  not  so,  by 
any  means  !  The  furthest  possible  from  that !  No ;  but  it 
was  the  accomplishment  of  a  purpose  long  entertained  on 
my  part.     I  set  him  free  !  " 

••  Ypu  ! "  answered  Hepzibah.  "  I  never  will  believe 
It !  He  owed  his  dungeon  to  you ;  —  his  freedom  to  Grod's 
prot  idence !  " 

"  1  set  him  free  !  "  reaffirmed  Judge  Pyncheon,  with  the 
calmest  composure.  "And  I  come  hither  now  to  decide 
whether  he  shall  retain  his  freedom.  It  will  depend  upon 
himself.     For  this  purpose,  I  must  see  him.'' 

"  Never !  —  it  would  drive  him  road  !  "  exclaimed  Hep- 
zibah, but  with  an  irresoluteness  sufficiently  perceptible  to 
the  keen  eye  of  the  judge ;  for,  without  the  slightest  faith 
in  his  good  intentions,  she  knew  not  whether  there  was  most 
to  dread  in  yielding  or  resistance.  "  And  why  should  you 
wish  to  see  this  wretched,  broken  man,  who  retains  hardly 
a  fraction  of  his  intellect,  and  will  hide  even  that  from  an 
eye  which  has  no  love  in  it  ?" 

<<  He  shall  see  love  enough  in  mine,  if  that  be  all !  "  said 
the  judge,  with  well-grounded  confidence  in  the  benignity 
of  his  aspect.  "  But,  Cousin  Hepzibah,  you  confess  a  great 
deal,  and  very  much  to  the  purpose.  Now,  listen,  and  1 
will  frankly  explain  my  reasons  for  insisting  on  this  inter- 
view. At  the  death,' thirty  years  since,  of  our  uncle  Jaffrey, 
it  was  found,  —  I  know  not  whether  the  circumstance  ever 
attracted  much  of  your  attention,  among  the  sadder  interests 
that  clustered  round  that  event, — but  it  was  found  that  his 
visible  estate,  of  every  kind,  fell  far  short  of  any  estimate 
ever  made  of  it.  He  was  supposed  to  be  immensely  rich. 
Nobody  doubted  that  he  stood  among  the  weightiest  men  of 
his  day.  It  was  one  of  his  eccentricities,  howeverj  —  ana 
not  altogether  a  folly,  neitlier, —  to  conceal  the  amc.unt  of 
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Ibis  property  by  making  distant  and  foreign  inyestments, 
perhaps  under  other  names  than  his  own,  and  by  various 
means,  fk  miliar  enough  to  capitalists,  but  unnecessary  here 
to  be  specified.  By  Uncle  Jafirey's  last  will  and  testament 
as  you  are  aware,  his  entire  property  was  bequeathed  to 
me,  with  the  single  exception  of  a  life  Interest  to  yourself 
in  this  old  family  mansion,  and  the  strip  of  patrimonii 
ostate  remaining  attached  to  it." 

**  And  do  you  seek  to  deprive  us  of  that  ?  "  asked  Hepzi- 
bah,  unable  to  restrain  her  bitter  contempt.  *'  Is  this  your 
price  for  ceasing  to  persecute  poor  ClifTord  ?  " 

**  Certainly  not,  my  dear  cousin ! "  answered  the  judge, 
smiling  benevolently.  *'  On  the  contrary,  as  you  must  do 
me  the  justice  to  own,  I  have  constantly  expressed  my  readi- 
ness to  double  or  treble  your  resources,  whenever  you  should 
make  up  your  mind  to  accept  any  kindness  of  that  nature 
at  the  hands  of  your  kinsman.  No,  no !  But  here  lies  the 
gist  of  the  matter.  Of  my  uncle's  unquestionably  great 
estate,  as  I  have  said,  not  the  half —  no,  not  one  third,  as  I 
am  fully  convinced  —  was  apparent  after  his  death.  Now, 
I  have  the  best  possible  reasons  for  believing  that  your 
brother  Clifford  can  give  me  a  clue  to  the  recovery  of  the 
remainder." 

"Clifford!  —  Clifford  know  of  any  hidden  wealth?  — 
Clifford  have  it  in  his  power  to  make  you  rich  ?  "  cried  the 
old  gentlewoman,  affected  with  a  sense  of  something  like 
ridicule,  at  the  idea.  "  Impossible  !  You  deceive  yourself! 
It  is  really  a  thing  to  laugh  at !  " 

"  It  is  as  certain  as  that  I  stand  here  !  "  said  Judge  Pyn« 
cheon,  striking  his  gold-headed  cane  on  the  floor,  and  at  the 
same  time  stamping  his  foot,  as  if  to  expn«s  his  conviction 
the  more  forcibly  by  the  whole  emphasis  of  his  substanliaj 
persim     " Clifford  told  mc  so  himself! '' 
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«  No,  no !  "  exclaimed  Hepziboh,  incredulously.  *  Tot 
are  dreanA-ng,  Cousin  Jaffrey ! " 

<*  I  do  not  belong  to  the  dreaming  class  of  men,"  said  the 
judge,  quietly.  «»Some  months  before  my  uncle's  death, 
Clifford  boasted  to  me  of  the  possession  of  the  secret  of 
incalculable  wealth.  His  purpose  was  to  taunt  me,  and 
excite  my  curiosity.  I  know  it  well.  But,  from  a  pretty 
distinct  recollection  of  the  particulars  of  our  conversation,  I 
am  thoroughly  convinced  that  there  was  truth  in  what  he 
said.  Clifford,  at  this  moment,  if  he  choose,  —  and  choose 
he  must !  —  can  inform  me  where  to  find  the  schedule,  the 
documents,  the  evidences,  in  whatever  shape  they  exist,  of 
the  vast  amount  of  Uncle  Jaffrey's  missing  property.  He 
has  the  secret.  His  boast  was  no  idle  word.  It  had  a  direct- 
ness, an  emphasis,  a  particularity,  that  showed  a  back-bone 
of  solid  meaning  within  the  mystery  of  his  expression." 

<*  But  what  could  have  been  Clifford's  object,"  asked  Hep- 
zibah,  "  in  concealing  it  so  long  ?  " 

"  It  was  one  of  the  bad  impulses  of  our  fallen  nature," 
replied  the  judge,  turning  up  his  eyes.  "  He  looked  upon 
me  as  his  enemy.  He  considered  me  as  the  cause  of  his 
overwhelming  disgrace,  his  imminent  peril  of  death,  his 
irretrievable  ruin.  There  was  no  great  probability,  there- 
fore, of  his  volunteering  information,  out  of  his  dungeon, 
that  should  elevate  me  still  higher  on  the  ladder  of  prosper- 
ity. But  the  moment  has  now  come  when  he  must  give  up 
his  secret." 

"  And  what  if  he  should  refuse  ?  "  inquired  Hepzibah. 
"  Or, —  as  I  steadfastly  believe,—  what  if  he  has  no  knowl- 
edge of  this  wealth  ?  " 

"  My  dear  cousin,"  said  Judge  Pyncheon,  with  a  quietude 
which  he  had  the  power  of  making  more  formidable  than 
any  violmce,  "  since  your  brother's  return,  I  have  taken  tho 
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{■ecaation  (i  highly  proper  one  in  the  near  kinsmar  and 
natural  goardian  of  an  individual  so  situated)  to  have  his 
deportment  and  habits  constantly  and  carefully  overlooked. 
Your  neighbors  have  been  eye-witnesses  to  whatever  has 
passed  in  the  garden.  The  butcher,  the  baker,  the  fish- 
monger, some  of  the  customers  of  your  shop,  and  many  a 
prying  old  woman,  have  told  me  several  of  the  secrets  of 
your  interior.  A  still  laiger  circle  —  I  myself,  among  the 
rest— can  testify  to  his  extravagances  at  the  arched  win- 
dow. Thousands  beheld  him,  a  week  or  two  ago,  on  the 
point  of  flinging  himself  thence  into  the  street.  From  all 
this  testimony,  I  am  led  to  apprehend  —  reluctantly,  and 
with  deep  grief —  that  Clifibrd's  misfortunes  have  so  affected 
his  intellect,  never  very  strong,  that  he  cannot  safely  remain 
at  large.  The  altenmative,  you  must  be  aware, — and  its 
adoption  will  depend  entirely  on  the  decision  which  I  am 
now  about  to  make,-— the  alternative  is  his  confinementy 
probably  for  the  remainder  of  his  life,  in  a  public  asylum, 
for  persons  in  his  unfortunate  state  of  mind." 

"  Yon  cannot  mean  it !  "  shrieked  Hepzibah. 

*'  Should  my  cousin  Clifibrd,"  continued  Judge  Pyncheon, 
wholly  undisturbed,  "  from  mere  malice,  and  hatred  of  one 
whose  interests  ought  naturally  to  be  dear  to  him,  —  a  mode 
of  passion  that,  as  often  as  any  other,  indicates  mental  dis- 
ease,—  should  he  refuse  me  the  information  so  important 
to  myself,  and  which  he  assuredly  possesses,  I  shall  con- 
sider it  the  one  needed  jpt  of  evidence  to  satisfy  my  mind 
of  his  insanity.  And,  once  sure  of  the  course  pointed  out 
by  conscience,  you  know  me  too  well,  Cousin  Hepzibak,  to 
entertain  a  doubt  that  1  shall  pursue  it." 

"O,  Jaffrey  —  Cousin  Jaffrey!  "  cried  Hepzibah,  mourn- 
fully, not  passionately,  '*  it  is  you  that  are  diseaserl  in  niind« 
uot  Clifford !    You  have  forgotten  that  a  woman  was  your 
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mother!—  that  yoa  have  had  sisteis,  brothers,  children  of 
your  own!' — or  that  there  ever  was  affection  between  nian 
and  man,  or  pity  from  one  man  to  another,  in  this  miserable 
world  I  Else,  how  conid  you  have  dreamed  of  this  ?  You 
are  not  young,  Cousm  Jaffrey !  —  no,  nw  middle-aged, — 
but  already  an  old  man !  The  hair  is  white  upon  your  head ! 
How  many  years  have  you  to  live  ?  Are  you  not  rich  enough 
for  that  little  time  ?  Shall  you  be  hungry,  —  shall  you  lack 
clothes,  or  a  roof  to  shelter  you, — between  this  point  and  the 
gmve  ?  No !  but,  with  the  half  of  what  you  now  possess 
you  could  revel  in  costly  food  and  wines,  and  build  a  house 
twice  as  splendid  as  you  now  inhabit,  and  make  a  far  greater 
show  to  the  world,  — and  yet  leave  riches  to  your  only  son,  to 
make  him  bless  the  hour  of  your  death  !  Then,  why  should 
you  do  this  cruel,  cruel  thing?  —  so  mad  a  thing,  that  I 
know  not  whether  to  call  it  wicked !  Alas,  Cousin  Jafiiey, 
this  hard  and  grasping  spirit  has  run  in  our  blood  these  two 
hundred  years !  You  are  but  doing,  over  again,  in  anotber 
shape,  what  your  ancestor  before  you  did,  and  sending  down 
to  your  posterity  the  curse  inherited  from  him !  " 

**  Talk  sense,  Hepzibah,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  '*  exclaimed 
the  judge,  with  the  impatience  natural  to  a  reasonable  man, 
on  hearing  anything  so  utterly  absurd  as  the  above,  in  a 
discussion  about  matters  of  business.  '*  1  have  told  you  my 
determination.  I  am  not  apt  to  change.  Clififord  must  .give 
up  his  secret,  or  take  the  consequences.  And  let  him  decide 
quickly ;  for  I  have  several  affairs  to  attend  to,  this  mom* 
ing,  and  an  important  dinner  engagement  with  some  politi* 
cal  friends." 

** Clifford  has  no  secret!"  answered  Hepzibah.  '*And 
God  will  not  let  you  do  the  thing  you  meditate ! " 

<'  We  shall  see, "  said  the  unmoved  judge.  "  Mean* 
while,  choose  wheMier  you  will  summon  Clifford,  and  alloif 
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Ais  business  to  be  amicably  settled  l^an  intenjew  betweea 
two  kinsmen,  or  drive  me  to  harsher  measuseSi  wbich  I 
should  be  most  happy  to  feel  myself  justified  in  avoiding. 
The  responsibility  is  altogether  on  yoor  part" 

*'  Yon  are  stronger  than  I,"  said  Hepzibah,  after  a  onef 
oonsideriitioa ;  '*  and  you  have  no  pity  in  your  strength ! 
ClifTord  is  not  now  insane;  but  the  interview  lirhkh  yoa 
insist  upon  may  go  &r  to  make  him  so.  Nevertheless, 
knowing  you  as  I  do,  I  believe  it  to  be  my  best  course  to 
allow  you  to  judge  for  yourself  as  to  the  improbability  of 
his  possessing  any  valuable  secret  I  will  call  Clifford.  Be 
merciful  in  your  dealings  with  him !  —  be  far  more  mi^rciful 
than  your  fteart  bids  you  be !  -—for  God  is  looking  at  you, 
Jaffrey  Pyncbeon ! " 

The  judge  followed  his  cousin  from  the  shop,  whese  ihe 
foregoing  conversation  had  passed,  into  the  parlor,  and 
£ang  himself  heavily  into  the  great  anqestral  chair.  Many 
a  former  Pyncheon  had  found  repose  in  its  capacious  armse 

—  rosy  children,  after  their  sports;  young  men, dreamy 
with  love ;  grown  men,  weary  with  cares ;  old  men,  bur- 
thened  with  winters; — ^^ they  had  mused,  and  slumbered, 
and  departed  to  a  yet  profounder  sleep.  It  had  been  a  long 
tradition,  though  a  doubtful  one,  that  this  was  the  very 
chair,  seated  in  which,  the  earliest  of  the  judge's  New  £ng« 
land  forefathers  —  he  whose  picture  still  hung  upon  the  wall 

—  had  given  a  dead  man's  silent  and  stem  reception  to  the 
throng  of  distinguished  guests.  From  that  hour  of  evil 
omen,  until  the  present,  it  may  be,  —  though  we  know  not 
the  secret  of  his  heart,  —  but  it  may  be  that  no  wearier  ana 
sadder  man  had  ever  sunk  into  the  chair  than  this  same  Judge 
Pyncheon,  whom  we  have  just  beheld  so  immitigably  hard 
and  resolute.  Surely,  it  must  have  been  at  no  slight  cost 
that  ho  had  thus  fortified  his  soul  with  iron.     Such  calm* 
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is  a  mightier  effort  than  the  violence  of  weaker  men 
And  there  was  yet  a  heavy  task  for  him  to  do.  Was  it  a 
little  matter,  —  a  trifle  to  be  prepared  for  in  a  single  mo- 
ment, and  to  be  rested  from  in  another  moment,  —  that  he 
must  now,  after  thirty  yea^,  encounter  a  kinsman  risen 
from  a  living  tomb,  and  wrench  a  secret  from  him,  or  else 
consign  him  to  a  living  tomb  again  ? 

"  Did  you  speak  ?  "  asked  Hepzibah,  looking  in  from  the 
threshold  of  the  parlor ;  for  she  imagined  that  the  judge 
had  uttered  some  sound  which  she  was  anxious  to  interpret 
as  a  relenting  impulse.     **  I  thotight  you  called  me  back." 

"No,  no!"  gruffly  answered  Judge  Pyncheon,  with  a 
harsh  frown,  while  his  brow  grew  almost  a  blael  purple,  in 
the  shadow  of  the  room.  "  Why  should  I  call  you  back  ? 
Time  flies  !     Bid  Clifford  come  to  me ! " 

The  judge  had  taken  his  watch  from  his  vest-pocket,  and 
now  held  it  in  his  hand,  measuring  the  interval  which  mi 
to  ensue  befoie  the  appearance  of  ClifRird 
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Nbyes  had  the  old  house  appeared  so  dismal  to  poa 
Hcpzibah  as  when  she  departed  on  that  wretched  errand 
There  was  a  strange  aspect  in  it.  As  she  trode  along  the 
foot-worn  passages,  and  opened  one  crazy  door  after  another 
and  ascended  the  creaking  stair-case,  she  gazed  wistfully 
and  fearfully  around.  It  would  have  heen  no  marvel,  to  hei 
excited  mind,  if,  behind  or  beside  her,  there  had  been  the 
rustle  of  dead  people's  garments,  or  pale  visages  awaiting 
her  on  the  landing-place  above.  Her  nerves  were  set  all 
ajar  by  the  scene  of  passion  and  terror  through  which  she 
had  ju&t  struggled.  Her  colloquy  with  Judge  Pyncheon. 
who  so  perfectly  represented  the  person  and  attributes  of 
the  founder  of  the  family,  had  called  back  the  dreary  past 
It  weighed  upon  her  heart.  Whatever  she  had  heard,  from  . 
legendary  aunts  and  grandmothers,  concerning  the  good  oi 
evil  fortunes  of  the  Pyncheons, — stories  which  had  hereto 
fore  been  kept  warm  in  her  remembrance  by  the  chimney* 
comer  glow  that  was  associated  with  them,  -^  now  recurred 
to  her,  sombre,  ghastly,  cold,  like  most  passages  of  family 
history,  when  brooded  over  in  melancholy  mood.  The 
whole  seemed  little  else  but  a  series  of  calamity,  reproducing 
itself  in  successive  generations,  with  one  general  hue,  and 
varying  in  little,  save  the  outline.  But  Hepzibah  now  felt  as 
if  the  judge,  and  Clifford,  and  herself,  —  they  three  together, 
— -  were  on  the  point  of  adding  another  incident  to  the 
annals  of  the  house,  with  a  bolder  relief  of  wrong  and  soP* 
17 
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row,  v^hich.  would  cause  it  to  stand  out  from  all  the  real 
Thus  it  is  that  the  grief  of  the  passing  moment  takes  upon 
itself  an  individuality,  and  a  character  of  climax,  which  it 
IS  destined  to  lose,  after  a  while,  and  to  fade  into  the  dark 
gray  tissue  common  to  the  grave  or  glad  event?  of  many 
years  ago.  It  is  but  for  a  moment,  comjparatively,  that  any* 
thing  looks  strange  or  startling ;  —  a  truth  that  has  the 
bitter  and  the  sweet  in  it. 

But  Hepzibah  could  not  rid  herself  of  the  sense  of 
something  unprecedented  at  that  instant  passing,  and  soon 
to  be  accomplished.  Her  nerves  were  in  a  shake.  Instinct- 
ively she  paused  before  the  arched  window,  and  looked  oul 
upon  the  street,  in  order  to  seize  its  permanent  objects  with 
her  mental  grasp,  and  thus  to  steady  herself  from  the  reel 
and  vibration  which  afiected  her  more  immediate  sphere. 
It  brought  her  up,  as  we  may  say,  with  a  kind  of  shock, 
when  she  beheld  everything  under  the  same  appearance  an 
the  day  before,  and  numberless  preceding  days,  except  lor 
the  difference  between  sunshine  and  sullen  stonn.  Her  eyes 
travelled  along  the  street,  from  door-step  to  door-step,  noting 
.  the  wet  sidewalks,  with  here  and  there  a  puddle  in  hol- 
lows that  had  been  imperceptible  until  Jfilled  with  water. 
She  screwed  her  dim  optics  to  their  acutest  point,  in  the  hope 
of  making  out,  with  greater  distinctness,  a  certain  window, 
where  she  half  saw,  half  guessed,  that  a  tailor's  seamstress 
was  sitting  at  her  work.  Hepzibah  flung  herself  upon  that 
unknown  woman's  companionship,  even  thus  far  off.  Then 
she  was  attracted  by  a  chaise  rapidly  passing,  and  watched 
its  moist  and  glistening  top,  and  its  splashing  wheels,  until 
it  had  turned  the  comer,  and  refused  to  carry  any  further 
her  idly  trifling,  because  appalled  and  overburthened,  mind. 
>Mien  the  vehicle  had  disappeared,  she  allowed  herself  still 
ancither  loitering  moment ;  for  the  patched  figure  of  good 
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CTncle  Venner  was  now  yisible,  coming  slowly  from  the  head 
of  the  street  downward,  with  a  rheumatic  limp,  becanso  the 
east  wind  had  got  into  his  joints.  Hepzibah  wished  that  he 
would  pass  yet  more  slowly,  and  befriend  her  shivering  soli- 
tude a  little  longer.  Anything  that  would  take  her  out  of 
the  gnevous  present,  and  interpose  human  beings  betwixt 
herself  and  what  was  nearest  to  her,  —  whatever  would 
defer,  for  an  instant,  the  inevitable  errand  on  which  she  was 
bound,  —  all  such  impediments  were  welcome.  Next  to  the 
lightest  heart,  the  heaviest  is  apt  to  be  most  playful. 

Hepzibah  had  little  hardihood  for  her  own  proper  pum, 
and  far  less  for  what  she  must  inflict  on  Clifford.  Of  so 
slight  a  nature,  and  so  shattered  by  his  previous  calamities, 
it  could  not  well  be  short  of  utter  ruin  to  bring  him  face  to 
face  with  the  hard,  relentless  man,  who  had  been  his  evil 
destiny  through  life.  Even  had  there  been  no  bitter  recol- 
lections, nor  any  hostile  interest  now  at  stake  between 
them,  the  more  natural  repugnance  of  the  more  sensitive 
system  to  the  massive,  weighty,  and  unimpressible  one, 
must,  in  itself,  have  been  disastrous  to  the  former.  It  would 
be  like  flinging  a  porcelain  vase,  with  already  a  crack  in  it, 
igainst  a  granite  column.  Never  before  had  Hepzibah  so 
adequately  estimated  the  powerful  character  of  her  cousin 
Jaffrey,  —  powerful  by  intellect,  energy  of  will,  the  long 
habit  of  acting  among  men,  and,  as  she  believed,  by  his 
unscrupulous  pursuit  of  selfish  ends  through  evil  means. 
It  did  but  increase  the  diflUculty,  that  Judge  Pyncheon  was 
under  a  delusion  as  to  the  secret  which  he  supposed  Clifford 
to  possess.  Men  of  his  strength  of  purpose,  and  customary 
sagacity,  if  they  chance  to  adopt  a  mistaken  opinion  in  prac- 
tical matters,  so  wedge  it  and  fasten  it  among  things  knnwii 
to  be  true,  that  to  wrench  it  out  of  their  minds  is  bardly  less 
difficult  tlian  pulling  up  an  oak.    Thus,  as  the  ]udg« 
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iet}uired  an  impossibility  of  Clifford,  the  latter,  as  he  could 
not  nerform  it,  must  needs  perish.  For  what,  in  the  grasp 
of  a  man  like  this,  was  to  become  of  Clififord's  soft,  poetic 
nature,  that  never  should  have  had  a  task  more  stubborn 
than  to  set  a  life  of  beautiful  enjoyment  to  the  flow  and 
rhythm  of  musical  cadences !  Indeed,  what  had  become  of 
it  already?  Broken!  Blighted!  All  but  annihilated  I 
Soon  to  be  wholly  so ! 

For  a  moment,  the  thought  crossed  Hepzibah's  mind^ 
whether  Clifford  might  not  really  have  such  knowledge  of 
their  deceased  uncle's  vanished  estate  as  the  judge  imputed 
to  him.  She  remembered  some  vague  intimations,  on  her 
brother's  part,  which  —  if  the  supposition  were  not  essen- 
tially preposterous  —  might  have  been  so  interpreted.  There 
had  been  schemes  of  travel  and  residence  abroad,  day- 
dreams of  brilliant  life  at  home,  and  splendid  castles  m  the 
air,  which  it  would  have  required  boundless  wealth  to  build 
and  realize.  Had  this  wealth  been  in  her  power,  how 
gladly  would  Hepzibah  have  bestowed  it  all  upon  her  iron- 
hearted  kinsman,  to  buy  for  Clifford  the  freedom  and  seclu- 
sion of  the  desolate  old  house !  But  she  believed  that  het 
brother's  schemes  were  as  destitute  of  actual  substance  and 
purpose  as  a  child's  pictures  of  its  future  life,  while  sitting 
in  a  little  chair  by  its  mother's  knee.  Clifford  had  none 
but  shadowy  gold  at  his  command ;  and  it  was  not  the  stufi 
to  satisfy  Judge  Pyncheon ! 

Was  there  no  help,  in  their  extremity  ?  It  seemed  strange 
that  there  should  be  none,  with  a  city  round  about  her.  If 
would  be  so  easy  to  throw  up  the  window,  and  send  forth  a 
shriek,  at  the  strange  agony  of  which  everybody  would 
come  hastening  to  the  rescue,  well  und'^^tanding  it  to  be 
the  cry  of  a  human  soul,  at  some  dreadful  crisis !  But  how 
wild,  how  almost  laughable,  rhe  fatality,  —  and  yet  how 
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MmiiaaaAy  it  comes  to  pass,  thought  Hepziboh,  in  tiiis  duD 
deliiium  of  a  world,  —  that  whosoever,  and  with  however 
kindly  a  purpose,  should  come  to  help,  they  would  be  sure 
to  help  the  strongest  side!  Might  and  wrong  combined, 
like  iron  magnetized,  are  endowed  with  irresistible  attrac- 
tion. There  would  be  Judge  Fyncheon, — a  person  eminent 
in  the  public  view,  of  high  station  and  great  wealth,  a 
philanthropist,  a  member  of  congress 'and  of  the  church, 
'and  intimately  associated  with  whatever  else  bestows  good 
name,  —  so  imposing,  in  these  advantageous  lights,  that 
Hepzibah  herself  could  hardly  help  shrinking  from  her  own 
conclusions  as  to  his  hollow  integrity.  The  judge,  on  one 
side  I  And  who,  on  the  other  ?  The  guilty  Clifford !  Once 
a  by-word !     Now,  an  indistinctly-remembered  ignominy  I 

Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  this  perception  that  the  judge 
would  draw  all  human  aid  to  his  own  behalf,  Hepzibah  was 
80  unaccustomed  to  act  for  herself,  that  the  least  word  of 
counsel  would  have  swayed  her  to  any  mode  of  action. 
Little  Phcebe  Pyncheon  would  at  once  have  lighted  up  the 
whole  scene,  if  not  by  any  available  suggestion,  yet  simply 
by  the  warm  vivacity  of  her  character.  The  idea  of  the 
artist  occurred  to  Hepzibah.  Young  and  unknown,  mere 
vagrant  adventurer  as  he  was,  she  had  been  conscious  of  a 
force  in  Holgmve  which  might  well  adapt  him  to  be  the 
champion  of  a  crisis.  With  this  thought  in  her  mind,  she 
unbolted  a  door,  cobwebbed  and  long  disused,  but  which 
had  served  as  a  former  medium  of  communication  between 
her  own  part  of  the  house  and  the  gable  where  the  wander- 
mg  daguerreotypist  had  now  established  his  temporary 
home.  He  was  not  there.  A  book,  face  downward,  on 
the  tabic,  a  roll  of  manuscript,  a  half-written  sheet,  a  news* . 
paper,  some  tools  of  his  present  occupation,  and  several 
rejected  daguerreotypes,  conveyed  an  imp  .^ssion  as  if  he 
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were  close  at  hatnd.  But,  at  this  period  of  the  day,  ai 
Hepzibah  might  have  anticipated,  the  artist  was  at  his  pah* 
lie  rooms.  With  an  impulse  of  idle  curiosity,  that  flickered 
among  her  heavy  thoughts,  she  looked  at  one  of  the  daguer 
reotypes,  and  beheld  Judge  Pyncheon  frowning  at  her! 
Fate  stared  her  in  the  face.  She  turned  back  from  her 
fruitless  quest,  with  a  heart-sinking  sense  of  disappoint- 
ment. In  all  her  years  of  seclusion,  she  had  never  felt,  as 
now,  what  it  was  to  be  alone.  It  seemed  as  if  the  house' 
stood  in  a  desert,  or,  by  some  spell,  was  made  invisible  to 
those  who  dwelt  around,  or  passed  beside  it ;  so  that  any 
mode  of  misfortune,  miserable  accident,  or  crime,  might 
happen  in  it,  without  the  possibility  of  aid.  In  her  grief 
and  wounded  pride,  Hepzibah  had  spent  her  life  in  divesting 
herself  of  friends ;  —  she  had  wilfully  cast  ofi*  the  support 
which  God  has  ordained  his  creatures  to  need  from  one 
another ;  —  and  it  was  now  her  punishment,  that  Clifibrd 
and  herself  would  fall  the  easier  victims  to  their  kindred 
enemy. 

Returning  to  the  arched  window,  she  lifted  her  eyes,  — 
scowling,  poor,  dim-sighted  Hepzibah,  in  the  face  of  Heaven ! 
—  and  strove  hard  to  send  up  a  prayer  through  the  dense 
gray  pavement  of  clouds.  Those  mists  had  gathered,  as  if 
to  symbolize  a  great,  brooding  mass  of  human  trouble,  doubt, 
confusion,  and  chill  indifierence,  between  earth  and  the  bet- 
ter regions.  Her  faith  was  too  weak ;  the  prayer  too  heavy 
to  be  thus  uplifted.  It  fell  back,  a  lump  of  lead,  upon  hef 
heart.  It  smote  her  with  the  wretched  conviction  that 
Providence  intermeddled  not  in  these  pefty  wrongs  of  one 
individual  to  his  fellow,  nor  had  any  balm  for  these  little 
agonies  of  i  solitary  soul ;  but  shed  its  justice,  and  its  mercy 
in  a  broad,  sunlike  sweep,  over  half  the  universe  at  once 
Its  vastcess  made  it  nothing.     But  Hepzibah  did  not  tee 
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Ami,  just  as  ihere  comes  a  warm  sunbeam  into  every  cot- 
tage window,  so  comes  a  love-beam  of  God's  care  and  pity, 
for  every  separate  need. 

At  last,  finding  no  other  pretext  for  deferring  the  torture 
that  she  was  to  inflict  on  Clifibrd,  —  her  reluctance  to  which 
was  the  true  cause  of  her  loitering  at  the  window,  her 
search  for  the  artist,  and  even  her  abortive  prayer,  —  dread- 
ing, also,  to  hear  the  stem  voice  of  Judge  Pyncheon  from 
below  stairs,  chiding  her  delay,  —  she  crept  slowly,  a  pale, 
grief-stricken  figure,  a  dismal  shape  of  woman,  with  almost 
torpid  limbs,  slowly  to  her  brother's  door,  and  knocked ! 

There  was  no  reply ! 

And  how  should  there  have  been  ?  Her  hand,  tremulous 
with  the  shrinking  purpose  which  directed  it,  had  smitten 
so  feebly  against  the  door  that  the  sound  could  hardly  have 
gone  inward.  She  knocked  again.  Still,  no  response ! 
Nor  was  it  to  be  wondered  at.  She  had  struck  with  the 
entire  force  of  her  heart's  vibration,  communicating,  by  some 
subtle  magnetism,  her  own  terror  to  the  summons.  Clifford 
would  turn  his  face  to  the  pillow,  and  cover  his  head 
beneath  the  bed-clothes,  like  a  startled  child  at  midnight 
She  knocked  a  third  time,  three  regular  strokes,  gentle,  hut 
perfectly  distinct,  and  with  meaning  in  them ;  for,  modulate 
it  with  what  cautious  art  we  will,  the  hand  cannot  help 
playing  some  tune  of  what  we  feel,  upon  the  senseless 
wood. 

Clifford  returned  no  answer. 

«  Clifibrd !  dear  brother ! "  said  Hepzibah.  *<  Shall  I  coni6 
in?*' 

A  silence. 

Two  or  three  times,  and  more,  Hepzibah  repeated  his 
name,  without  result ;.  till,  thinking  her  brother's  sleep 
vnwontedly  profound,  she  undid  the  door,  and  entering, 
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found  the  chamber  vacant.  How  cotild  he  hate  eoAae  fotlii, 
and  when,  without  her  knowledge  ?  Was  it  possible  that, 
in  spite  of  the  stormy  day,  and  worn  out  with  Ibe  irksooM- 
ness  within  doors,  he  had  betaken  himself  to  his  customary 
haunt  in  the  garden,  and  was  now  shivering  under  the 
cheerless  shelter  of  the  summer-house  ?  She  haeFtily  threw 
up  a  window,  thrust  forth  her  turbaned  hea^  and  the  hall 
of  her  gaunt  figure,  and  searched  the  whcde  garden  through^ 
as  completely  as  her  dim  vision  would  allow.  She  cooid 
see  the  interior  of  the  summer-house,  and  its  circular  seat, 
kept  moist  by  the  droppings  of  the  roof.  It  had  bo  oocu^ 
pant.  Clifford  was  not  thereabouts ;  unless,  indeed,  he  had 
crept  for  concealment  -^  (as,  for  a  moment,  Hepzibah  fancied 
might  be  the  case)  —  into  a  great  wet  mass  of  tangled  and 
broad-leaved  shadow,  where  the  squash-vines  weie  clamber* 
ing  tumultuously  upon  an  old  wooden  frame-work,  set  casu- 
ally aslant  against  the  fence.  This  could  not  be,  however; 
he  was  not  there;  for,  while  Hepzibah  was  looking,  a 
strange  grimalkin  stole  forth  from  the  very  spot,  and  picked 
his  way  across  the  garden.  Twice  he  paused  to  snuff  the 
air,  and  then  anew  directed  his  course  towards  the  parlop* 
window.  Whether  it  was  only  on  account  of  the  stealthy, 
prying  manner  common  to  the  race,  or  that  this  eat  seemed 
to  have  more  than  ordinary  mischief  in  his  l&oughts,  the 
old  gentlewoman^,  in  spite  of  her  much  perplexity,  felt  mn 
impulse  to  drive  the  aaimal  away,  and  accordingly  flong 
down  a  window-stick.  The  cat  stared  up  at  her,  like  a 
detected  thief  or  murderer,  and,  the  next  instant,  took  to 
flight.  No  other  living  creature  was  visible  in  the  garden. 
Chanticleer  and  his  family  had  either  not  left  their  roost 
disheartened  by  the  interminable  rain,  or  had  done  the 
next  wisest  thing,  by  seasonably  returning  to  it  HepoihAb 
closed  the  window. 
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'  Bat  wbeie  9ras  Gliffinrd  ?  Could  it  be,  diat,  aware  of  the 
presence  Off  his  EtiI  Desttny,  he  had  cvept  silently  down  the 
vtaircase,  while  the  jadge  and  Hepzibah  stood  talking  in  the 
shop,  and  had  softly  undone  the  fastenings  of  the  oat^  door, 
and  made  his  escape  into  the  street  ?  With  that  thought, 
she  seemed  to  behold  his  gray,  wrinkled,  yet  childlike  aspect, 
in  the  old-fiishioned  garments  which  he  wore  about  the 
faeiise ;  a  figure  such  as  one  sometimes  imagines  himself  to 
be,  with  the  world's  eye  upon  him,  in  a  troubled  dream. 
This  figure  of  her  wretched  brother  would  go  wandering 
through  the  city,  attmcting  all  eye««  and  everybody's  won 
der  tqad  repugnance,  like  a  gliost,  the  more  to  be  shuddered 
at  because  visible  at  noontide.  To  incur  the  ridicule  of  the 
younger  crowd,  that  knew  him  not, —  the  harsher  scorn  and 
indignation  of  a  few  old  men,  who  might  recall  his  once 
familiar  features  I  To  be  the  sport  of  boys,  who,  when  old 
enough  to  run  about  the  stseets,  have  no  more  reverence  for 
what  IS  beautiful  and  holy,  nor  jBty  for  what  is  sad,  —  no 
more  sense  of  sacred  misery,  sanctifying  the  human  shape 
in  which  it  embodies  itself,  —  than  if  Satan  were  the  father 
of  them  all !  Goaded  by  their  taunts,  their  loud,  shrill 
eries,  and  cruel  laughter,  —  insulted  by  the  filth  of  the  pub* 
lie  ways,  which  they  would  fiing  upon  him,  — *  or,  as  it 
m^t  well  be,  distracted  by  the  mere  strangeness  of  his 
situation,  though  nobody  should  afflict  him  with  so  much  as 
a  thoughtless  word,  ^- what  wonder  if  CiifG»rd  were  to 
bieak  into  some  wild  extravagance,  which  was  certain  to  be 
interpreted  as  lunacy?  Thus  Judge  Pyncheon's  fiendish 
scheme  would  be  ready  accomplished  to  his  hands  ! 

Then  Hepzibah  reflected  that  the  town  was  almost  com- 
lately  water-girdled.  The  wharves  stretched  out  towards 
ihe  ceatie  of  the  harbor,  and,  in  this  inclensient  weathnr, 
"veie  deserted  by  the  ordinary  throng  of  merchants,  laborers, 
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and  sea-faring  men ;  each  wharf  a  solitude,  with  the  ' 
moored  stem  and  stem,  along  ?ts  misty  length.  Should  hef 
hrothei's  aimless  £;otstep8  stray  thitherward,  and  he  but 
bend,  one  moment,  over  the  deep,  black  tide,  would  He  not 
bethink  himself  that  here  was  the  sure  refuge  witnm  hii 
leach,  and  that,  with  a  single  step,  or  the  slightest  overbal« 
ance  of  his  body,  he  mi^ht  be  forerer  beyond  his  kinsman's 
gripe?  O,  the  temptation!  To  make  of  his  ponder:«as 
8 ;  TOW  a  security  !  To  sink,  with  its  leaden  weight  upoa 
him,  and  never  rise  again ! 

The  horror  of  this  last  conception  was  too  much  for  Hep- 
zibah.  Even  JafTrey  Pyncheon  must  help  her  now !  Sha 
hastened  down  the  staircase,  shrieking  as  she  went. 

«*  Clifibrd  is  gone !  *'  she  cried.  "  I  cannot  find  my 
brother  I  Help,  Jaflrey  Pyncheon !  Some  harm  will  hap- 
pen to  him !  *' 

She  threw  open  the  parlor-door.  But,  what  with  the 
shade  of  branches  across  the  windows,  and  the  smoke 
blackened  ceiling,  and  the  dark  oak-panelling  of  the  walls, 
there  was  hardly  so  much  daylight  in  the  room  that  Hep- 
zibah's  imperfect  sight  could  accurately  distinguish  the 
judge's  figure.  She  was  certain,  however,  that  she  saw 
him  sitting  in  the  ancestral  arm-chair,  near  the  centre  of 
the  fioor,  with  his  face  somewhat  averted,  and  looking  tow- 
ards a  window.  So  firm  and  quiet  is  the  nervous  system 
of  such  men  as  Judge  Pyncheon,  that  he  had  perhaps 
stirred  not  more  than  once  since  her  departure,  but,  in  the 
bard  composure  of  his  temperament,  retained  the  position 
into  which  accident  had  thrown  him. 

'*  I  tell  you,  Jaffrey,"  cried  Hepzibah,  impatiently,  as  she 
turned  from  the  parlor-door  to  search  other  rooms,  **  my 
brother  is  act  in  his  chamber!  You  must  help  me  feek 
hilt'" 
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Bat  Jtidge  Pyncheon  was  not  the  man  to  let  himself  be 
Btartled  from  an  easy-chair  with  haste  ill-befitting  either 
the  dignity  of  his  character  or  his  broad  personal  basis,  by 
the  alarm  of  an  hysteric  woman.  Yet,  considering  his  own 
interest  in  the  matter,  he  might  have  bestirred  himself  with 
a  little  more  alacrity. 

"  Do  you  hear  me,  Jaffrey  Pyncheon  ?  "  screamed  Hepzi- 
bah,  as  she  again  approached  the  parlor-door,  after  an  inef« 
fectual  search  elsewhere.    "  Clifford  is  gone ! " 

At  this  instant,  on  the  threshold  of  the  parlor,  emerging 
from  withm,  appeared  Clifford  himself!  His  face  was  pre- 
tematurally  pale ;  so  deadly  white,  indeed,  that,  through  all 
the  glimmering  indistinctness  of  the  passage-way,  Hepzibah 
could  discern  his  features,  as  if  a  light  fell  on  them  alone. 
Their  vivid  and  wild  expression  seemed  likewise  sufficient 
to  illuminate  them ;  it  was  an  expression  of  scorn  and  mock- 
ery, coinciding  with  the  emotions  indicated  by  his  gesture. 
As  Clifford  stood  on  the  threshold,  partly  turning  back,  he 
pointed  his  finger  within  the  parlor,  and  shook  it  slowly 
as  though  he  would  have  summoned,  not  Hepzibah  alone 
but  the  whole  world,  to  gaze  at  some  object  inconceivably 
ndiculous.  This  action,  so  ill-timed  and  extravagant,— 
accompanied,  too,  with  a  look  that  showed  more,  like  joy 
than  any  other  kind  of  excitement, — compelled  Hepzibah 
to  dread  that  her  stern  kinsman's  ominous  visit  had  driven 
her  poor  brother  to  absolute  insanity.  Nor  could  she  other- 
wise account  for  the  judge's  quiescent  mood  than  by  sup* 
posing  him  craftily  on  the  watch,  while  Clifford  developed 
these  -symptoms  of  a  distracted  mind. 

'*Be  quiet,  Clifford]"  whispered  his  sister,  raising  hei 
hnnd,  to  inrpress  caution.  '*0,  for  Heaven's  sake^  be 
qaiet  •  •• 

"*Lct  him  oe  quiet.     What  can  he  do  better? " answeied 
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ClifTord,  with  a  still  wilder  gesture,  pointing  into  iiMe  n^m 
which  he  had  just  quitted.  **  As  lor  us,  Hepzihah,  we  can 
da*'.ce  now !  —  we  can  sing,  laugh,  play,  do  what  we  will  I 
The  wi%ht  is  gone,  Hepziboh !  it  is  gone  off  this  weary  ol4 
world ,  and  we  may  be  as  light-hearted  as  little  Phoebe  her* 
self! " 

And,  in  accordance  with  his  words,  he  began  to  laugh, 
still  pointing  his  finger  at  the  object,  invisible  to  Hepzibah, 
within  the  parlor.  She  was  seized  with  a  sudden  intui* 
tion  of  some  horrible  thing.  She  thrust  herself  past  Clif- 
ferd,  and  disappeared  into  the  room;  but  almost  immediately 
returned,  with  a  cry  choking  in  her  throat.  Grazing  at  hei 
brother,  with  an  affrighted  glance  of  inquiry,  she  beheld 
him  all  in  a  tremor  and  a  quake,  from  head  to  foot,  while, 
amid  these  commoted  elements  of  passion  or  alarm,  still 
flickered  his  gusty  mirth. 

**  My  God !  what  is  to  become  of  us  ?  "  gasped  Hepzibah. 

**  Come ! "  said  Clifford,  in  a  tone  of  brief  decision,  most 
unlike  what  was  usual  with  him.  "We  stay  here  too 
long!  Let  us  leare  the  old  house  to  oui  cousin  JafSpeyl 
He  will  take  good  care  of  it ! " 

Hepzibah  now  noticed  that  Clifibrd  had  on  a  cloak,  —  a 
garment  of  long  ago,  —  in  which  he  had  constantly  muffled 
himself  during  these  days  of  easterly  storm.  He  beckoned 
with  his  hand,  and  intimated,  so  far  as  she  could  compre- 
hend him,  his  purpose  that  they  should  go  together  from 
the  house.  There  are  chaotic,  blind,  or  drunken  moments, 
m  the  lives  of  persons  who  lack  real  force  of  character,— 
moments  of  test,  in  which  courage  would  most  assert  itself, 
—  but  where  these  individuals,  if  left  to  themselves,  stagger 
aimlessly  along,  or  foUow  implicitly  whatever  guidance  may 
befall  them,  even  if  it  be  a  child's.  No  matter  how  piepoa 
tetoxa  4X  imane,  a  purpose  is  a  God-send  to  th»a>    Hepzi 
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hih  hiid  leached  this  point  Uoaeettstomed  to  action  on 
lesponsibility,  —  full  of  horror  at  what  she  had  seen,  and 
afiraid  to  inquire,  or  ahnost  to  imagine,  how  it  had  come  to 
pass,  —  afirighted  at  the  Vitality  which  seemed  to  pursuie 
her  brother,  --» stupefied  by  the  dim,  ^ck,  stifling  almos 
pltere  of  dread,  which  filled  the  house  as  with  a  death^smeU. 
and  obliterated  all  definiteness  of  thought,-** she  yielded 
without  a  quesdon,  and  on  the  instant,  to  (he  will  which 
Clifford  expressed.  For  herself,  she  was  like  a  person  in  a 
dieam,  when  the  will  always  sleeps.  Clifibrd,  orilinarily  so* 
destitute  of  this  &culty,  had  found  it  in  the  tension  of  th# 
crisis. 

"Why  do  you  delay  so?"  cried  he,  shaiply.  "Put  on 
your  cloak  and  hood,  or  whatOTer  it  pleases  you  to  wear  I 
No  matter  what;  —  you  cannot  look  beautiful  nor  brilliant, 
my  poor  Hepzibah !  Take  your  purse,  with  money  in  it» 
•ad  come  along ! " 

Hepzibah  obeyed  these  instructions,  as  if  nothing  ebe 
were  to  be  done  or  thought  of.  She  began  to  wonder,  it  is 
true,  why  she  did  not  wake  up,  and  at  what  still  more 
intolerable  pitch  of  dizzy  trouble  her  spirit  would  struggle 
imt  of  the  maze,  and  make  her  conscious  that  npthing  of  all 
this  had  actually  happened.  Of  course,  it  was  not  real ;  no 
such  black,  easterly  day  as  this  had  yet  begun  to  be*;  Judge 
Pyncheon  had  not  talked  with  her ;  Clifford  had  not  laughed, 
pointed,  beckoned  her  away  with  him ;  but  she  had  merely 
been  afflicted  —  as  lonely  sleepers  often  are  —  with  a  great 
deal  of  unreasonable  misery,  in  a  morning  dream  ! 

"  Now  —  now  —  I  shall  certainly  awake  ! "  thought  Hep- 
ribah,  as  she  went  to  and  fro,  making  her  little  preparations. 
('I  can  bear  it  no  longer !    I  must  wake  up  now ! " 

But  it  came  not,  that  awakening  moment !  It  came  not, 
^ven  wheni  ^ust  before  they  left  the  house,  Clifford  stole  to 
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the  porloT-door,  and  made  a  parting  obeisance  to  the  8ol^ 
occupant  of  the  room. 

«  What  an  absurd  figure  the  old  fellow  cuts  now !  *'  whui- 
pered  he  to  Hepzibah.  '*  Just  when  he  fancied  he  had  me 
completely  under  his  thumb !  Come,  come ;  make  haste ! 
or  he  will  start  up,  like  Giant  Despair  in  pursuit  of  Chris- 
tian and  Hopeful,  and  catch  us  yet ! " 

As  they  passed  into  the  street,  Clifibid  directed  Hepsn- 
bah*s  attention  to  something  on  one  of  the  posts  of  the  front 
door.  It  was  merely  the  initials  of  his  own  name,  which, 
with  somewhat  of  his  characteristic  grace  about  the  forms 
of  the  letters,  he  had  cut  there,  when  a  boy.  The  brother 
and  sister  departed,  and  left  Judge  Pyncheon  s.tting  in  the 
old  home  of  his  forefathers,  all  by  himself;  jo  heavy  and 
lumpbh  that  we  can  liken  him  to  nothing  better  than  a 
defunct  nightmare,  which  had  perished  in  the  midst  of  ita 
wickedness,  and  left  its  flabby  corpse  on  the  breast  of  tba 
tannented  cne,  to  be  gotten  nd  of  as  it  migiU  S 
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SuxBiBB  as  It  was,  the  east  wind  set  poor  Hepzibali's  tew 
remaining  teeth  chattering  in  her  head,  as  she  and  Clifford 
fiiced  it,' on  their  way  up  Pyncheon-street,  and  towards  the 
centre  of  the  town.  Not  merely  was  it  the  shiver  which 
this  pitiless  hlast  brought  to  her  frame  (although  her  feet 
and  hands,  especially,  had  never  seemed  so  death-a-cold  as 
now),  but  there  was  a  moral  sensation,  mingling  itself  with 
the  physical  chill,  and  causing  her  ta  shake  more  in  spirit 
than  in  body.  The  world's  broad,  bleak  atmosphere  was  all 
so  comfortless !  Such,  indeed,  is  the  impression  which  it 
makes  on  every  new  adventurer,  even  if  he  plunge  into  it 
while  the  warmest  ^de  of  life  is  bubbling  through  his  veins. 
What,  then,  must  it  have  been  to  Hepzibah  and  Clifford,  — 
30  time-stricken  as  they  were,  yet  so  like  children  in  their 
inexperience,  —  as  they  left  the  door-step,  and  passed  from 
beneath  the  wide  shelter  of  the  Fyncheon-elm !  They  were 
wandering  all  abroad,  on  precisely  such  a  pilgrimage  as  a 
child  often  meditates,  to  the  world's  end,  with  perhaps  a 
sixpence  and  a  biscuit  in  his  pocket.  In  Hepzibah 's  mind, 
there  was  the  wretched*  consciousness  of  being  adrift.  She 
had  lost  the  faculty  of  self-guidance ;  but,  in  view  of  the 
difficulties  around  her,  felt  it  hardly  worth  an  effort  to 
regain  it,  and  was,  moreover,  incapable  of  making  one. 

As  they  proceeded  on  their  strange  expedition,  she  now 
and  then  cast  a  look  sidelong  at  Clifford,  and  couJd  not  but 
observe  that  he  was  possessed  and  swayed  by  a  powerful  ex» 
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eitement.  It  was  this,  indeed,  that  gave  him  the  control  which 
he  had  at  once,  and  so  irresistibly,  established  over  his 
movements.  It  not  a  little  resembled  the  exhilaration  of 
wine.  Or,  it  might  more  fancifully  he  compared  to  a  joy- 
ous piece  of  music,  played  with  wild  vivacity,  but  upon  a 
disordered  instrument.  As  the  cracked  jarring  note  might 
always  be  heard,  and  as  it  jarred  loudest  amid  the  loftiest 
exultation  of  the  melody,  so  was  there  a  ooutinnal  quake 
through  Clifford,  causing  him  most  to  quiver  while  he  wofe 
a  triumphant  smile,  and  seemed  almost  under  a  necessity  to 
skip  in  his  gait. 

They  met  few  people  abroad,  even  on  passing  from  die 
retired  neighborhood  of  the  House  of  the  Seven  GraUes  into 
^at  was  ordinarily  the  more  thronged  and  busier  portion 
of  the  town.  Glistening  sidewalks,  with  little  pools  of  rain, 
here  and  there,  along  their  unequal  surface ;  umbrellas  dis- 
played ostentatiously  in  the  shop-windows,  as  if  the  life  of 
trade  had  concentred  itself  in  that  one  article ;  wet  leaves 
of  the  horse-chestnut  or  elm  trees,  torn  off  untimely  by  the 
blast,  and  scattered  along  the  puHic  way;  an  unsightly 
accumulation  of  mud  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  which  per- 
versely grew  the  more  unclean  for  its  long  and  laborious 
washing ;  —  these  were  the  more  definable  points  of  a  very 
sombre  picture. .  In  the  way  of  movement,  and  human  life, 
there  was  the  hasty  rattle  of  a  cab  or  coach,  its  driver  pro- 
tected by  a  water-proof  cap  over  his  head  and  shoulders ; 
the  forlorn  figure  of  an  old  man,  who  seemed  to  have  crept 
out  of  some  subterranean  sewer,  and  was  stooping  along  the 
kennel,  and  poking  the  wet  rubbish  with  a  stick,  in  quest  of 
rusty  nails ;  a  merchant  or  two,  at  the  door  of  the  pos^ 
office,  together  with  an  editor,  and  a  miscellaneous  politic 
cian,  awaiting  a  dilatory  mail ;  a  few  visages  of  retired  sea- 
captaiqs  at  the  window  of  an  insurance  office,  looking  out 
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¥fteandy  at  the  Tacant  street,  blaspheming  at  tho  weather; 
and  fretting  at  Ihe  dearth  as  well  of  pablic  news  as  local 
gossip.  What  a  tieasure<trove  to  these  venerable  quid- 
nuncs, could  they  have  guessed  the  secret  which  Hepzibab 
and  ClifTord  were  carrying  along  with  them !  But  their 
two  figures  attracted  hardly  so  much  notice  as  that  of  a 
young  girl,  who  passed  at  the  same  instant,  and  happened 
to  raise  her  skirt  a  trifle  too  high  above  her  ankles.  Had  it 
been  a  sunny  and  cheerful  day,  they  could  hardly  have  gone 
through  the  streets  without  making  themselves  obnoxious  to 
remade  Now,  probaUy,  they  were  felt  to  be  in  keeping 
with  the  dismal  and  bitter  weather,  and  therefore  did  not 
stand  out  in  strong  relief,  as  if  the  sun  were  shining  on 
them,  but  melted  into  the  gray  gloom,  and  were  forgotten 
as  soon  as  gone. 

Poor  Hepzibab !  Could  she  have  understood  this  fact,  it 
would  have  brought  her  some  little  comfort ;  for,  to  all  her 
other  troubles  —  strange  to  say ! —  there  was  added  the  wo- 
manish andpld-maiden-like  misery  arising  from  a  sense  of 
unseemliness  in  her  attire.  Thus,  she  was  fain  to  shrink 
deeper  into  herself,  as  it  were,  as  if  in  the  hope  of  making 
people  suppose  that  here  was  only  a  cloak  and  hood,  thread- 
bare and  wdfully  faded,  taking  an  airing  in  the  midst  of  the 
storm,  without  any  wearer ! 

As  they  went  on,  the  feeling  of  indistinctness  and  unreal- 
ity kept  dimly  hovering  round  about  her,  and  so  diffus- 
ing itself  into  her  system  that  one  of  her  hands  was  hardly 
palpable  to  the  touch  of  the  other.  Any  certainty  wouli 
have  been  preferable  to  this.  She  whispered  to  herself, 
again  and  again,  —  "  Am  I  awake  ?  —  Am  I  awake  ?  "  — 
and  sometimes  exposed  her  face  to  the  chill  spatter  of  the 
wind,  for  the  sake  of  its  rude  assurance  that  she  was 
Whether  it  was  Clifford's  purpose,  or  only  chance^  ha(]  led 
18 
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them  thither,  they  now  found  themselves  passhig  beneath 
the  arched  entrance  of  a  large  structure  of  gray  stone. 
Withm,  there  was  a  spacious  breadth,  and  an  airy  height 
from  floor  to  roof,  now  partially  filled  with  smoke  and  steam, 
which  eddied  voluminously  upward,  and  formed  a  mimic 
cloud -region  over  their  heads.  A  train  of  cars  was  just 
ready  for  a  start ;  the  locomotive  was  fretting  and  fuming, 
like  a  steed  impatient  for  a  headlong  rush ;  and  the  bell 
rang  out  its  hasty  peal,  so  well  expressing  the  brief  sum- 
mons which  life  vouchsafes  to  us,  in  its  hurried  career. 
Without  question  or  delay,  —  with  the  irresistible  decision, 
if  not  rather  to  be  called  recklessness,  which  had  so  strangely 
taken  possession  of  him,  and  through  him  of  Hepzibah,  — 
Clifford  impelled  her  towards  the  cars,  and  assisted  her  to 
enter.  The  signal  was  given ;  the  engine  puffed  forth  its 
short,  quick  breaths ;  the  train  began  its  movement ;  and, 
along  with  a  hundred  other  passengers,  these  two  unwonted 
travellers  sped  onward  like  the  wind. 

At  last,  therefore,  and  after  so  long  estrangement  from 
everything  that  the  world  acted  or  enjoyed,  they  had  been 
drawn  into  the  great  current  of  human  life,  and  were  swept 
away  with  it,  as  by  the  suction  of  fate  itself. 

Still  haunted  with  the  idea  that  not  one  of  the  past  inci- 
dents, inclusive  of  Judge  Pyncheon's  visit,  could  be  real,  the 
recluse  of  the  seven  gables  murmured  in  her  brother's  ear,  — 

"  Cliflford !     Clifford !      Is  not  this  a  dream  ?  " 

"  A  dream,  Hepzibah  ! "  repeated  he,  almost  laughing  in 
her  face.  "On  the  contrary,  I  have  never  been  awake 
before ! " 

Meanwhile,  looking  from  the  window,  they  could  see  the 
world  racing  past  them.  At  one  moment,  they  were  rat- 
tling through  a  solitude ;  the  next,  a  village  had  grown  up 
around  them;   a  few  breaths  more,  and  it  had  vanished. 
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u  if  rwallowed  by  an  earthquake.  The  spiies  of  meet- 
ing'bouses  seemed  set  adrift  from  their  foundations;  the 
broad-based  hills  glided  away.  Everything  was  unfixed 
from  its  age-long  rest,  and  moving  at  whirlwind  speed  in  a 
direction  opposite  to  their  own. 

Within  the  car,  there  was  the  usual  interior  life  of  the 
railroad,  offering  little  to  the  observation  of  other  passengers, 
but  full  of  novelty  for  this  pair  of  strangely  enfranchised 
prisoners.  It  was  novelty  enough,  indeed,  that  there  were 
£fty  human  beings  in  close  relation  with  th«m,  under  one 
long  and  narrow  roof,  and  drawn  onward  by  the  sama 
mighty  influence  that  had  taken  their  two  selves  into  its 
grasp.  It  seemed  marvellous  how  all  these  people  could 
remain  so  quietly  in  their  seats,  while  so  much  noisy 
strength  was  at  work  in  their  behalf.  Some,  with  tickets 
in  their  hats  (long  travellers  these,  before  whom  lay  a  hun- 
dred miles  of  raihroad),  had  plunged  into  the  English  scen- 
ery and  adventures  of  pamphlet  novels,  and  were  keeping 
company  with  dukes  and  earls.  Others,  whose  briefer  span 
forbade  their  devoting  themselves  to  studies  so  abstruse, 
Deguiled  the  little  tedium  of  the  way  with  penny-papers.  A 
party  of  girls,  and  one  young  man,  on  opposite  sides  of  the 
car,  found  huge  amusement  in  a  game  of  ball>  -tThey  tossed 
it  to  and  fro,  with  peals  of  laughter  that  might  be  measured 
by  mile-lengths ;  for,  faster  than  the  nimble  ball  could  fly,  the 
merry  players  fled  unconsciously  along,  leaving  the  trail  of 
their  mirth  afar  behind,  and  ending  their  game  under 
another  sky  than  had  witnessed  its  commencement.  Boys, 
with  apples,  cakes,  candy,  and  rolls  of  variously  tinctured 
ozenges,  —  merchandise  that  reminded  Hepzibah  of  her 
ieserted  shop,  —  appeared  at  each  momentury  stopping- 
place,  doing  up  their  business  in  a  hurry,  or  breaking  it 
«hort  off,  ]e»t  the  market  should  ravish  them  away  with  it 
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New  people  continually  entered.  Old  acqnaintianoM  —  for 
such  they  soon  grew  to  be,  in  this  rapid  current  of  a&iis — 
continually  departed.  Here  and  there,  amid  ^e  rumble  and 
the  tumult,  sat  one  asleep.  Sleep ;  sport ;  business ;  graver 
or  lighter  study ;  and  the  common  and  inevitable  movement 
onward  !     It  was  life  itself! 

Clifford's  naturally  poignant  sympathies  were  all  aroused 
He  caugh't  the  color  of  what  was  passing  about  him,  and 
threw  it  back  more  vividly  than  he  received  it,  but  mixed 
nevertheless,  with  a  lurid  and  portentous  hue.  Hepzifaoh, 
on  the  other  hand,  felt. herself  more  apart  from  human  kind 
than  even  in  the  seclusion  which  she  had  just  quitted. 

"  You  are  not  happy,  Hepzibah !  "  said  Clifford,  apart,  in 
a  tone  of  reproach.  "  You  are  thinking  of  that  dismal  old 
house,  and  of  Cousin  Jaffrey,"  —  here  came  the  quake 
through  him,  —  '<  and  of  Cousin  Jaffrey  sitting  there,  all  by 
himself !  Take  my  advice,  —  follow  my  example,  —  and  let 
such  things  slip  aside.  Here  we  are,  in  the  world,  Hepzi- 
bah !  —  in  the  midst  of  life  !  —  in  the  throng  of  our  fellow- 
beings  !  Let  you  and  I  be  happy!  As  happy  as  that 
youth,  and  those  pretty  girls,  at  their  game  of  ball ! " 

"  Happy ! "  thought  Hepzibah,  bitterly  conscious,  at  the 
word,  of  her  dull  and  heavy  heart,  with  the  frozen  pain  in 
it.  "  Happy !  He  is  mad  already ;  and,  if  I  could  once 
feel  myself  broad  awake,  I  should  go  mad  too ! " 

If  a  fixed  idea  be  madness,  she  was  perhaps  not  remote 
from  it.  Fast  and  far  as  they  had  rattlta  and  clattered 
along  the  iron  track,  they  might  just  as  well,  as  regarded 
Hepzibah'ib  mental  images,  have  been  passing  up  and  down 
Pyncheon-street.  With  miles  and  miles  of  varied  scenery 
between,  there  was  no  scene  for  her*  save  the  seven  old 
gable-peaks,  with  their  moss,  and  the  tuft  of  weeds  in  oim 
of  the  angles,  and  tha  shop  window,  and  a  customer  shak 
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mg  the  door,  aiid  compelling  the  lit^e  bell  to  jingle  fieroely, 
but  without  disturbing  Judge  Pyncheon !  This  one  old 
house  was  everywhere  I  It  transported  its  great,  lumbering 
bulk,  with  more  than  railroad  speed,  and  set  itself  jMegmat- 
ically  down  on  whatever  spot  she  glanced  at  The  quality 
of  Hepzibah's  mind  was  too  unmalleable  to  take  new  im- 
pressions so  readily  as  Clifford's.  He  had  a  winged  nature ; 
she  was  rather  of  the  vegetable  kind,  and  could  hardly  be 
kept  long  alive,  if  drawn  up  by  the  roots.  Thus  it  hap- 
pened that  the  relation  heretofore  existing  between  her 
brother  and  herself  was  changed.  At  home,  she  was  his 
guardian ;  here,  Clifibrd  had  become  hers,  and  seemed  to 
comprehend  whatever  belonged  to  their  new  position  with 
a  singular  rapidity  of  intelligence.  He  had  been  startled 
into  manhood  and  intellectual  vigor ;  or,  at  least,  into  a  con- 
dition that  resembled  them,  though  it  might  be  both  diseased 
and  transitory. 

The  conductor  now  applied  for  their  tickets ;  and  Clifibrd, 
who  had  made  himself  the  purse-bearer,  put  a  bank-note 
into  his  hand,  as  he  had  observed  others  do. 

"  For  the  lady  and  yourself?  "  asked  the  conductor.  "  And 
how  far?" 

"As  far  as  that  will  carry  us,"  said  Clifford.  "  It  is  no 
great  matter.     We  are  riding  for  pleasure,  merely  ! " 

"  You  choose  a  stmnge  day  for  it,  sir ! "  remarked  a  gim 
.  let-eyed  old  gentleman,  on  the  other  side  of  the  car,  looking 
at  Clifford  and  his  companion,  as  if  curious  to  make  them 
out.  "  The  best  chance  of  pleasure,  in  an  easterly  rain,  1 
take  it,  is  in  a  man's  own  house,  with  a  nice  little  fire  in  the 
chimney." 

"  I  cannot  precisely  agree  with  you,"  said  Clifford,  cour- 
teously bowing  to  the  old  gentleman,  and  at  once  taking  up 
the  clew  of  conversation  whi^h  the  latter  had  proffered.    **  If 
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had  just  occurred  to  me,  on  the  contrary,  that  this  admirable 
invention  of  the  railroad  —  with  the  vast  and  inevitable 
improvements  to  be  looked  for,  both  as  to  speed  and  con« 
venience  —  is  destined  to  do  away  with  those  stale  ideas  of 
home  and  fireside,  and  substitute  something  better." 

'^  In  the  name  of  common  sense,"  asked  the  old  gentle- 
man, rather  testily,  "  what  can  be  better  for  a  man  than  his 
own  parlor  and  chimney-comer  ?  " 

*'  These  things  have  not  the  merit  which  many  good 
people  attribute  to  them,"  replied  Clifford.  "  They  may  be 
said,  in  few  and  pithy  words,  to  have  ill-served  a  poor  pur- 
jwse.  My  impression  is,  that  our  wonderfully  increased 
%nd  still  increasing  facilities  of  locomotion  are  destined  to 
bring  us  round  again  to  the  nomadic  state.  You  are  aware, 
my  dear  sir, — you  must  have  observed  it,  in  your  own 
experience,  —  that  all  human  progress  is  in  a  circle  ;  or,  to 
use  a  more  accurate  and  beautiful  figure,  in  an  ascending 
spiral  curve.  While  we  fancy  ourselves  going  s'  might  for- 
ward, and  attaining,  at  every  step,  an  entirely  7  ew  position 
of  affairs,  we  do  actually  return  to  something  long  ago 
tried  and  abandoned,  but  which  we  now  find  etherealized, 
refined,  and  perfucted  to  its  ideal.  The  past  is  but  a  coarse 
and  sensual  prophecy  of  the  present  and  the  future.  To 
apply  this  truth  to  the  topic  now  under  discussion.  —  In  the 
early  epochs  of  our  race,  men  dwelt  in  temporary  huts,  of 
bowers  of  branches,  as  easily  constructed  as  a  bird's  nest, 
and  which  they  built,  —  if  it  should  be  called  building, 
when  such  sweet  homes  of  a  summer  solstice  rather  grew 
than  were  made  with  hands,  —  which  Nature,  we  will  say, 
assisted  them  to  rear,  where  fruit  abounded,  where  fish  and 
game  were  plentiful,  or,  most  especially,  where  the  sense  of 
beauty  was  to  be  gratified  by  a  lovelier  shac'e  than  else* 
where,  and  a  more  exquisite  arrangement  of  lake,  wood 
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tnd  Kill.  Thiu  life  possessed  a  charm,  which,  e^-f  since 
man  qmtted  it,  has  vanished  from  existence.  And  it 
typified  something  better  than  itself.  It  had  its  drawbacks ; 
such  as  hunger  and  thirst,  inclement  weather,  hot  sunshine, 
and  weary  and  foot-blistering  marches  over  barren  and  ugly 
tracts,  that  lay  between  the  sites  desirable  for  their  fertility 
and  beauty.  But,  in  our  ascending  spiral,  we  escape  all 
this.  These  railroads  —  could  but  the  whistle  be  made 
musical,  and  the  rumble  and  the  jar  got  rid  of —  are  posi- 
tively the  greatest  blessing  that  the  ages  have  wrought  out 
for  us.  They  give  us  wings  ;  they  annihilate  the  toil  and 
dust  of  pilgrimage;  they  spiritualize  travel!  Transition 
being  so  facile,  what  can  be  any  man's  inducement  to  tarry 
in  one  spot  ?  Why,  therefore,  should  he  build  a  more  cum- 
brous habitation  than  can  readily  be  carried  off  with  him  I 
Why  should  he  make  himself  a  prisoner  for  life  in  brick, 
and  stone,  and  old  worm-eaten  timber,  when  he  may  just  as 
easily  dwell,  in  one  sense,  nowhere,  —  in  a  better  sense, 
wherever  the  fit  and  beautiful  shall  ofier  him  a  home  ?  " 

Clifford's  countenance  glowed,  as  he  divulged  this  theory , 
a  youthful  character  shone  out  from  within,  converting  the 
wrinkles  and  pallid  duskiness  of  age  into  an  almost  trans- 
parent mask.  The  merry  girls  let  their  ball  drop  upon  the 
Aoor,  and  gazetf  at  him.  They  said  to  themselves,  perhaps, 
l&at,  before  his  hair  was  gray  and  the  crow's  feet  tracked 
his  temples,  this  now  decaying  man  must  have  stamped  the 
impress  of  his  features  on  many  a  woman's  heart.  But, 
alas!  no  woman's  eye  had  seen  his  face  while  it  was 
beautiful ! 

"  I  should  scarcely  call  it  an  improved  state  of  things,' 
observed  ClifiTord's  new  acquaintance,  "  to  live  everywhere 
and  nowhere ! " 

**  Would  you  not?"  exclaimed  Clififord,  with  singular 
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eoergy.  "  It  is  as  clear  to  me  as  sunshine,  —  wen  (hmnfl^ 
any  in  the  sky,  — that  the  greatest  possiUe  stttmbliQg4)lock« 
in  the  path  of  human  happiness  and  improyement  are  these 
heaps  of  bricks  and  stones,  consolidated  with  mortar,  or  hewn 
timber,  fastened  together  with  spike-nails,  which  men  pain** 
fully  contrive  for  their  own  torment,  and  call  them  hous» 
and  home  !  The  soul  needs  air  ;  a  wide  aweep  and 
frequent  change  of  it.  Morbid  influences,  in  a  thousand- 
fold variety,  gather  about  hearths,  and  pollute  the  life  oi 
households.  There  is  no  such  unwholesome  atmosf^em 
as  that  of  an  old  home,  rendered  poisonous  by  one's  defunct 
forefathers  and  relatives.  I  speak  of  what  I  know.  There 
is  a  certain  house  within  my  ^miliar  recollection,  —  one 
of  those  peaked-gable  (there  are  seven  of  them)  projectin|»« 
tstoried  edifices,  such  as  you  occasionally  see,  in  our  elder 
towns,  —  a  rusty,  crazy,  isreaky,  dry«rotted,  damp-rotted, 
dingy,  dark,  and  miserable  old  dungeon,  with  an  archea 
window  over  the  porch,  and  a  little  shop-door  on  one  side, 
and  a  great,  melancholy  elm  before  it !  Now,  sir,  whenever 
my  thoughts  recur  to  this  seven-gabled  mansion — (the 
fact  is  so  very  curious  that  I  must  need^  mention  it)  —  im- 
mediately I  have  a  vision  or  image  of  an  elderly  man,  of 
remarkably  stem  countenance,  sitting  in  an  oaken  elbew*^ 
chair,  dead,  stone-dead,  with  an  ugly  flow  of  blood  upon 
his  shirt-bosom  \  Dead,  but  with  open  eyes !  He  udnts  the 
whole  house,  as  I  remember  it.  I  could. never  flourish 
there,  nor  be  happy,  nor  do  nor  enjoy  what  God  meant  ma 
to  do  and  enjoy ! " 

His  face  darkened,  and  seemed  to  contract,  fnd  shrivel 
itself  up,  and  wither  into  age. 

"  Never,  sir !  "  he  repeated.  "  I  could  never  draw  cheer« 
ful  breath  there ! " 

^<I  should   think  not,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  eying 
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difeid  earnestly,  tad  rather  aj^tehensively.  *<  I  aboidd 
conceiTe  not,  sir,  with  mat  notion  in  your  head ! " 

"  Surely  not,"  continued  Clifford ;  "  and  it  were  a  relirf 
to  me  if  that  house  could  be  torn  down,  or  burnt  up  and 
8o  the  earth  be  rid  c^  it,  and  grass  be  sown  abundantly  ovei 
its  foundation.  Not  that  I  should  ever  visit  its  site  again  I 
for,  sir,  the  further  I  get  away  from  it,  the  more  does  the 
joy,  the  lightsome  freshness,  the  heart-leap,  the  intellectual 
dance,  the  youth,  in  short,  —  yes,  my  youth,  my  youth !  — 
the  more  does  it  come  back  to  me.  No  longer  ago  tiiaa 
this  morning,  1  was  old.  I  remember  looking  in  the  glassy 
and  wondering  at  my  own  gray  hair,  and  the  wrinkles^ 
many  and  deep,  right  across  my  brow,  and  the  furrows 
down  my  cheeks,  and  the  prodigious  trampling  of  crow> 
feet  about  my  temples !  It  was  too  soon !  I  could  not  bear 
it !  Age  had  no  right  to  come !  I  had  not  lived !  But 
now  do  I  look  old  ?  If  so,  my  aspect  belies  me  strangely ; 
for  —  a  great  weight  being  off  my  mind  —  I  feel  in  the 
Tery  hey-day  of  my  youdi,  with  the  world  and  my  best  days 
before  me ! " 

'*  I  trust  you  may  find  it  so,"  said  the  old  gentleman^  who 
aeemed  rather  embarrassed,  and  desirous  of  avoiding  the 
observation  which  Clifford's  wild  talk  drew  on  them  both. 
**  You  have  my  best  wishes  for  it" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  dear  Clifford,  be  quiet ! "  whispered 
his  sister.    "  They  think  you  mad." 

"Be  quiet  yourself,  Hepzibah!"  returned  her  brother. 
"No  matter  what  they  think!  I  am  not  mad.  For  the 
first  time  in  thirty  years,  my  thoughts  gush  up  and  fine 
words  ready  for  them.    I  must  talk,  and  I  will ! " 

He  turned  again  towards  the  old  gentleman,  and  renewed 
the  conversation. 

"  Tes,  my  dear  sir,"  said  be,  "  it  is  my  firm  belief  and 
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hope,  that  these  terms  of  roof  and  hearlll-stone,  which  have 
80  long  been  held  to  embody  something  sacred,  are  soon  tc 
pass  out  of  men's  daily  use,  and  be  forgotten.  Just  imagine, 
ftir  a  moment,  how  much  of  human  evil  will  crumble  away, 
with  this  one  change!  What  we  call  real  estate  —  the 
solid  ground  to  build  a  house  on  —  is  the  broad  foundation 
on  which  nearly  all  the  guilt  of  this  world  rests.  A  man 
will  commit  almost  any  wrong,  —  he  will  heap  up  an 
immense  pile  of  wickedness,  as  hard  as  granite,  and  which 
will  weigh  as  heavily  upon  his  soul,  to  eternal  ages,  —  only 
to  build  a  great,  gloomy,  dark*chambered  mansion,  for  him- 
self to  die  in,  and  for  his  posterity  to  be  miserable  in.  He 
lays  his  own  dead  corpse  beneath  the  underpinning,  as  one 
may  say,  and  hangs  his  frowning  picture  on  the  wall,  and, 
after  thus  converting  himself  into  an  evil  destiny,  expects 
his  remotest  great-grandchildren  to  be  happy  there !  I  do 
not  speak  wildly.  I  have  just  such  a  house  in  my  mind's 
eye ! " 

"  Then,  sir,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  getting  anxious  to 
dtop  the  subject,  "  you  are  not  to  blame  for  leaving  it." 

"  Within  the  lifetime  of  the  child  already  born,"  Clifford 
went  on,  "  all  this  will  be  done  away.  The  world  is  grow- 
ing too  ethereal  and  spiritual  to  bear  these  enormities  a 
great  while  longer.  To  me,  —  though,  for  a  considerable 
period  of  time,  I  have  lived  chiefly  in  retirement,  and  know 
less  of  such  things  than  most  men,  —  even  to  me,  the  har« 
bingers  of  a  better  era  are  unmistakable.  Mesmerism,  now ! 
Will  that  effect  nothing,  think  you,  towards  purging  away 
the  grossness  out  of  human  life  ?  " 

"  All  \  humbug ! "  growled  the  old  gentleman. 

"  These  rapping  spirits,  that  little  Phoebe  told  us  of,  the 
other  day,"  said  Clifford, —  **  what  are  diese  but  the  me» 
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•engers  of  the  spiritoal  world,  knockitig  at  the  door  of  sab- 
Btance  ?    And  it  shall  be  flung  wide  open !  *' 

*'  A  nuinbug,  again !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  growing 
more  and  more  testy,  at  these  glimpses  of  CliiTord'R  meta- 
physics. *'  I  should  like  to  rap  with  a  good  stick  on  the 
empty  pates  of  the  dolts  who  circulate  such  nonsense  !  " 

"  Then  there  is  electricity ;  —  the  demon,  the  angel,  the 
mighty  physical  power,  the  all-pervading  intelligence ! " 
exclaimed  Clifford.  *<  Is  that  a  humbug,  too  ?  Is  it  a  fact 
^-  or  have  I  dreamt  it  —  that,  by  means  of  electricity,  the 
world  of  matter  has  become  a  great  nerve,  vibrating  thou^ 
sands  of  miles  in  a  breathless  point  of  time  ?  Rather,  the 
round  globe  is  a  vast  head,  a  brain,  instinct  with  intelli- 
gence !  Or,  shall  we  say,  it  is  itself  a  thought,  nothing  but 
thought,  and  no  longer  the  substance  which  we  deemed  it  I " 

*'  If  you  mean  the  telegmph,'*  said  the  old  gentleman, 
glancing  his  eye  toward  its  wire,  alongside  the  rail-track, 
**  it  is  an  excellent  thing ;  —  that  is,  of  course,  if  the  specu- 
lators in  cotton  and  politics  don't  get  possession  of  it.  A 
great  thing,  indeed,  sir ;  particularly  as  regards  the  detec* 
tion  of  bank-robbers  and  murderers." 

"  I  don't  quite  like  it,  in  that  point  of  view,'^  replied  Clif 
ford.  *^  A  bank-robber,  and  what  you  call  a  murderer,  like* 
wise,  has  his  rights,  which  men  of  enlightened  humanity 
and  conscience  should  regard  in  so  much  the  more  liberal 
spirit,  because  the  bulk  of  society  is  prone  to  controvert 
their  existence.  An  almost  spiritual  medium,  like  the 
electric  telegraph,  should  be  consecrated  to  high,  deep, 
joyful,  and  holy  missions.  Lovers,  day  by  day,  —  hour  by 
hour,  if.  so  often  moved  to  do  it,  —  might  send  their  heart- 
throbs from  Maine  to  Florida,  vnth  seme  such  wordi»  us 
these,  —  *  I  love  you  forever ! '  -7-  *  My  heart  runs  over 
with   love!'  —  *I   love   you   more  than  I   can!' — and« 
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agaiii,  at  the  next  message,  -—  *  I  have  lived  an  honi  kngei; 
and  love  you  twice  as  much  I '  Or,  when  a  good  man  Jbas 
departed,  his  distant  friend  should  be  conscious  of  an 
electric  thriU,  as  from  the  World  of  happy  spirits,  telling 
him,  —  <  Your  dear  friend  is  in  bliss  I '  Or,  to  an  absent 
husband,  should  come  tidings  thus,  —  *  An  imnuMTtal  being, 
of  whom  you  are  the  father,  has  this  moment  come  from 
God ! '  —  and  immediately  its  little  voice  would  seem  to 
have  reached  so  far,  and  to  be  echoing  in  his  heart.  But 
for  these  poor  rogues,  the  bank-robbers, — who,  after  all, 
are  about  as  honest  as  nine  people  in  ten,  except  that  they 
disregard  certain  formalities,  and  prefer  to  transact  business 
at  midnight,  rather  than  'Change-hours, — and  for  these 
murderers,  as  you  phrase  it,  who  aie  often  excusable  in  the 
motives  of  their  deed,  and  deserve  to  be  ranked  among  pub- 
lic benefactors,  if  we  consider  only  its  result,  —  for  unfortu- 
nate individuals  like  these,  I  really  cannot  applaud  the 
enlistmait  of  an  immaterial  and  mimculous  power  in  the 
universal  world-hunt  at  their  heels ! " 

*'  Ycni  can't,  hey  ? "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  with  a  hard 
Aook. 

"  Pc«itively,  no ! "  answered  Clifford*  "  It  puts  them  too 
miserably  at  disadvantage.  For  example,  sir,  in  a  dark, 
low,  cross-beamed,  panelled  room  of  an  dd  house,  let  us 
suppose  a  dead  man,  sitting  in  an  arm-chair,  with  a  blood- 
ttain  OBL  his  shirt-bosom,  —  and  let  us  add  to  our  hypothesis 
another  man,  issuing  from  the  house,  which  he  feels  to  be 
over-filled  with  the  dead  man's  presence,  — and  let  us  lastly 
imagine  him  fleeing,  Heaven  knows  whither,  at  the  speed 
of  a  hurricane,  by  railroad !  Now,  sir,  if  the  fugitive 
alight  in  some  distant  town,  and  find  all  the  people  babbling 
about  that  self-same  dead  man.  whom  he  has  fled  so  far  tc 
jBiroid  the  sight  and  thought  oU  will  you  xxet  ^Uqw  \b^ 
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kit  Mtofal  rights  have  been  inMnged?  He  has  been 
deprived  of  his  city  of  refuge,  and,  in  my  humble  opinion, 
has  suffered  infinite  wrong !  *' 

**  You  are  a  strange  man,  sir ! "  said  the  old  gentleman, 
•bringing  his  gimlet-eye  to  a  point  on  Gliiford,  as  if  deter- 
«uned  to  bore  lig^t  into  him.     **  I  can't  see  through  you !  " 

«  No,  rU  be  bound  you  can't !  **  cried  ClifRml,  laughing. 
*'■  And  yet,  my  dear  sir,  I  am  as  transqparent  as  the  water  of 
Jtf  aule's  well !  But  come,  Hepsibah !  We  hare  flown  far 
enough  for  once.  Let  us  alight,  as  the  birds  do,  and  perch 
^oaiselyes  on  the  neaiest  twig,  and  consult  whither  we  shall 
fly  next !  *' 

Just  then,  as  it  happened,  the  train  reached  a  solitary 
•wayHsrtation.  Taking  advantsige  of  the  brief  pause,  Clifford 
(left  the  car,  and  drew  Hepcibah  along  with  him.  A 
moment  afterwards,  the  train  —  with  all  the  life  of  its 
.'interior,  amid  which  Clifford  had  made  himself  so  conspicu- 
ous an  object  —  was  gliding  away  in  the  distance,  and 
lapidly  lessening  to  a  point,  which,  in  another  moment, 
vanished.  The  world  had  fled  away  from  these  two.  wan- 
derers. They  gazed  dresg^ily  about  them.  At  a  little  dis- 
tance stood  a  wooden  church,  black  with  age,  and  in  a 
dismal  state  of  ruin  and  decay,  with  broken  windows,  a 
great  rift  through  the  main  body  of  the  edifice,  and  a  rafter 
dangling  from  the  top  of  the  square  tower.  Further  off 
was  a  farm-house,  in  the  old  style,  as  venerably  black  as 
the  church,  with  a  roof  sloping  downward  from  the  three- 
story  peak,  to  within  a  man's  height  of  the  ground.  It 
seemed  uninhabited.  There  were  the  relics  of  a  wood-pile, 
indeed,  near  the  door,  but  with  grass  sprouting  up  among 
the  chips  and  scattered  logs.  The  small  rain-drops  came 
down  aslant ;  the  wind  was  not  turbulent,  but  sullen,  and 
full  of  chilly  moisture. 
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Clifford  shiveted  from  head  to  foot  The  wild  efierves 
cence  of  his  mood  —  which  had  so  readily  supplied  thoughts, 
fantasies,  and  a  strange  aptitude  of  words,  and  impelled  him 
to  talk  from  the  mere  necessity  of  giving  vent  to  this  bub- 
bling-up  gush  of  ideas  —  had  entirely  subsided.  A  power- 
ful excitement  had  given  him  energy  and  yivacity.  Iti 
operation  over,  he  forthwith  began  to  sink. 

*'  You  must  take  the  lead  now,  Hepzibah ! "  murmured  he, 
with  a  torpid  and  reluctant  utterance.  ''Do  with  me  at 
you  will ! " 

She  knelt  down  upon  the  platform  where  they  were 
standing,  and  lifted  her  clasped  hands  to  the  sky.  Tb3 
dull,  gray  weight  of  clouds  made  it  invisible ;  but  it  was  no 
hour  for  disbelief;  —  no  juncture  this,  to  question  that  there 
was  a  sky  above,  and  an  Almighty  Father  looking  down 
from  it ! 

"  O,  God ! "  —  ejaculated  poor,  gaunt  Hepzibah,  — then 
paused  a  moment,  to  consider  what  her  prayer  should  be,  -— 
"  O,  God,  —  our  Father,  —  are  we  not  thy  children  ?  Havt 
meccy  on  us ! " 


XVIIl. 

OOVERNOB  PYNCHEON. 

JtTSOB  PiiicHEON,  while  his  two  relatives  have  fled  away 
with  such  ill-considered  haste,  still  sits  in  the  old  jiarlor, 
keeping  house,  as  the  familiar  phrase  is,  in  the  absence  of 
its  ordinary  occupants.  To  him,  and  to  the  venerable 
House  of  the  Seven  Gables,  does  our  story  now  betake 
itself,  like  an  owl,  bewildered  in  the  daylight,  and  hasten- 
ing back  to  his  hollow  tree. 

The  judge  has  not  shifted  his  position  for  a  long  while 
now.  He  has  not  stirred  hand  or  foot,  nor  withdrawn  his 
eyes  so  much  as  a  hair's  breadth  from  their  fixed  gaze 
towards  the  comer  of  the  room,  since  the  footsteps  of 
Hepzibah  and  Cliflbrd  creaked  along  the  passage,  and  the 
outer  door  was  closed  cautiously  behind  their  exit.  He- 
holds  his  watch  in  his  left  hand,  but  clutched  in  such  a 
manner  that  you  cannot  see  the  dial-plate.  How  profound 
a  fit  of  meditation !  Or,  supposing  him  asleep,  how  infan- 
tile a  quietude  of  conscience,  and  what  wholesome  order  ir 
the  gastric  region,  are  betokened  by  slumber  so  entirely 
undisturbed  with  starts,  cramp,  twitches,  muttered  dream- 
talk,  trumpet-blasts  through  the  nasal  organ,  or  any  the 
slightest  irregularity  of  breath !  You  must  hold  your  own 
breath,  to  satisfy  yourself  whether  he  breathes  at  all.  It  ia 
quite  inaudible.  You  hear  the  ticking  of  .his  watch;  his 
breath  you  do  not  hear.  A  most  refreshing  slumber,  doubtr 
less  !  And  yet,  the  judge  cannot  be  asleep.  His  eyes  are 
open !     A  roteran  po^litician,  such  as  he,  would  never  fall 
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asleep  with  wide-open  eyes,  lest  some  enemy  or  mischief- 
maker,  taking  him  thus  at  unawares,  should  peep  through 
these  windows  into  his  consciousness,  and  make  strange 
discoveries  among  the  reminiscences,  projects,  hopes,  appre- 
hensions, weaknesses,  and  strong  points,  which  he  has 
heretofore  shared  with  nohody.  A  cautious  man  is  pro- 
verbially said  to  sleep  with  one  eye  open.  That  may  be 
wisdom.  But  not  with  both;  for  this  were  heedlessness* 
No,  no !     Judge  Fyncheon  cannot  be  asleep. 

It  is  odd,  however,  that  a  gentleman  so  burthened  with 
engagements  —  and  noted,  too,  for  punctuality  —  should 
linger  thus  in  an  old  lonely  mansion,  which  he  has  never 
seemed  very  fond  of  visiting.  The  oaken  chair,  to  be  sure 
may  tempt  him  with  its  roominess.  Jt  is,  indeed,  a  spacious, 
and,  allowing  for  the  rude  age  that  fashioned  it,  a  mod- 
erately easy  seat,  with  capacity  enough,  at  all  events,-  and 
offering  no  restraint  to  the  judge's  breadth  of  beam.  A 
bigger  man  might  find  ample  accommodation  in  it.  His 
ancestor,  now  pictured  upon  the  wall,  with  all  his  English 
beef  about  him,  used  hardly  to  present  a  front  extending 
from  elbow  to  elbow  of  this  chair,  or  a  base  that  would 
cover  its  whole  cushion.  Bat  there  are  better  chairs  than 
this — mahogany,  black-walnut,  rosewood,  spring-seated  and 
damask-cushioned,  with  varied  slopes,  and  innumerable  arti- 
fices to  make  them  easy,  and  obviate  the  irksomeness  of  too 
tame  an  ease ;  —  a  score  of  such  might  be  at  Judge  Pyn- 
cheon's  service.  Yes!  in  a  score  of  drawing-rooms  he 
would  be  more  than  welcome.  Mamma  would  advance  to 
meet  him,  with  outstretched  hand;  the  virgin  daughter, 
elderly  as  he  has  now  got  to  be,  —  an  old  widower,  as  he  smil- 
ingly describes  himself,  —  would  shake  up  the  cushion  for 
the  judge,  and  do  her  pretty  little  utmost  to  make  him  com- 
fortable.   For  the  judge  is  a  prosperous  man.    He  cherishes 
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bis  schemes,  moieover,  like  other  people,  and  reasonably 
mghter  than  most  others ;  or  did  so,  at  least,  as  he  lay 
tbed,  this  morning,  in  an  agreeable  half-drowse,  planning 
the  business  of  the  day,  and  speculating  on  the  probabilities 
of  the  next  fifteen  years.  With  his  firm  health,  and  the 
little  inroad  that  age  has  made  upon  him,  fifteen  years  or 
twenty — yes,  or  perhaps  five-and-twenty ! — are  no  more 
than  he  may  fairly  call  lys  own.  Five-and-twenty  years  for 
the  enjoyment  of  his  real  estate  in  town  and  country,  hit 
railroad,  bank,  and  insurance  shares,  his  United  States  stock, 
—-his  wealth,  in  short,  however  invested,  now  in  possession, 
«r  soon  to  be  acquired ;  together  with  the  public  honors  that 
&ave  fallen  upon  him,  and  the  weightier  ones  that  are  yet 
lo  fall !     It  is  good  !     It  is  excellent !    It  is  enough ! 

Still  lingering  in  the  old  chair !  If  the  judge  has  a  little 
time  to  throw  away,  why  does  not  he  visit  the  insurance 
office,  as  is  his  frequent  custom,  and  sit  a  while  in  one  of 
dieir  leathern-cushioned  arm-chairs,  listening  to  the  gossip 
of  the  day,  and  dropping  some  deeply-designed  chance-word, 
•which  will  be  certain  to  become  the  gossip  of  to-morrow ! 
And  have  not  the  bank  directors  a  meeting,  at  which  it  was 
the  judge's  purpose  to  be  present,  and  l^s  office  to  preside  ? 
Indeed  they  have ;  and  the  hour  is  noted  on  a  card,  which 
is,  or  ought  to  be,  in  Judge  Pyncheon's  right  vest-pocket. 
Let  him  go  thither,  and  loll  at  ease  upon  his  money-bags ! 
He  has  lounged  long  enough  in  the  old  chair ! 

This  was  to  have  been  such  a  busy  day !  In  the  first 
place,  the  interview  with  Clifford.  Half  an  hour,  by  the 
iudge's  reckoning,  was  to  suffice  for  that ;  it  would  probably 
i)e  less,  but  —  taking  into  considemtion  that  Hepzibah  was 
first  to  be  dealt  with,  and  that  these  women  are  apt  to  make 
many  words  where  a  few  would  do  much  better — it  might 
.be  safest  to  allow  half  an  hour.    Half  an  hour  ?    Why, 
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judge,  ii  is  already  two  hours,  by  your  own  undemtfi:g;i9 
accurate  chronometer !  Glance  your  eye  down  at  it,  and 
see !  Ah !  he  will  not  give  himself  the  trouble  either  to  bend 
bis  head,  or  elevate  his  hand,  so  as  to  bring  the  faithful 
time-keeper  within  his  range  of  vision !  Time,  all  at  once, 
appears  to  have  become  a  matter  of  no  moment  with  th« 
Judge! 

And  has  he  forgotten  all  the  other  items  of  his  memi^ 
zanda  ?  Clifford's  affiiir  arranged,  he  was  to  meet  a  State* 
street  broker,  who  has  undertaken  to  procure  a  heavy  per- 
centage, and  the  best  of  paper,  for  a  few  loose  thousands 
which  the  judge  happens  to  have  by  him,  uninvested.  The 
wrinkled  note-shaver  will  have  taken  his  railroad  trip  ii 
vain.  Half  an  hour  later,  in  the  street  next  to  this,  there 
was  to  be  an  auction  of  real  estate,  including  a  portion  of 
the  old  Pyncheon  property,  originally  belonging  to  Maule's 
garden-ground.  It  has  been  alienated  from  the  Pyncheons 
these  fourscore  years ;  but  the  judge  had  kept  it  in  his  eye, 
and  had  set  his  heart  on  reannexing  it  to  the  small  demesne 
still  left  around  the  seven  gables ;  —  and  now,  during  this 
odd  fit  of  oblivion,  the  fatal  hammer  must  have  fallen,  and 
transferred  our  anqient  patrimony  to  some  alien  possessor ! 
Possibly,  indeed,  the  sale  may  have  been  postponed  tiU 
&irer  weather.  If  so,  will  the  judge  make  it  convenient  to 
be  present,  and  favor  the  auctioneer  with  his  bid,  on  the 
proximate  occasion  ? 

The  next  afiair  was  to  buy  a  horse  for  his  own  driving. 
The  one  heretofore  his  favorite  stumbled,  this  very  morn- 
ing, on  the  road  to  town,  and  must  be  at  once  discarded. 
Judge  Pyncheon *s  neck  is  too  precious  to  be  risked  on  such 
a  contingency  as  a  stumbling  steed.  Should  all  the  above 
business  be  seasonably  got  through  witU,  he  might  attend 
the  meeting  of  a  charitable  society ;  the  very  name  of  which. 
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ftotveirer,  in  the  multiplicity  of  his  benevolence,  is  quite  for- 
gotten; so  that  this  engagement  may  pass  unfulfilled,  and 
no  great  hann  done.  And  if  he  have  time,  amid  the  press 
of  more,  argent  mitters,  he  must  take  measures  for  the 
renewal  of  Mrs.  Pyncheon's  tombstone,  which,  the  sextoA 
tells  him,  has  fallen  on  its  marble  face,  and  is  cracked  quite 
in  twain.  She  was  a  praiseworthy  woman  enough,  thinks 
the  judge,  in  spite  of  her  nervousness,  and  the  tears  that  she 
was  so  oozy  with,  and  her  foolish  behavior  about  the  cofiee ; 
and  as  she  took  her  departure  so  seasonably,  he  will  not 
grudge  the  second  tombstone.  It  is  better,  at  least,  than  if 
she  had  never  needed  any !  The  next  item  on  his  list  was 
to  give  orders  for  some  fruit-trees,  of  a  rare  variety,  to  be 
deliverable  at  his  country-seat,  in  the  ensuing  autumn. 
Yes,  buy  them,  by  all  means;  and  may  the  peaches  be 
luscious  in  your  mouth.  Judge  Pyncheon !  After  this  comes 
something  more  important.  A  committee  of  his  poliitcal 
party  has  besought  him  for  a  hundred  or  two  of  dollars,  in 
addition  to  his  previous  disbursements,  towards  carrying  on 
the  fall  campaign.  The  judge  is  a  patriot ;.  the  fate  of  the 
country  is  staked  on  the  November  election ;  and  besides,  as 
wilt'  be  shadowed  forth  in  another  paragraph,  he  has  no 
trifiing  stake  of  his  own,  in  the  same  great  game.  He  will 
do  what  the  committee  asks ;  nay,  he  will  be  liberal  beyond 
their  expectations ;  they  shall  have  a  check  for  five  hundred 
dollars,  and  more  anon,  if  it  be  needed.  What  next  ?  A 
decayed  widow,  whose  husband  was  Judge  Pyncheon's  early 
friend,  has  laid  her  case  of  destitution  before  him,  in  a  very 
moving  letter.  She  and  her  fair  daughter  have  scarcely 
bread  to  eat.  He  partly  intends  to  call  on  her,  to-day,  — 
perhaps  so  —  perhaps  not,  —  accordingly  as  he  may  happen 
to  have  leisure,  and  a  small  bank-note. 

Another  business,  which,  however,  he  puts  no  great  weight 
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on  —  (it  IS  well,  you  know,  to  be  heedful,  but  not  ovei 
anxious,  as  respects  one's  personal  hea.th) — another  busi 
ness,  then,  was  to  consult  his  family  physician.  About 
what,  for  Heavcii's  sake  ?  Why,  it  is  rather  difficult  to 
describe  the  symptoms.  A  mere  dimness  of  sight  and  dizzi- 
ness  of  brain,  was  it?  —  or  a  disagreeable  choking,  or  stifling, 
or  gurgling,  or  bubbling,  in  the  region  of  the  thorax,  as  the 
anatomists  say  ? —  or  was  it  a  pretty  severe  throbbiqg  and 
kicking  of  the  heart,  rather  creditable  to  him  than  other- 
wise, as  showing  that  the  organ  had  not  been  left  out  of  the 
judge's  physical  contrivance?  No  matter  what  it  was* 
The  doctor,  probably,  would  smile  at  the  statement  of  such 
trifles  to  his  professional  ear ;  the  judge  would  smile,  in  his 
turn ;  and  meeting  one  another's  eyes,  they  would  enjoy  a 
hearty  laugh  together !  But  a  flg  for  medical  advice  !  The 
judge  will  never  need  it. 

Pray,  pray.  Judge  Pyncheon,  look  at  your  watch,  now 
Wliat — not  a  glance  I  It  is  within  ten  minutes  of  the  dinner- 
hour  !  It  surely  cannot  have  slipped  your  memory  that  the 
dinner  of  to-day  is  to  be  the  most  important,  in  its  conse 
qucnces,  of  all  the  dinners  you  ever  ate.  Yes,  precisely  the 
most  important ;  although,  in  the  course  of  your  somewhat 
eminent  career,  you  have  been  placed  high  towards  the  head 
of  the  table,  at  splendid  banquets,  and  have  poured  out  your 
festive  eloquence  to  ears  yet  echomg  with  Webster's  mighty 
organ-tones.  No  public  dinner  this,  however.  It  is  merely 
a  gathering  of  some  dozen  or  so  of  friends  from  several  dis« 
tricts  of  the  state;  men  of  distinguished  character  and 
influence,  assembling,  almost  casually,  at  the  house  of  a 
common  friend,  likewise  distinguished,  who  will  make  them 
welcome  to  a  little  better  than  his  ordinary  fare.  Nothing 
in  the  way  ^f  French  cookery,  but  an  excellent  dinner, 
nc  Fcrtheless      Eeal  turtle^  we  understand,  and  salmon,  tau 
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logy  tanvftfr-backs,  pig,  English  mutton,  good  roast-beef  or 
dainties  of  that  serious  kind,  fit  for  substantial  country 
gentlemen,  as  these  honorable  persons  mostly  are.  The 
delicacies  of  the  season,  in  short,  and  flavored  by  a  brand 
of  old  Madeira  which  has  been  the  pride  of  many  seasons. 
It  is  the  Juno  brand;  a  glorious  wine,  fragrant, 'and  full  oi 
gentle  might;  a  bottled-up  happiness,  put  by  for  use;  a 
golden  liquid,  worth  more  than  liquid  gold;  so  rare  and 
admirable,  that  veteran  wine-bibbera  count  it  among  their 
epochs  to  have  tasted  it !  It  drives  away  the  heart-ache, 
and  substitutes  no  head-ache !  Gould  the  judge  but  quaff 
a  glass,  it  might  enable  him  to  shake  off  the  unaccountable 
lethal^  which —  (for  the  ten  intervening  minutes,  and  five 
to  boot,  are  already  past)  — has  made  him  such  a  laggard 
at  this  momentous  dinner.  It  would  all  but  revive  a  dead 
man !     Would  you  like  to  sip  it  now.  Judge  Pyncheon  ? 

Alas,  this  dinner!  Have  you  really  forgotten  its  true 
object  ?  Then  let  us  whisper  it,  that  you  may  start  at  once 
out  of  the  oaken  chair,  which  really  seems  to  be  enchanted^ 
like  the  one  in  Comus,  or  that  in  which  Moll  Piteher  im- 
prisoned your  own  grandfather.  But  ambition  is  a  talismaik 
more  powerful  than  witchcraft.  Start  up,  then,  and,  hur« 
lying  through  the  streets,  burst  in  upon  the  company,  that 
tiiey  may  begin  before  the  fish  is  spoiled !  They  wait  for 
you ;  and  it  is  little  for  your  interest  that  they  should  wait. 
These  gentlemen  —  need  you  be  told  it  ?  —  have  assembled* 
not  without  purpose,  from  every  quarter  of  the  state.  They 
are  practised  politicians,  every  man  of  them,  and  skilled  to 
adjust  those  preliminary  measures  which  steal  from  the 
people,  without  its  knowledge,  the  power  of  choosing  its 
own  rulers.  The  popular  voice,  at  the  next  gubernatorial 
election,  though  loud  as  thunder,  will  be  really  but  an  eclio 
of  what  these  gentlemen  shall  speak,  under  tWr  breath,  ai 
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your  friend's  fesiive  board.  They  meet  to'  decide  upcm 
tlieir  candidate.  This  little  knot  of  subtle  schemers  wn. 
control  the  convention,  and,  through  it,  dictate  to  the  party 
And  what  worthier  candidate,  —  more  wise  and  learned 
more  noted  for  philanthropic  liberality,  truer  to  safe  princi* 
pies,  tried  oftener  by  public  trusts,  more  spotless  in  private 
character,  with  a  larger  stake  in  the  common  welfare,  and 
deeper  grounded,  by  hereditary  descent,  in  the  faith  and 
practice  of  the  Puritans,  —  what  man  can  be  presented  for 
the  suffrage  of  the  people,  so  eminently  combining  all  these 
claims  to  the  chief-rulership  as  Judge  Pyncheon  here  before 
us? 

Make  haste,  then !  Do  your  part !  The  meed  for  which 
you  have  toiled,  and  fought,  and  climbed,  and  crept,  it 
:  eady  for  your  grasp !  Be  present  at  this  dinner  I  —  drink 
a  glass  or  two  of  that  noble  wine !  —  make  your  pledges  in 
as  low  a  whisper  as  you  will !  —  and  you  rise  up  from 
table  virtually  governor  of  the  glorious  old  state!  Gov- 
emor  Pyncheon,  of  Massachusetts  I 

And  is  there  no  potent  and  exhilarating  cordial  in  a  cer- 
tainty like  this  ?  It  has  been  the  grand  purpose  of  half 
your  lifetime  to  obtain  it.  Now,  when  there  needs  little 
more  than  to  signify  your  acceptance,  why  do  you  sit  so 
lumpishly  in  your  great-great-grandfather's  oaken  chair,  as 
if  preferring  it  to  the  gabematorial  one?  We  have  all 
beard  of  King  Log ;  but,  in  these  jostling  times,  one  of  that 
royal  kindred  will  hardly  win  the  race  for  an  elective  chief- 
magistracy. 

Well !  it  is  absolutely  too  late  for  dinner!  Turtle,  salmon, 
tautog,  woodcock,  boiled  turkey,  South-Down  mutton,  pig. 
roast  beef,  have  vanished,  or  exist  only  in  fragments,  with 
lukewarm  potatoes,  and  gravies  crusted  over  with  cold  &t 
The  judge,  haa  he  done  nothing  else,  wuidd  have  ackieTea 
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^miden  with  Yds  knife  and  fork.  It  was  he,  you  know,  of 
whom  it  used  to  be  said,  in  reference  to  his  ogre-like  appe- 
tite, that  his  Creator  made  him  a  great  animal,  but  that  the 
dinner-hour  made  him  a  great  beast.  Persons  of  his  Iarg<i 
sensual  endowments  must  claim  indulgence,  at  their  feeding- 
time.  But,  for  once,  the  judge  is  entirely  too  late  for  din- 
ner !  Too  late,  we  fear,  even  to  join  the  party  at  their 
wine !  The  guests  are  warm  and  merry ;  they  have  given 
up  the  judge ;  and,  concluding  that  the  free-soilers  have 
him,  they  will  fix  upon  another  candidate.  Were  our 
friend  now  to  stalk  in  among  them,  with  that  wide-open 
stare,  at  once  wild  and  stolid,  his  ungenial  presence  would 
be  apt  to  change  their  cheer.  Neither  wouM  it  be  seemly 
in  Judge  Pyncheon,  generally  so  scrupulous  in  his  attire,  to 
show  himself  at  a  dinner-table  with  that  crimson  stain  upon 
his  shirt-bosom.  By-the-by ,.  how  came  it  there  ?  It  is  an 
ugly  sight,  at  any  rate ;  and  the  wisest  way  for  the  judge  is 
to  button  his  coat  closely  over  his  breast,  and,  taking  his 
horsei  and  chaise  from  the  livery-stable,  to  make  all  speed 
to  his  own  house.  There,  after  a  glass  of  bmndy  and  water, 
and  a  mutton-chop,  a  beef-steak,  a  broiled  fowl,  or  some 
such  hasty  little  dinner  and  supper  all  in  one,  he  had  bet- 
ter spend  the  eyening  by  the  fire-side  He  must  toast  his 
slippers  a  long  while,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  chillinefjs 
which  the  air  of  this  vile  old  housr  has  sent  curdling 
dirough  his  veins. 

Up,  therefore,  Judge  Pyncheon,  up!  You  have  lost  a 
day.  But  to-morrow  will  be  here  anon.  Will  you  rise, 
betimes,  and  make  the  most  of  it  ?  To-morrow !  To- 
morrow !  To-morrow !  We,  that  are  alive,  may  rise  be- 
times to-morrow.  As  for  him  that  has  died  to-day,  his 
morrow  will  be  the  resurrection  morn. 

Meanwhile  the  twilight  is  glooming  upward  out  of  ih# 
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corners  of  the  room.  The  shadows  of  the  tall  fumitoiB 
grow  deeper,  and  at  first  become  more  definite;  ttien 
spreading  wider,  they  lose  their  distinctness  of  outline  in  the 
dark  gray  tide  of  oblivion,  as  it  were,  that  creeps  slowly  over 
the  vail  Ills  objects,  and  the  one  human  figure  sitting  in  the 
midst  of  them.  The  gloom  has  not  entered  from  without; 
it  has  brooded  here  all  day,  and  now,  taking  its  own  inevi* 
table  time,  will  possess  itself  of  everything.  The  judge's 
face,  indeed,  rigid,  and  singularly  white,  refuses  to  melt 
into  this  universal  solvent.  Fainter  and  fainter  grows  the 
light.  It  is  as  if  another  double-handful  of  darkness  had 
been  scattered  through  the  air.  Now  it  is  no  longer  gray, 
but  sable.  There  is  still  a  faint  appearance  at  the  window; 
neither  a  glow,  nor  a  gleam,  nor  a  glimmer, — any  phrase  of 
light  would  express  something  far  brighter  than  this  doubt- 
ful perception,  or  sense,  rather,  that  there  is  a  window  there. 
Has  it  yet  vanished?  No!  —  yes!  —  not  quite!  And 
there  is  still  the  swarthy  whiteness,  —  we  shall  venture  to 
marry  these  ill-agreeing  words,  —  the  swarthy  whiteness 
of  Judge  Pyncheon*s  face.  The  features  are  all  gone ;  there 
is  only  the  paleness  of  them  left.  And  how  looks  it  now  ? 
There  is  no  window !  There  is  no  face !  An  infinite, 
inscrutable  blackness  has  annihilated  sight !  Where  is  our 
universe  ?  All  crumbled  away  from  us ;  and  we,  adrift  in 
chaos,  may  hearken  to  the  gusts  of  homeless  wind,  that  go 
sighing  and  murmuring  about,  in  quest  of  what  was  cnce  a 
world ! 

Is  there  no  other  sound  ?  One  other,  and  a  fearful  one. 
It  is  the  ticking  of  the  judge's  watch,  which,  ever  since 
Hepzibah  left  the  room  in  search  of  ClifiTord,  he  has  been 
holding  in  his  hand.  Be  the  cause  what  it  may,  this  little 
quiet,  never-ceasing  throD  of  Time's  pulse,  repeating  its 
small  strokes  with  such  busy  regularity^  in  Judge  Pyncheon'i 
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mH!4.>&DMS  hsxid,  das  ail  effect  of  terror,  which  we  do  not 
&[id  in  an^  othei  iccompanunent  of  the  scene. 

But,  listen!  Thai  puff  of  the  hreeze  was  louder;  it  had 
a  tone  unlike  the  dieary  and  sullen  one  which  has  be 
moaned  itself,  and  afflicted  all  mankind  with  miserable  sym 
pathy,  for  five  days  past  The  wind  has  veered  about !  If 
now  comes  boisterously  ittsm  the  north-west,  and,  taking  hold 
of  the  aged  frame-work  oi  \hh  seven  gables,  gives  it  a  shake, 
like  a  wrestler  that  would  try  btrength  with  his  antagonist 
Another  and  another  sturdy  tussle  with  the  blast!  The 
old  house  creaks  again,  and  kAdkes  a  vociferous  but  some 
what  unintelligible  bellowing  in  its  sooty  throat —  (the  big 
flue,  we  mean,  of  its  wide  chimney)  —  partly  in  complaint 
at  the  rude  wind,  but  rather,  as  behts  their  century  and  a 
half  of  hostile  intimacy,  in  tough  dei^ace.  A  rumbling 
kind  of  a  bluster  roars  behind  the  fire-board.  A  door  has 
slammed  above-stairs.  A  window,  perhaps,  has  been  left 
open,  or  else  is  driven  in  by  an  unruly  goai.  It  is  not  to 
be  conceived,  beforehand,  what  wonderful  wind-instruments 
are  these  old  timber  mansions,  and  how  hauni^ed  with  the 
strangest  noises,  which  immediately  begin  to  sing,  and  sigh, 
and  sob,  and  shriek,  —  and  to  smite  with  sledge-hammers, 
airy,  but  ponderous,  in  some  distant  chamber,  —  and  to  tread 
along  the  entries  as  with  stately  foot-steps,  and  lustle  .up 
and  down  the  stair-case,  as  with  silks  miraculously  stiff,  — 
whenever  the  gale  catches  the  house  with  a  window  open, 
and  gets  fairly  into  it.  Would  that  we  were  not  an  attend- 
ant spirit  here  !  It  is  too  awful !  This  clamor  of  the  wind 
through  the  lonely  house ;  the  judge's  quietude,  as  he  sits 
invisible ;  and  that  pertinacious  ticking  of  his  watch ! 

As  regards  Judge  Pyncheon's  invisibility,  however,  that 
matter  will  soon  be  remedied.  The  north-west  wind  has 
swept  the    sky  clear.     The   window    is    distinctly  seen. 
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Through  its  panes,  moreover,  we  dimly  catch  tho  sweep  di 
the  dark}  clustering  foliage,  outside,  fluttering  with  a  con- 
stant irregularity  of  movement,  and  letting  in  a  peep  of  star- 
light, now  here,  now  there.  Oftener  than  any  other  object, 
these  glimpses  illuminate  the  judge's  face.  But  here 
comes  more  effectual  light.  Observe  that  silvery  dance 
upon  the  upper  branches  of  the  pear-tree,  and  now  a  httle 
lower,  and  now  on  the  whole  mass  of  boughs,  while^ 
through  their  shifting  intricacies,  the  moonbeams  f.ill  askuat 
into  the  room.  They  play  over  the  judge's  figure,  and  show 
that  he  has  not  stirred  throughout  the  hours  of  darknesi^. 
They  follow  the  shadows,  in  changeful  sport,  across  hi^ 
unchanging  features.  They  gleam  upon  his  watch.  Hn 
grasp  conceals  the  dial-plate ;  but  we  know  that  the  faithful 
hands  have  met ;  for  one  of  the  city-clocks  tells  midnight 

A  man  of  sturdy  understanding,  like  Judge  Pyncheou, 
cares  no  more  for  twelve  o'clock  at  night  than  for  the  cor- 
responding hour  of  noon.  However  just  the  parallel  drawn, 
in  some  of  the  preceding  pages,  between  his  Puritan  ances- 
tor and  himself,  it  fails  in  this  point.  The  Pynchcon  of 
two  Centuries  ago,  in  common  with  most  of  his  contempo- 
raries, professed  his  full  belief  in  spiritual  ministrations 
although  reckoning  them  chiefly  of  a  malignant  character 
The  Pyncheon  of  to-night,  who  sits  in  yonder  arm<hair. 
believes  in  no  such  nonsense.  Such,  at  least,  was  h» 
ereed,  some  few  hours  since.  His  hair  will  not  bristle 
Aerefore,  at  the  stories  which  —  in  times  when  chimney- 
corners  had  benches  in  them,  where  old  people  sat  poking 
mto  the  ashes  .of  the  past,  and  raking  out  traditions  like 
rive  coals  —  used  to  be  told  about  this  very  room  of  his 
ance  ^tral  house.  In  fact,  these  tales  are  too  absurd  to  bnstle 
even  childhood's  hair.  What  sense,  meaning,  or  moral,  fox 
example,  such  as  even  ghost-stories  should  be  eusceptiblo 
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9^,  can  he  traced  in  the  ridiculous  legend,  that,  at  midnight, 
all  the  dead  Pyncheons  are  bound  to  assemble  in  this 
parlor  ?  And,  pray,  for  what  ?  Why,  to  see  whether  the 
portrait  of  their  ancestor  still  keeps  its  place  upon  the  wall, 
in  compliance  with  his  testamentary  directions  !  Is  it  worth 
while  to  come  out  of  their  graves  for  that  ? 

We  are  tempted  to  make  a  little  sport  with  the  idea. 
Ghost-stories  are  hardly  to  be  treated  seriously,  any  longer. 
The  family-party  of  tfce  defunct  Pjmcheons,  we  presume, 
goes  off  in  this  wise. 

First  comes  the  ancestor  himself,  in  his  black  cloak, 
steeple-hat,  and  truiik-breeches,  girt  about  the  waist  with  a 
leathern  belt,  in  which  hangs  his  steel-hilted  sword ;  he  has 
a  long  staff  in  his  hand,  such  as  gentlemen  in  adranced 
life  used  to  carry,  as  much  for  the  dignity  of  the  thing*  as 
for  the  support  to  be  derived  from  it.  He  looks  up  at  the 
portrait ; — a  thing  of  no  substance,  gazing  at  its  own  painted 
image !  All  is  safe.  The  picture  is  still  there.  The  puiw 
pose  of  his  brain  has  been  kept  sacred  thus  long  after  the 
man  himself  has  sprouted  up  in  grave-yard  grass.  See  !  he 
lifts  his  ineffectual  hand,  and  tries  the  frame.  All  safe  ! 
But  is  that  a  smile  ?  —  is  it  not,  rather,  a  frown  of  deadly 
import,  that  darkens  over  the  shadow  of  his  features  ?  The 
Btout  colonel  is  dissatisfied !  So  decided  is  his  look  of  dis- 
content as  to  impart  additional  distinctness  to  his  features  ; 
through  which,  nevertheless,  the  moonlight  passes,  and 
flickers  on  the  wall  beyond.  Something  has  strangely 
vexed  the  ancestor !  With  a  grim  shak^  of  the  head,  he 
turns  away.  Here  come  other  Pyncheons,  the  whole  tribe, 
in  their  half  a  dozen  generations,  jostling  and  elbowing  one 
another,  to  teach  the  picture.  We  behold  aged  men  and 
grandames,  a  clei^man  with  the  Puritanic  stiffness  still  m 
hk  garb  and  mien,  and  a  red-coated  officer  of  the  old  French 
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war ;  and  there  comes  the  shop-keeping  Pyncheon  of  a  ceop 
tury  ago,  with  the  ruffles  turned  back  from  his  wrists ;  and 
there  the  periwigged  and  brocaded  gentleman  of  the  artist's 
legend,  with  the  beautiful  and  pensive  Alice,  who  brings  no 
pride  out  of  her  virgin  grave.  All  try  the  picture-frame. 
What  do  these  ghostly  people  seek  ?  A  mother  lifts  her 
child,  that  his  little  hands  may  touch  it!  There  is  evi- 
dently a  mystery  about  the  picture,  that  perplexes  these 
poor  P3nacheoc«,  when  they  ought  to  be  at  rest.  In  a  comer, 
meanwhile,  stands  the  figure  of  an  elderly  man,  in  a  leather 
jerkin  and  breeches,  with  a  carpenter's  rule  sticking  out  of 
his  side-pocket ;  he  pomts  his  finger  at  the  bearded  colonel 
and  his  descendants,  nodding,  jeering,  mocking,  and  finally 
bursting  into  obstreperous,  though  inaudible  laughter. 

Indulging  our  fancy  in  this  freak,  we  have  partly  lost  the 
power  of  restraint  and  guidance.  We  distinguish  an 
unlooked-for  figure  in  our  visionary  scene.  Among  those 
ancestral  people  there  is  a  young  man,  dressed  in  the  very 
fashion  of  to-day ;  he  wears  a  dark  firock-coat,  ahnost  desti- 
tute of  skirts,  gray  pantaloons,  gaiter  boots  of  patent 
leather,  and  has  a  finely-wrought  gold  chain  across  his 
breast,  and  a  little  silver-headed  whalebone  stick  in  his 
kand.  Were  we  to  meet  this  figure  at  noon-day,  we  should 
l^reet  him  as  young  Jaffrey  Pyncheon,  the  judge's  only 
surviving  child,  who  has  been  spending  the  last  two  years 
in  foreign  travel.  If  still  in  life,  how  comes  his  shadow 
hither  ?  If  dead,  what  a  misfortune  !  The  old  Pyncheon 
property,  together  with  the  great  estate  acquired  by  the 
Toung  man's  father,  would  devolve  on  whom  ?  On  poor, 
foolish  Clifibrd,  gaunt  Hepzibah,  and  rustic  little  Ph()sbe! 
But  another  and  a  greater  marvel  greets  us !  Can  we 
belie  e  our  eyes  ?  A  stout,  elderly  gentleman  has  made 
lus  appearance ;  he  has  an  aspect  of  ^ininent  respectability^ 
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a  black  coat  and  pantaloons,  of  roomy  width,  and 
might  be  pronounced  scrupulously  neat  in  his  attire,  but  for 
a  broad  crimson  stain  across  his  snowy  neckcloth  and  down 
his  shirt-bosom.  Is  it  the  judge,  or  no  ?  How  can  it  be 
Judge  Pyncheon  ?  We  discern  his  figure,  as  plainly  as  the 
flickering  moonbeams  can  show  us  anything,  still  seated  in 
the  oaken  chair!  Be  the  apparition  whose  it  may,  it 
advances  to  the  picture,  seems  to  seize  the  frame,  tries  to 
peep  behind  it,  and  turns  away,  with  a  frown  as  black  as 
the  ancestral  one. 

The  fantastic  scene  just  hinted  at  must  by  no  means  be 
considered  as  fonning  an  actual  portion  of  our  story.  We 
were  betmyed  into  this  brief  extravagance  by  the  quiver  of 
the  moonbeams;  they  dance  hand-in-hand  with  shadows, 
and  are  reflected  in  the  looking-glass,  which,  you  are 
aware,  is  always  a  kind  of  window  or  door-way  into  the 
spiritual  world.  We  needed  relief,  moreover,  from  our  too 
long  and  exclusive  contemplation  of  that  figure  in  the 
chair.  This  wild  wind,  too,  has  tossed  our  thoughts  into 
strange  confusion,  but  without  tearing  them  away  from 
their  one  determined  centre.  Yonder  leaden  judge  sits 
immovably  upon  our  soul.  Will  he  never  stir  again? 
We  shall  go  mad,  unless  he  stirs !  You  may  the  better 
estimate  his  quietude  by  the  fearlessness  of  a  little  mouse, 
which  sits  on  its  hind  legs,  in  a  streak  of  moonlight,  close 
by  Judge  Pyncheon's  foot,  and  seems  to  meditate  a  journey 
of  exploration  over  this  great  black  bulk.  Ha !  what  has 
startled  the  nimble  little  mouse  ?  It  is  the  visage  of  Gri- 
malkin, outside  of  the  window,  where  he  appears  to  have 
posted  himself  for  a  deliberate  watch.  This  Grimalkin  has 
a  very  ugly  look.  Is  it  a  cat  watching  for  a  mouse,  or  the 
devil  for  a  human  soul  ?  Would  we  could  scare  him  from 
the  window ! 
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Tbank  Heaven,  the  n^t  is  well-nigh  past !  The  mooQF 
beams  have  no  longer  so  sUvery  a  g^eam,  ncr  coatmst  am 
strongly  with  the  blackness  oi'  the  shadows  among  which 
they  fall.  They  are  paler,  now ;  the  shadows  look  gray, 
not  black.  The  boisterous  wind  is  hushed.  What  is  the 
hour  ?  Ah !  the  watch  has  at  last  ceased  to  tick ;  for  the 
judge's  forgetful  fingers  neglected  to  wind  it  up,  as  usual, 
at  ten  o'clock,  being  half  an  hour,  or  so,  before  his  ordinary 
bed-time;  — and  it  has  run  down,  for  the  first  time  in  five 
years.  But  the  great  world-clock  of  Time  still  keeps  its 
beat.  The  dreary  night,  —  for,  oh,  how  dreary  seems  its 
haunted  waste,  behind  us !  —  gives  place  to  a  fresh,  trani^-> 
rent  cloudless  morn.  Blessed,  Uessed  radiance!  The 
day-beam,  —  even  what  little  of  it  finds  its  way  into  this 
always  dusky  parlor —  seems  part  of  the  universal  benedio-^ 
tion,  a.nnulling  evil,  and  rendering  all  goodness  possible,  and 
happiness  attainable.  Will  Judge  Pyncheon  now  rise  up 
from  his  chair  ?  Will  he  go  forth,  and  receive  the  early 
sunbeams  on  his  brow  ?  Will  he  begin  this  new  day,  — 
which  God  has  smiled  upon,  and  blessed,  and  given  to  man- 
kind,—  will  he  begin  it  with  better  purposes  than  the 
many  that  have  been  spent  amiss  ?  Or  are  all  the  deep* 
laid  schemes  of  yesterday  as  stubborn  in  his  heart,  and  as 
busy  in  his  brain,  as  ever  ? 

In  this  latter  case,  there  is  much  to  do.  Will  the  judge 
still  insist  with  Hepzibah  on  the  interview  with  CliflTord  ? 
Will  he  buy  a  safe,  elderly  gentleman's  horse  ?  Will  he 
persuade  the  purchaser  of  the  old  Pyncheon  property  to 
relinquish  the  bai^m,  in  his  favor?  Will  he  see  his 
family  physician,  and  obtain  a  medicine  that  shall  preserve 
uim,  to  be  an  honor  and  blessing  to  his  race,  until  tlie 
utmost  term  of  patriarchal  longevity?  Will  Judge  Fyn 
chcon,  above  all,  make  due  apologies  to  that  company  of 
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•onoiable  friends,  and  satisfy  them  that  his  absence  from 
the  festive  board  was  unavoidable,  and  so  fuliy  letriere  hinw 
self  in  their  good  opinion  that  he  shall  yet  be  Governor  of 
Massachusetts  ?  And,  all  these  great  purposes  accomplished 
will  he  walk  the  streets  again,  with  that  dog-day  smile  oi^ 
elaborate  benevolence,  sultry  enough  to  tempt  flies  to  com^ 
and  buzz  in  it  ?  Or  will  he,  after  the  tomb-like  seclusioi 
of  the  past  day  and  night,  go  forth  a  humbled  and  repent* 
ftnt  man,  sorrowful,  gende,  seeking  no  profit,  shrinking  from 
worldly  honor,  hardly  daring  to  love  God,  but  bold  to  lovB 
his  fellow-man,  and  to  do  him  what  good  he  may  ?  Will 
he  bear  about  with  him,  —  no  odious  grin  of  feigned  benig- 
nity, insolent  in  its  pretence,  and  loathsome  in  its  false- 
hood, —  but  the  tender  sadness  of  a  contrite  heart,  broken, 
at  last,  beneath  its  own  weight  of  sin  ?  For  it  is  our  belief, 
whatever  show  of  honor  he  may  have  piled  upon  it,  that 
there  vas  heavy  sin  at  the  base  of  this  man's  being. 

Ri3e  up,  Judge  Pyncheon !  The  morning  sunshine  glim- 
laers  through  the  foliage,  and,  beautiful  and  holy  as  it  is, 
shuns  not  to  kindle  up  your  face.  Rise  up,  thou  subtile, 
worldly,  selfish,  iron-hearted  hypocrite,  and  make  thy  choice 
whether  still  to  be  subtile,  worldly,  selfish,  iron-hearted,  and 
ibypocritical,  or  to  tear  these  sins  out  of  thy  nature,  though 
they  bring  the  life-blood  with  them !  The  Avenger  is  upon 
thee !     Rise  up,  before  it  be  too  late ! 

What!  Thou  art  not  stirred  by  this  last  appeal  ?  No, 
not  a  jot !  And  there  we  see  a  fly,  —  one  of  ycMr  common 
house-flies,  such  as  are  always  buzzing  on  the  window-pane, 
—  which  has  smelt  out  Governor  Pyncheon,  and  alights, 
now  on  his  forehead,  now  on  his  chin,  and  now.  Heaven 
help  us !  is  creeping  over  the  bridge  of  his  nose,  towards 
the  would-be  chief-magistrate's  wide-open  eyes!  Canst  thou 
not  brush  the  flyaway?    Art  thou  too  sluggish?    Thou 
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man,  that  hadst  so  many  busy  projects,  yesterday!  Ail 
thou  too  weak,  that  wast  so  powerful  ?  Not  brush  away  a 
fly !    Nay,  then,  we  give  thee  up ! 

And,  hark !  the  shop-bell  rings.  After  hours  like  these 
latter  ones,  through  which  we  have  borne  our  heavy  tale,  it 
is  good  to  be  made  sensible  that  there  is  a  living  world,  and 
that  even  this  old,  lonely  mansion  retains  some  manner  of 
connection  with  it  We  breathe  more  freely,  emerging 
from  Judge  Pyncheon's  presence  into  the  street  before  dw 
aev^n  gaUes, 


XIX. 

ALICE'S  POSEBS. 

Uncle  Vbnneb,  trundling  a  wheelbarrow,  was  tre  earll' 
e9t  person  stirring  in  the  neighborhood,  the  day  after  the 
etorm. 

Pyncheon-street,  in  front  of  the  House  of  the  Seven 
Grables,  was  a  &r  pleasanter  scene  than  a  by-lane,  confined 
by  shabby  fences,  and  bordered  with  wooden  dwellings  of 
the  meaner  class,  could  reasonably  be  expected  to  present. 
Nature  made  sweet  amends,  that  morning,  for  the  five 
unkindly  days  which  had  preceded  it.  It  would  have  been 
enough  to  live  for,  merely  to  look  up  at  the  wide  benedic- 
tion of  the  sky,  or  as  much  of  it  as  was  visible  between  the 
houses,  genial  once  more  with  sunshine.  Every  object  was 
agreeable,  whether  to  be  gazed  at  in  the  breadth,  or  exam- 
ined more  minutely.  Such,  for  example,  were  the  well- 
washed  pebbles  and  gravel  of  the  sidewalk;  even  the  sky- 
veflecting  pools  in  the  centre  of  the  street ;  and  the  grass, 
vow  freshly  verdant,  that  crept  along  the  base  of  the  fences, 
on  the  other  side  of  which,  if  one  peeped  over,  was  seen  the 
multifarious  growth  of  gardens.  Vegetable  productions,  of 
whatever  kind,  seemed  more  than  negatively  happy,  in  the 
kiicy  warmth  and  abundance  of  their  life.  The  Pyncheon- 
islm,  throughout  its  great  circumference,  was  all  alive,  and 
foil  of  the  morning  sun  and  a  sweetly-tempered  little  breeze, 
which  lingered  within  this  verdant  sphere,  ard  set  a  thou- 
sand leafy  tongues  a-whispering  all  at  once.  This  aged 
tiee  appeared  to  have  suffered  nothing  from  the  gale.  It 
20 
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had  iept  its  boughs  unshattered,  and  its  full  complement  of 
leaves ;  and  the  whole  in  perfect  verdure,  except  a  single 
branch,  that,  by  the  earlier  change  with  which  the  elm-tiee 
sometimes  prophesies  the  autumn,  had  been  transmuted  to 
bright  gold.  It  was  like  the  golden  branch,  that  gained 
^neas  and  the  Sybil  admittance  into  Hades. 

This  one  mystic  branch  hung  down  before  the  main  on- 
trance  of  the  seven  gables,  so  nigh  the  ground  that  any 
pftsser-by  might  have  stood  on  tiptoe  and  plucked  it  off. 
Presented  at  the  door,  it  would  have  been  a  symbol  of  his 
right  to  enter,  and  be  made  acquainted  with  all  the  secrets 
of  the  house.  So  little  faith  is  due  to  external  a{^!)earance, 
that  there  was  really  an  inriting  aspect  over  the  venerable 
edifice,  conveying  an  idea  that  its  history  must  be  a  deco* 
rous  and  happy  one,  and  such  as  would  be  delightful  for  a 
fireside  tale.  Its  windows  gleamed  cheerfully  in  the  slant- 
ing sunlight.  The  lines  and  tufts  of  gr^en  moss,  here  and 
there,  seemed  pledges  of  familiarity  and  sisterhood  with 
Nature ;  as  if  this  human  dwelling-place,  being  of  such  old 
date,  had  established  its  prescriptive  title  among  primeval 
oaks,  and  whatever  other  objects,  by  virtue  of  their  long 
continuance,  have  acquired  a  gracious  right  to  be.  A  per* 
«on  of  imaginative  temperament,  while  passing  by  the  house, 
ivould  turn,  once  and  again,  and  peruse  it  well :  —  its  many 
peaks,  consenting  together  in  the  clustered  chimney;  the 
deep  projection  over  its  basement-stery ;  the  arched  window, 
imparting  a  look,  if  not  of  grandeur,  yet  of  antique  gentility, 
to  the  broken  portal  over  which  it  opened ;  the  luxuriance 
of  gigantic  burdocks,  near  the  threshold :  —  he  would  note 
all  these  characteristics,  and  be  conscious  of  something 
deeper  than  he  saw.  He  would  conceive  the  mansion  to 
have  been  the  residence  of  tne  stubborn  old  Puritan,  Integ* 
rity,  who,  dy  ng  in  some  forgotten  generation,  had  left  a 
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Uessing*  m  all  its  roomd  and  chambers,  the  efficacy  of  ^hich 
was  to  be  seen  in-  the  religion,  honesty,  moderate  compe- 
tence, or  upright  poverty  and  solid  happiness,  of  his  descend- 
ants, to  this  day. 

One  object,  above  all  others,  would  take  root  in  the  imag- 
inative observer's  memory.  It  w^s  the  great  tuft  of  flowers, 
—  weeds,  you  would  have  called  them,  only  a  week  ago,  — 
the  tuft  of  crimson-spotted  flowers,  in  the  angle  between  the 
two  front  gables.  The  old  people  used  to  give  them  the 
name  of  Alice's  Posies,  in  remembrance  of  fair  Alice  Pyn- 
cheon,  who  was  believed  to  have  brought  their  seeds  from 
Italy.  They  were  flaunting  in  rich  beauty  and  full  bloom, 
to-day,  and  seemed,  as  it  were,  a  mystic  expression  that 
something  within  the  house  was  consummated. 

It  was  but  little  after  sunrise,  when  Uncle  Venner  made 
his  appearance,  as  aforesaid,  impelling  a  wheelbarrow  along 
the  street.  He  was  going  his  matutinal  rounds  to  ooUect 
cabbage-leaves,  turnip-tops,  potato-«kins,  and  the  miscella- 
neous refuse  of  the  dinner-pot,  which  the  thrifty  house- 
wives of  the  neighborhood  were  accustomed  to  put  aside,  as 
fit  only  to  feed  a  pig.  Uncle  Venner's  pig  was  fed  entirely, 
and  kept  in  prime  order,  on  these  eleemosynary  contribu- 
tions; insomuch  that  the  patched  philosopher  used  to 
promise  that,  before  retiring  to  his  farm,  he  would  make  a 
feast  of  the  portly  grunter,  and  invite  all  his  neighbors  to 
partake  of  the  joints  and  spare-ribs  which  they  had  nelped  to 
fatten.  Miss  Hepzibah  Pyncheon's  house-keeping  had  so 
greatly  improved,  since  Cliflford  became  a  member  of  the 
family,  that  her  share  of  the  banquet  would  have  been  no 
lean  one ;  and  Uncle  Venner,  accordingly,  was  a  good  deal 
disappointed  not  to  find  the  large  earthen-pan,  full  of  frag* 
mentary  eatables,  that  ordinarily  awaited  his  coming  at  th« 
Inck  door-step  of  the  seven  gables 
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**  I  never  knew  Miss  Hepzibah  so  forgetful  before,"  said  the 
patriarch  to  himself.  "  She  must  have  had  a  dinner  yester 
day,  —  no  question  of  that !  She  always  has  one,  now-a- 
days.  So  where 's  the  pot-liquor  and  potato-skins,  I  ask  ? 
Shall  I  knock,  and  see  if  she  's  stirring  yet?  No,  no,  — 
't  won't  do !  If  little  Phoebe  was  about  the  house,  I  should 
not  mind  knocking;  but  Miss  Hepzibah,  likely  as  not, 
would  scowl  down  at  me,  out  of  the  window,  and  look 
cross,  even  if  she  felt  pleasantly.  So  I  '11  come  back  at 
noon." 

With  these  reflections,  the  old  man  was  shutting  the  gate 
of  the  little  back-yard.  Creaking  on  its  hinges,  however, 
like  every  other  gate  and  door  about  the  premises,  the  sound 
reached  the  ears  of  the  occupant  of  the  northern  gable, 
one  of  the  windows  of  which  had  a  side-view  towards  the 
gate. 

"  Gpod-moming,  Uncle  Venner!"  said  the  daguerreo- 
typist,  leaning  out  of  the  window.  "  Do  you  hear  nobody 
stirring  ?  " 

«*  Not  a  soul,"  said  the  man  of  patches.  "  But  that  *s  no 
wonder.  'T  is  barely  half  an  hour  past  sunrise,  yet  But 
I  'm  really  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Holgrave !  There  's  a 
strange,  lonesome  look  about  this  side  of  the  house ;  so  that 
my  heart  misgave  me,  somehow  or  other,  and  I  felt  as  if 
there  was  nobody  alive  in  it.  The  front  of  the  house  looks 
a  good  deal  cheerier ;  and  Alice's  Posies  are  blooming  there 
beautifully;  and  if  I  were  a  young  man,  Mr.  Holgrave 
my  sweetheart  should  have  one  of  those  flowers  in  hei 
bosom,  though  I  risked  my  neck  climbing  for  it  I  -—  Well 
and  did  the  wind  keep  you  awake  last  night  ?  " 

"It  did,  indeed!"  answered  the  artist,  smiling.     "If 
were  a  believer  in  ghosts, — and  I  don't  quite  know  whethe* 
I  am  or  not, — I  should  have  concluded  that  all,  rhe  ol 
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Pyncbeons  were  ranning  riot  in  the  lower  rooms,  espeo* 
ially  in  Miss  Hepzibah's  part  of  the  house.  But  it  is  very 
quiet  now." 

"  Yes,  Miss  Hepziboh  will  be  apt  to  oyer-eleep  herself, 
after  being  disturbed,  all  night,  with  the  racket,"  said  Uncle 
Venner.  "But  it  would  be  odd,  now,  wouldn't  it,  if  the 
judge  had  taken  both  his  cousins  into  the  country  along 
with  him  ?    I  saw  him  go  into  the  shop  yesterday." 

''  At  what  hour  ?  "  inquired  Holgiave. 

"  O,  along  in  the  forenoon,"  said  the  old  man.  "  Well, 
well !  I  must  go  my  rounds,  and  so  must  my  wheelbarrow* 
But  I  'U  be  back  here  at  dinner-time ;  for  my  pig  likes  a 
dinner  as  well  as  a  breakfast.  No  meal-time,  and  no  sort 
of  victuals,  ever  seems  to  come  amiss  to  my  pig.  Good- 
morning  to  you !  And,  Mr.  Holgrave,  if  I  were  a  young 
man,  like  you,  I  'd  get  one  of  Alice's  Posies,  and  keep  it  in 
water  till  Phoebe  comes  back." 

"  "I  have  heard,"  said  HbA  daguerreotypist,  as  he  drew  in 
his  head,  "  that  the  water  of  Maule's  well  suits  those  flowers 
best." 

Here  the  conversation  ceased,  and  Uncle  Venner  went  on 
his  way.  For  half  an  hour  longer,  nothing  disturbed  the 
repose  of  the  seven  gables ;  nor  was  there  any  visitor,  except 
a  carrier-boy,  who,  as  he  passed  the  front  door-step,  threw 
down  one  of  his  newspapers;  for  Hepzibah,  of  late,  had 
regularly  taken  it  in.  After  a  while,  there  came  a  fat 
woman,  making  prodigious  speed,  and  stumbling  as  she  ran 
up  the  steps  of  the  shop-door.  Her  face  glowed  with  fire- 
Jieat,  and,  it  being  a  pretty  warm  morning,  she  bubbled  and 
hissed,  as  it  were,  as  if  all  a-fry  with  chimney-warmth,  and 
summer-warmth,  and  the  warmth  of  her  own  corpulent 
velocity.    She  tried  the  shop-door; — it  was  fast.    She  tried 
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It  again,  with  so  angry  a  jar  that  the  bell  tinkled  angnly 
oack  at  her. 

"The  deuce  take  Old  Maid  Pyncheon!"  muttered  the. 
irascible  housewife.  "  Think  of  her  pretending  to  set  up  a 
cent-shop,  and  then  lying  abed  till  noon !  These  are  what 
she  calls  gentlefolk's  airs,  I  suppose !  But  1  '11  either  start 
her  ladyship,  or  break  the  door  down ! " 

She  shook  it  accordingly,  and  the  bell,  having  a  spiteful 
little  temper  of  its  own,  rang  obstreperously,  making  ita 
remonstrances  heard,  —  not,  indeed,  by  the  ears  for  which 
they  were  intended,  —  but  by  a  good  lady  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street.  She  opened  her  window,  and  addressed 
the  impatient  applicant. 

"  You  '11  find  nobody  there,  Mrs.  Gubbins." 

"  But  I  must  and  will  find  somebody  here ! "  cried  Mrs. 
Gubbins,  inflicting  another  outrage  on  the  bell.  "  I  want  a 
half-pound  of  pork,  to  fry  some  first-rate  flounders,  for  Mr. 
Gubbins's  breakfast ;  and,  lady  or  not,  Old  Maid  Pyncheoa 
shall  get  up  and  serve  me  with  it ! " 

"  But  do  hear  reason,  Mrs.  Gubbins ! "  responded  the  lady 
opposite.  "  She,  and  her  brother,  too,  have  both  gone  to 
their  cousin.  Judge  Pyncheon's,  at  his  country-seat.  There 's 
not  a  soul  in  the  house,  but  that  young  daguerreotype«fnan, 
that  sleeps  in  the  north  gable.  I  saw  old  Hepzibah  and 
Cliflbrd  go  away  yesterday ;  and  a  queer  couple  of  ducks 
they  were,  paddling  through  the  mud-puddles!  They're 
gone,  I  '11  assure  you." 

"  And  how  do  you  know  they  're  gone  to  the  judge's  ?  * 
asked  Mrs.  Gubbins.  "  He  's  a  rich  man ;  and  there 's  been 
a  quarrel  between  him  and  Hepzibah,  this  many  a  day 
because  he  won't  give  her  a  living.  That 's  the  main  rea 
son  of  her  setting  up  a  cent^hop." 

"I  know  that  well  enough,"  said  the  neighbor     ^<Bu 
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Ihey  're  gone,  —  that's  one  thing  certain.  And  who  bat  a 
blood-relation,  that  could  n't  help  himself,  I  ask  you,  would 
take  in  that  awful-tempered  old  maid,  and  that  dreadful 
Clifford  ?    That 's  it,  you  may  be  sure." 

Mrs.  Gubbins  took  her  departure,  still  brimming  over 
with  hot  wrath  against  the  absent  Hepzibah.  For  another 
half  hour,  or,  perhaps,  considerably  more,  there  was  almost 
as  much  quiet  on  the  qutside  of  the  house  as  within.  The 
elm,  however,  made  a  pleasant,  cheerful,  sunny  sigh,  re- 
sponsive to  the  breeze  that  was  elsewhere  imperceptible ;  a 
swarm  of  insects  buzzed  merrily  under  its  drooping  sliadow, 
and  became  specks  of  light,  whenever  they  darted  into  the 
sunshine ;  a  locust  sang,  once  or  twice,  in  some  inscrutable 
seclusion  of  the  tree ;  and  a  solitary  little  bird,  with  plumage 
of  pale  gold,  came  and  hovered  about  Alice's  Posies. 

At  last,  our  small  acquaintance,  Ned  Higgins,  trudged  up 
the  street,  on  his  way  to  school;  and  happening,  for  the 
first  time  in  a  fortnight,  to  be  the  possessor  of  a  cent,  he 
could  by  no  means  get  past  the  shop-door  of  the  seven 
gables.  But  it  would  not  open.  Again  and  again,  how- 
ever, and  half  a  dozen  other  agains,  with  the  inexorable 
pertinacity  of  a  child  intent  upon  some  object  important  to 
itself,  did  he  renew  his  efforts  for  admittance.  He  had, 
doubtless,  set  his  heart  upon  an  elephant ;  or,  possibly,  with 
Hamlet,  he  meant  to  eat  a  crocodile.  In  response  to  his 
more  violent  attacks,  the  bell  gave,  now  and  then,  a  mod- 
erate tinkle,  but  could  not  be  stirred  into  cliamor  by  any 
exertion  of  the  little  fellow's  childish  and  tiptoe  strength. 
Holding  by  the  d'^or-handle,  he  peeped  through  a  crevice 
of  the  curtain,  and  saw  that  the  inner  door,  communicatmg 
with  the  passage  towards  the  parlor,  was  closed. 

"  Miss  Pyncheon  ! "  screamed  the  child,  rapping  on  the 
wmdow-pane.  "  I  want  an  elephant ! " 
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Tbeie  ucmg  no  answer  to  seyexal  repetition^  oi  the  sum* 
mons,  Ned  began  to  grow  impatient ;  and  his  little  pot  of 
passion  quickly  boiling  over,  he  picked  up  a  stoney  with  a 
naughty  purpose  to  fling  it  through  the  window ;  at  the 
game  time  blubbering  and  sputtering  with  wrath.  A  man 
— one  of  two  who  happened  to  be  passing  by —  caught  the 
urchin's  arm. 

**  What's  the  trouble,  old  gentleman  ?  "  he  asked. 

'*  I  want  old  Hepzibah,  or  Phoebe,  or  any  of  them ! "  an-^ 
swered  Ned,  sobbing.  "  They  won't  open  the  door ;  and  1 
can't  get  my  ele]^ant ! " 

"  Go  to  school,  you  little  scamp ! "  said  the  man.  "  There  'a 
another  cent-shop  round  the  comer.  'T  is  very  strange* 
Dixey,"  added  he  to  his  companion,  "  what 's  become  of  all 
these  Pyncheons !  Smith,  the  livery-stable  keeper,  tells  me 
Judge  Pyncheon  put  his  horse  up  yesterday,  to  stand  till 
after  dinner,  and  has  not  taken  him  away  yet  And  one 
of  the  judge's  hired  men  has  been  in,  this  morning,  to  maki^ 
inquiry  about  him.  He 's  a  kind  of  person,  they  say,  that 
seldom  breaks  his  habits,  or  stays  out  o'  nights." 

"  O,  he  '11  turn  up  safe  enough  !  "  said  Dixey.  "  And  as 
for  Old  Maid  Pyncheon,  take  my  word  for  it,  she  has  run  in 
debt,  and  gone  off  irom  her  creditois.  I  foretold,  you  re- 
member, the  first  morning  she  set  up  shop,  that  her  devilish 
9cowl  would  frighten  away  customers.  They  couldn't 
stand  it ! " 

"  I  never  thought  she  'd  make  it  go,"  remarked  his  friend. 
**  This- business  of  cent-shops  is  overdone  among  the.  women- 
folks.  My  wife  tried  it,  and  lost  five  dollars  on  her  outlay !  ^ 

"  Poor  business !  "  said  Dixey,  shaking  his  head.  "  Poor 
business ! " 

In  the  course  of  the  mormng,  there  were  various  other 
attempts  to  open  a  communication  with  the  supposed  inhab- 
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taats  of  this  dilent  and  impenetrable  mansion.  The  man 
of  root-beer  came,  in  his  neatly-painted  wagon,  with  a 
couple  of  dozen  full  bottles,  to  be  exchanged  for  empty  ones , 
the  baker,  with  a  lot  of  crackers  which  Hepzibah  had  ordered 
for  her  retail  custom ;  the  butcher,  with  a  nice  titbit  which 
he  fancied  she  would  be  eager  to  secure  for  Glififord.  Had 
any  observer  of  these  proceedings  been  aware  of  the  fearful 
secret  hidden  within  the  house^  it  would  have  afiected  him 
ivith  a  singular  shape  and  modification  of  horror,  to  see  the 
current  of  human  life  making  this  small  eddy  hereabouts ; 
-*~  whirling  sticks,  straws,  and  all  such  trifles,  round  and 
round,  right  over  the  Hack  depth  where  a  dead  corpse  lay 
unseen! 

The  butcher  was  so  much  in  earnest  with  his  sweetbread 
of  lamb,  or  whatever  the  dainty  might  be,  that  he  tried 
every  accessible  door  of  the  seven  gables,  and  at  length 
came  round  again  to  the  shop,  where  he  ordinarily  found 
admittance. 

"  It 's  a  nice  article,  and  I  know  the  old  lady  would  jump 
at  it,"  said  he  to  himself.  *<  She  can't  be  gone  away  !  In 
fifteen  years  that  I  have  driven  my  cart  through  Pyncheon 
street,  I  Ve  never  known  her  to  be  away  from  home ;  though 
often  enough,  to  be  sure,  a  man  might  knock  all  day  with- 
out bringing  her  to  the  door.  But  that  was  when  she  'd 
only  herself  to  provide  for." 

Peeping  through  the  same  crevice  of  the  curtain  where, 
only  a  little  while  before,  the  urchin  of  elephantine  appetite 
had  peeped,  the  butcher  beheld  the  inner  door,  not  closed, 
as  the  child  had  seen  it,  but  ajar,  and  almost  wide  open. 
However  it  might  have  happened,  it  was  the  fact.  Through 
the  passage-way  there  was  a  dark  vista  into  the  lighter  but 
still  obscure  interior  of  the  parlor.  It  appeared  to  the 
butcher  that  he  could  pretty  clearly  discern  what  seemed 
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to  be  the  stalwart  legs,  clad  in  black  pantaloons,  of  a  mati 
sitting  in  a  large  oaken  chair,  the  back  of  which  cnncealecl 
all  the  remainder  of  his  figure.  This  contemptuous  tran- 
quillity on  the  part  of  an  occupant  of  the  house,  in  lesponse 
to  the  butcher's  indefatigable  efforts  to  attract  notice,  so 
piqued  the  man  f  f  flesh  that  he  determined  to  withdraw. 

"  So,"  thought  he,  "there  sits  Old  Maid  Pyncheon's  bloody 
brother,  while  I've  been  giving  myself  all  this  trouble! 
Why,  if  a  hog  hadn't  more  manners,  I  'd  stick  him !  I  call 
it  demeamng  a  man's  business  to  tmde  with  such  people ; 
and  from  this  time  forth,  if  they  want  a  sausage  or  an  ounce 
of  liver,  they  shall  run  after  the  cart  for  it !  " 

He  tossed  the  titbit  angrily  into  his  cart,  and  drove  off  in 
a  pet. 

Not  a  great  wliile  afterwards,  there  was  a  sound  of  music 
turning  the  comer, /and  approaching  down  the  street,  with 
several  intervals  of  silence,  and  then  a  renewed  and  neare* 
outbreak  of  brisk  melody.  A  mob  of  children  was  seen 
moving  onward,  or  stopping,  in  unison  with  the  sound,  which 
appeared  to  proceed  from  the  centre  of  the  throng ;  so  that 
they  were  loosely  bound  together  by  slender  strains  of  har- 
mony, and  drawn  along  captive ;  with  ever  and  anon  an 
accession  of  some  little  fellow  in  an  apron  and  straw-hat, 
capering  forth  from  door  or  gateway.  Arriving  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Pyncheon-elm,  it  proved  to  be  the  Italian  boy, 
who,  with  his  monkey  and  show  of  puppets,  had  once 
before  played  his  hurdy-gurdy  beneath  the  arched  window. 
The  pleasant  face  of  Phoebe — and  doubtless,  too,  the  liberal 
recompense  which  she  had  flung  him  —  still  dwelt  in  his 
remembrance.  His  expressive  features  kindled  up,  as  he 
recognized  the  spot  where  this  trifling  inciiisnt  of  his  erratie 
life  had  chanced.  He  entered  the  neglected  yard  (no^ 
wilder  than  ever,  with  its  growth  of  hog-weed  and  burdock]^ 
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ttatioued  himself  on  the  door-step  of  the  main  entrance,  and 
opening  his  show-box,  began  to  play.  Each  individual  of 
the  automatic  community  forthwith  set  to  work,  according 
10  his  or  her  proper  vocation :  the  monkey,  taking  off  his 
Highland  bonnet,  bowed  and  scraped  to  the  bystanders  most 
obsequiously,  with  ever  an  observant  eye  to  pick  up  a  stray 
cent;  and  die  young  foreigner  himself,  as  he  turned  the 
crank  of  his  machine,  glanced  upward  to  the  arched  win- 
dow, expectant  of  a  presence  that  would  make  his  music 
the  livelier  and  swseter.  The  throng  of  children  stood  near ; 
some  on  the  sidewalk ;  some  within  the  yard ;  two  or  three 
establishing  themselves  on  the  very  door-step;  and  one 
squatting  on  the  threshold.  Meanwhile,  the  locust  kept 
singing  in  the  great  old  Pyncheon-elm. 

"  I  don't  hear  anybody  in  the  house,"  said  one  of  the 
children  to  another.  "  The  monkey  won't  pick  up  any- 
thing here." 

"  There  is  somebody  at  home,"  afiirmed  the  urchm  on  the 
threshold.     "  I  heard  a  step  !  " 

Still  the  young  Italian's  eye  turned  sidelong  upward ;  and 
it  really  seemed  as  if  the  touch  of  genuine,  though  slight 
and  almost  playful  emotion,  communicated  a  juicier  sweet- 
ness to  the  dry,  mechanical  process  of  his  minstrelsy.  Thes9 
wanderers  are  readily  responsive  to  any  natural  kindness  — 
be  it  no  more  than  a  smile,  or  a  word,  itself  hot  understood, 
but  only  a  warmth  in  it — which  befalls  them  on  the  road- 
side of  life.  They  remember  these  things,  because  they  are 
the  little  enchantments  which,  for  the  instant, — for  the  space 
that  reflects  a  landscape  in  a  soap-bubble, — build  up  a  home 
about  them.  Therefore,  the  Italian  boy  would  not  be  dis- 
couraged by  the  heavy  silence  with  which  the  old  houso 
seemed  lesolute  to  clog  the  vivacity  of  his  instrument  He 
pf  tsisted  in  his  melodious  appeals ;  he  still  looked  apwBid« 
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frosting  that  his  dark,  alien  countenance  would  soon  he 
brightened  by  Phcebe's  sunny  aspect  Neither  could  he  be 
willing  to  depart  without  again  beholding  Clifford,  whose 
sensibility,  like  Phoebe's  smile,  had  talked  a  kind  of  heart'c 
language  to  the  foreigner.  He  repeated  all  his  music,  oyer 
and  over  again,  until  his  auditors  were  getting  weary.  So 
were  the  littie  wooden  people  in  his  show-boX)  and  the  mon- 
key most  of  all.  There  was  no  response,  save  the  singing 
of  the  locust. 

^  No  children  lire  in  this  house,"  said  a  schoolboy,  al 
Last  *'  Nobody  liyes  here  but  an  old  maid  and  an  old  m^n. 
You  *11  get  nothing  here !    Why  don't  you  go  along  ?  " 

"You  fool,  you,  why  do  you  tell  him?"  whispered  a 
shrewd  little  Yankee,  caring  nothing  for  the  music,  but 
ft  good  deal  for  the  cheap  rate  at  which  it  was  had.  "  Let 
him  play  as  long  as  he  likes !  If  there 's  nobody  to  pay  hun 
that 's  his  own  look-out ! " 

Once  more,  however,  the  Italian  ran  over  his  round  of 
melodies.  To  the  common  observer— who  could  under- 
stand nothing  of  the  case,  except  the  music  and  the  sunshine 
on  the  hither  side  of  the  door  —  it  might  have  been  amus- 
ing to  watch  the  pertinacity  of  the  street-performer.  Will 
he  succeed  at  last  ?  Will  that  stubborn  door  be  suddenly 
flung  open?  Will  a  group  of  joyous  children,  the  young 
anes  of  the  house,  come  dancing,  shouting,  laughing,  into 
he  open  air,  and  cluster  round  the  show-box,  looking  with 
sager  merriment  at  the  puppets,  and  tossing  each  a  copipet 
hv  iong-tailed  Mammon,  the  monkey,  to  pick  up  ? 

But,  to  us,  who  know  the  inner  heart  of  the  seven  gables, 
as  we"  as  its  exterior  face,  there  is  a  ghastly  effect  in  this 
repetition  of  light  popular  tunes  at  its  door-step.  It  would  be 
an  ugly  business,  indeed,  if  Judge  Pyncheon  (who  would  not 
bftTe  caied  a  fig  for  Taganini's  fiddle,  in  his  mof  t  harmo* 
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nknm  mood)  should  make  his  appearance  at  the  doof ,  with  a 
bloody  shirt-bosom,  and  a  grim  frown  on  his  swarthtly-wnito 
visage,  and  motion  the  foreign  vagabond  away !  Was  eyet 
before  such  a  grinding  out  of  jigs  and  waltzes,  where  nobody 
was  in  the  cue  to  dance  ?  Yes,  very  often.  This  contrast,  ox 
intermingling  of  tragedy  with  mirth,  happens  daily,  hourly 
momently.  The  gloomy  and  desolate  old  house,  deserted 
of  life,  and  with  awful  Death  sitting  sternly  in  its  solitude, 
was  the  emblem  of  many  a  human  heart,  which,  neverthe*' 
less,  is  compeUed  to  hear  the  tnll  and  echo  of  the  world's 
gayety  around  it. 

Before  the  conclusion  of  the  Italian's  performance,  a 
couple  of  men  happened  to  be  passing,  on  their  way  to 
dinner. 

"  I  say,  you  young  French  fellow ! "  called  out  one  of 
them,  —  "come  away  from  that  door-step,  and  go  some 
where  else  with  your  nonsense !  The  Pyncheon  family  live 
there ;  and  they  are  in  great  trouble,  just  about  this  time. 
They  don't  feel  musical  to-day.  It  is  reported,  all  ovei 
town,  that  Judge  Pyncheon,  who  owns  the  house,  has  been 
murdered ;  and  the  city  marshal  is  going  to  look  into  the 
matter.     So  be  off  with  you,  at  once ! " 

As  the  Italian  shouldered  his  hurdy-gurdy,  he  saw  on  tho 
door-step  a  card,  which  had  been  covered,  all  the  mommg* 
by  the  newspaper  that  the  carrier  had  flung  upon  it,  but 
was  now  shuffled  into  sight.  He  picked  it  up,  and  perceiv 
mg  something  written  in  pencil,  gave  it  to  the  man  to  read. 
In  fact,  it  was  an  engraved  card  of  Judge  Pyncheon's,  with 
certain  pencilled  memoranda  on  the  back,  referring  to  various 
Dusinesses,  which  it  had  been  his  purpose  to  transact  during 
the  prec«dmg  day.  It  formed  a  prospective  epitome  of  the 
day's  history;  only  that  afbirs  had  not  turned  out  alto« 
gedier  in  tccovian^e  with  the  programme.    The  card  mivt 
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have  been  lost  from  the  judge's  vest-pocket,  In  his  prelimi 
nary  attempt  to  gain  access  by  the  main  entrance  of  the 
house.  Though  well-soaked  with  rain,  it  was  still  partially 
legible. 

"  Look  here,  Dixey ! "  cried  the  man.  "  This  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  Judge  Pyncheon.  See!  — here's  his 
name  printed  on  it ;  and  hsie,  I  suppose,  is  some  of  his 
hand-writing." 

"  Let 's  go  to  the  city  marshal  with  it !  "  said  Dixey.  *'  ^ 
may  give  him  just  the  clue  he  wants.  After  all,"  wht- 
pered  he  in  his  companion's  ear,  "  it  would  be  no  wonder  if 
the  judge  has  gone  into  that  door,  and  never  come  out  again ! 
A  certain  cousin  of  his  may  have  been  at  his  old  tricks. 
And  Old  Maid  Pyncheon  having  got  herself  in  debt  by  the 
cent-shop,  —  and  the  judge's  pocket-book  being  well  filled, 
—  and  bad  blood  amongst  them  already !  Put  all-  these 
things  together,  and  see  what  they  make ! " 

"  Hush,  hush  ! "  whispered  the  other.  "  It  seems  like  a 
sm  to  be  the  first  to  speak  of  such  a  thing.  But  I  think, 
with  you,  that  we  had  better  go  to  the  city  marshal." 

"  Yes,  yes ! "  said  Dixey.  "  Well !  —  I  always  said  there 
was  something  devilish  in  that  woman's  scowl ! " 

The  men  wheeled  about,  accordingly,  and  retraced  their 
steps  up  the  street.  The  Italian,  also,  made  the  best  of 
his  way  off,  with  a  parting  glance  up  at  the  arched  win- 
dow. As  for  the  children,  they  took  to  their  heels,  with  one 
accord,  and  ficampered  as  if  some  giant  or  ogre  were  in 
pursuit,  until,  at  a  good  distance  from  the  house,  they 
;stDpped  as  suddenly  and  simultaneously  as  they  had  set  out. 
Their  susceptible  nerves  took  an  indefinite  alarm  from  what 
they  had  overheard.  Looking  back  at  the  grotesque  peaks 
and  shadowy  angles  of  the  old  mansion,  they  fancied  a 
glooan  iiffused  about  it,  which  no  brightness  of  the  suDahino 
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could  dispel.  An  imaginary  Hepzibah  scowled  and  shook 
Her  finger  at  them,  from  several  windows  at  the  same  mo- 
ment. An  imaginary  Clifford  —  for  (and  it  would  have 
deeply  wounded  him  to  know  it)  he  had  always  been  a 
Horror  to  these  small  people — stood  behind  the  unreal  Hep- 
zibah, making  awful  gestures,  in  a  faded  dressing-gown. 
Children  are  even  more  apt,  if  possible,  than  grown  people, 
to  3atch  the  contagion  of  a  panic  terror.  For  the  rest  of  the 
day,  ^e  more  timid  went  whole  streets  about,  for  the  sake 
of  avoiding  the  seven  gables ;  v^ile  the  bolder  signalized 
their  hardihood  by  challenging  their  comrades  to  race  past 
the  mansion  at  full  speed. 

it  could  not  have  been  more  than  half  an  hour  after  the 
disappearance  of  the  Italian  boy,  with  his  unseasonable  melo- 
dies, when  a  cab  drove  down  the  street.  It  stopped  beneath 
the  Pyncheon-elm ;  the  cabman  took  a  trunk,  a  canvas-bag, 
and  a  band-box,  from  the  top  of  his  vehicle,  and  deposited  them 
on  the  door-step  of  the  old  house ;  a  straw  bonnet,  and  then 
the  pretty  figure  of  a  young  girl,  came  into  view  from  the 
interior  of  the  cab.  It  was  Phoebe  !  Though  not  altogether 
so  blooming  as  when  she  first  tripped  into  our  story,  —  for, 
in  the  few  intervening  weeks,  her  experiences  had  made  her 
g^ver,  more  womanly,  and  deeper-eyed,  in  token  of  a  heart 
that  had  begun  to  suspect  its  depths,  —  still  there  was  the 
quiet  glow  of  natural  sunshine  over  her.  Neither  had  she 
forfeited  her  proper  gift  of  making  things  look  real,  rather 
than  fantastic,  within  her  sphere.  Yet  we  feel  it  to  be  a 
questionable  venture,  even  for  Phoebe,  at  this  juncture,  to 
cross  tlxe  threshold  of  the  seven  gables.  Is  her  healthful 
presence  potent  enough  to  chase  away  the  crowd  of  pal^ 
hideous,  and  sinful  phantoms,  that  have  gained  admittance 
ihere  since  her  departure  ?  Or  will  she,  likewise,  fade 
■icken,  sadden,  and  grow  into  deformity,  and  be  only  anothef 
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pallid  pbantom,  to  glide  noiselessly  up  and  down  the  ftauii, 
and  affright  children,  as  she  pauses  at  the  window  ? 

At  least,  we  would  gladly  forewarn  the  unsuspecting  gnrl 
that  there  is  nothing  in  human  shape  or  substance  to  receive 
her,  unless  it  be  the  figure  of  Judge  Pyncheon,  who  — 
wretchevi  spectacle  that  he  is,  and  frightful  in  our  remem- 
brance, since  our  night-long  vigil  with  him !  —  still  keeps 
his  place  in  the  oaken  chair. 

Fh<£be  first  tried  the  shop-door.  It  did  not  yield  to  her 
hand;  and  the  white  curtain,  drawn  across  the  window 
which  formed  the  upper  section  of  the  door,  struck  her  quick 
perceptive  faculty  as  something  unusual.  Without  mik 
ing  another  effort  to  enter  here,  she  betook  herself  to  the 
great  portal,  under  the  arched  window.  Finding  it  hs^ 
ened,  she  knocked.  A  reverberation  came  from  the  empti« 
ness  within.  She  knocked  again,  and  a  third  time ;  and 
listening  intently,  fancied  that  the  floor  creaked,  as  if  Hep- 
zibah  were  coming,  with  her  ordinary  tiptoe  movement,  to 
admit  her.  But  so  dead  a  silence  ensued  upon  this  imagin- 
ary sound,  that  she  began  to  question  whether  she  might 
not  have  mistaken  the  house,  familiar  as  she  thought  her 
self  with  its  exterior. 

Her  notice  was  now  attracted  by  a  child's  voice,  at  somo 
distance.  It  appeared  to  call  her  name.  Looking  in  the 
direction  whence  it  proceeded,  Phcebe  saw  little  Ned  Hig^ 
gins,  a  good  way  down  the  street,  stamping,  shaking;;  his  hea« 
violently,  making  deprecatory  gestures  with  both  hands,  ana 
shouting  to  her  at  mouth -wide  screech. 

"No,  no,  Phoebe!"  he  screamed.  "Don't  you  go  in!. 
There 's  something  wicked  there !  Don't  —  don't  —  dont 
go  in !  " 

But,  as  the  little  personage  could  not  be  induced  to  ap 
{NOiich  near  enough  to  explain  himself,  Phcsbe  concluded 
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6mt  he  had  been  frightened,  on  some  of  hia  visits  to  the 
shop,  by  her  cousin  Hepzibah ;  for  the  good  lady's  maniiest- 
ations,  in  trath,  ran  about  an  equal  chance  of  scaring  chil* 
dren  out  of  their  wits,  or  compelling  them  to  unseemly 
laughter.  Still,  she  felt  the  more,  for  this  mcident,  how 
unaccountably  silent  and  impenetrable  the  house  had  become. 
As  her  next  resort,  Phoebe  .made  her  way  into  the  garden, 
where,  on  so  warm  and  bright  a  day  as  the  present,  she  had 
little  doubt  of  finding  Clifibrd,  and  perhaps  Hepzibah  also, 
idling  away  the  noontide  in  the  idiadow  of  the  arbor,  im- 
mediately on  her  entering  the  garden^te,  the  family  of 
hens  half  ran,  half  flew,  to  meet  her ;  while  a  stmnge  Gri- 
malkin, which  was  prowling  under  the  parlor-window,  took 
to  his  heels,  clambered  hastily  over  the  fence,  and  vanished. 
The  arbor  was  vacant,  and  its  floor,  table,  and  circular 
bench,  were  still  damp,  and  bestrewn  with  twigs,  and  the 
disarray  of  the  past  storm.  The  growth  of  the  garden 
seemed  to  have  got  quite  out  of  bounds ;  the  weeds 
had  taken  advantage  of  Phoebe's  absence,  and  the  long-con- 
tinued rain,  to  run  rampant  over  the  flowers  and  kitchen- 
vegetables.  Maule's  well  had  overflowed  its  stone  border, 
and  made  a  pool  of  formidable  breadth,  in  that  comer  of 
the  garden. 

The  impression  of  the  whole  scene  was  that  of  a  spot 
where  no  human  foot  had  left  its  print  for  many  preceding 
days,  —  probably  not  since  Phoebe's  departure,  —  for  she 
saw  a  side-comb  of  her  own  under  the  table  of  the  arbor, 
where  it  roust  have  fallen  on  the  last  afternoon  wnen  she 
and  Cliflbrd  sat  there. 

The  girl  knew  that  her  two  relatives  were  capable  of  far 
greater  oddities  than  that  of  shutting  themselves  up  in  their 
old  house,  as  they  appeared  now  to  have  done.  Neverthe- 
less, with  indistinct  misgivings  of  somethincr  amiss    arid 
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"ipprehensions  to  which  she  could  not  give  shape,  she  ap« 
proached  the  door  that  formed  the  customary  communica- 
don  between  the  house  and  garden.  It  was  secured  within, 
dke  the  two  which  she  had  ahready  tried.  She  knocked, 
Qowever ;  and  immediately,  as  if  the  application  had  been 
expected,  the  door  was  drawn  open,  by  a  considerable 
exertion  of  some  unseen  person's  strength,  not  widely,  but 
far  enough  to  afford  her  a  side-long  entrance.  As  Hepzibah, 
in  order  hot  to  expose  herself  to  inspection  from  without, 
invariably  opened  a  door  in  this  manner,  Phoebe  necessarily 
concluded  that  it  was  her  cousin  who  now  admitted  her. 

Without  hesitation,  therefore,  she  stepped  across  the 
threshold,  and  had  no  sooner  entered  than  the  door  closed 
behind  her. 


XX. 

THE   FLOWER   OF   EDEN. 

Phcbbe,  coming  so  suddenly  from  the  simny  da}  light 
was  altogether  bedimmed  in  such  density  of  shadow  af 
aurked  in  most  of  the  passages  of  the  old  house.  She  wai 
*H)t  at  first  aware  by  whom  she  had  been  admitted.  Before 
her  eyes  had  adapted  themselves  to  the  obscurity,  a  hand 
grasped  her  own,  with  a  firm  but  gentle  and  warm  press- 
ure, thus  imparting  a  welcome  which  caused  her  heart  to 
leap  and  thrill  with  an  indefinable  shiver  of  enjoyment. 
She  felt  herself  drawn  along,  not  towards  the  parlor,  but 
into  a  large  and  unoccupied  apartment,  which  had  formerly 
been  the  grand  reception-room  of  the  seven  gables.  The 
sunshine  came  freely  into  all  the  uncurtained  windows  of 
this  room,  and  fell  upon  the  dusty  floor ;  so  that  Phcebe 
now  clearly  saw  —  what,  indeed,  had  been  no  secret,  after 
the  encounter  of  a  warm  hand  with  hers  —  that  it  was  not 
Hepzibah  nor  Glifibrd,  but  Holgrave,  to  whom  she  owed 
her  reception.  The  subtle,  intuitive  communication,  or, 
rather,  the  vague  and  formless  impression  of  something  to 
be  told,  had  made  her  yield  unresistingly  to  his  impulse. 
Without  taking  away  her  hand,  she  looked  eagerly  in  his 
face,  not  quick  to  forebode  evil,  but  unavoidably  conscious 
that  the  state  of  the  family  had  changed  since  her  depart- 
ure, and  therefore  anxious  for  an  explanation. 

The  artist  looked  paler  than  ordinary ;  there  was  a 
thoughtful  and  severe  contraction  of  his  forehead,  tracing 
i  deep  vertical  line  between  the  eyebrows.     His  smilCf 


824        THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  SEVEN  GABLES. 

however,  was  full  of  genuine  wannth,  and  had  in  it  a  joj, 
by  far  the  most  vivid  expression  that  Phoebe  had  ever  wit* 
nessed,  shining  out  of  the  New  England  reserve  with 
which  Holgrave  habitually  masked  whatever  lay  near  his 
heart.  It  was  the  look  wherewith  a  man,  brooding  alone 
over  some  fearful  object,  in  a  dreary  forest  or  illimitable 
desert,  would  recognize  the  familiar  aspect  of  his  dearest 
friend,  bringing  up  all  the  peaceful  ideas  that  belong  to 
home,  and  the  gentle  current  of  every-day  affidrs.  And 
yet,  as  he  felt  the  necessity  of  responding  to  her  look  of 
inquiry,  the  smile  disappeared. 

"  I  ought  not  to  rejoice  that  you  have  come,  Phoebe,"  sai<* 
he.    "  We  meet  at  a  strange  moment !  " 

"  What  has  happened  ?  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Why  is  thr 
house  so  deserted  ?    Where  are  Hepzibah  and  Clifford  ?  " 

"  Gone  !  I  cannot  imagine  where  they  are ! "  answered 
Holgrave.     "  We  are  alone  in  the  house ! " 

"Hepzibah  and  Clifford  gone?"  cried  Phoebe.  "It  ir 
not  possible  !  And  why  have  you  brought  me  into  thii 
room,  instead  of  the  parlor  ?  Ah,  something  terrible  hai 
happened !    I  must  run  and  see  !  " 

"  No,  no,  Phoebe ! "  said  Holgrave,  holding  her  back 
"  It  is  as  I  have  told  you.  They  are  gone,  and  I  know  n» 
whither.  A  terrible  event  has,  indeed,  happened,  but  not  t^ 
them,  nor,  as  I  undoubtingly  believe,  through  any  agency 
of  theirs.  If  I  read  your  character  rightly,  Phoebe,"  h« 
continued,  fixing  his  eyes  on  hers,  with  stern  anxiety,  inter 
mixed  with  tenderness,  "  gentle  as  you  are,  and  seeming  ti 
have  your  sphere  among  common  things,  you  yet  possest 
remarkable  strength.  You  have  wonderful  poise,  and  fc 
faculty  which,  when  tested,  will  prove  itself  capable  of 
dealing  with  matters  that  fall  far  out  of  the  ordiaai) 
mk" 
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•  O,  no,  I  am  very  ^eak!*'  replied  Phoebe,  treidUmg* 
'  But  tell  me  what  has  happened  ! " 

**  You  are  strong ! "  persisted  Holgiave,  "  You  must  be 
ooth  strong  and  wise ;  for  I  am  all  astray,  and  need  your 
counseL  It  may  be  you  can  st^igest  the  one  right  thing  to 
do!" 

"  Tell  me !  —  tell  me ! "  said  Phcebe,  all  in  a  tremble. 
"  It  oppresses,  —  it  terrifies  me,  —  tiiis  mystery !  Anything 
else  I  can  bear !  '* 

The  artist  hesitated^  Notwithstanding  what  he  bad 
just  said,  and  most  sincerely,  in  regard  to  the  self-balancing 
power  with  which  Phoebe  impressed  him,  it  still  seemed 
almost  wicked  to  bring  the  awful  secret  of  yesterday  to  heT 
knowledge.  It  was  like  dmgging  a  hideous  shape  of  death 
into  the  cleanly  and  cheerful  space  before  a  household  fire, 
where  it  would  present  aU  the  uglier  aspect,  amid  the  deco- 
rousness  of  everything  about  it.  Yet  it  could  not  be  con* 
cealed  from  her ;  she  must  needs  know  it. 

"  Phcebe,"  -said  he,  "  do  you  remember  this  ?  ** 

He  put  into  her  hand  a  daguerreotype ;  the  same  that  he 
had  shown  her  at  their  first  interview,  in  the  garden,  and 
which  so  strikingly  brought  out  the  hard  and  relentless 
traits  of  the  original. 

"  What  has  this  to  do  with  Hepzibah  and  CliflTord  ? ' 
asked  Phoebe,  with  impatient  surprise  that  Holgrave  should 
So  trifle  with  her,  at  such  a  moment.  "  It  is  Judge  Pyn- 
cheon !     You  have  shown  t  to  me  before  '  " 

"  But  here  is  the  same  face,  taken  within  this  half-hour.' 
said  the  artist,  presenting  her  with  another  miniature.  «'  I 
nad  just  finished  it,  when  I  heard  you  at  the  door." 

**  This  is  death !  "  shuddered  Phoebe,  turning  very  pale 
•  Judge  Pyncheon  dead  I '" 

^  Such  as  there  represented,"  said  Holgrave,  "he  sits  in 
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the  next  room.  The  judge  is  dwid,  and  Clifibrd  and  Hepzl* 
bah  have  Taiiished !  I  know  no  more.  All  beyond  is  con- 
jecture. On  returning  to  my  solitary  chamber,  last  even« 
ing,  I  noticed  no  light,  either  m  the  parlor,  or  Hepzibah's 
room,  or  Clifford's;  no  stir  nor  footstep  about  the  house. 
This  morning  there  was  the  same  death-like  quiet.  From 
my  window,  I  overheard  the  testimony  of  a  neighbor,  that 
your  relatives  were  seen  leaving  the  house,  in  the  midst  of 
yesterday's  storm.  A  rumor  reached  me,  too,  of  Judge  Pyn^ 
theon  being  missed.  A  feeling  which  I  cannot  describe  ^ 
m  indefinite  sense  oi  some  catastrophe,  or  consumma- 
lion  —  impelled  me  to  make  my  way  into  this  part  of  tho 
house,  where  I  discovered  what  you  see.  As  a  point  of 
evidence  that  may  be  useful  to  Gliiford,  and  also  as  a  memo« 
rial  valuable  to  myself,  —  for,  Phcebe,  there  are  hereditary 
weasons  that  connect  me  strangely  with  that  man's  fate,  —  I 
used  the  means  at  my  disposal  to  preserve  this  pictorial 
record  of  Judge  Fyncheon's  death." 

Even  in  her  agitation,  Phoebe  could  not  help  remarking 
the  calmness  of  Holgrave's  demeanor.  He  appeared,  it  is 
true,  to  feel  the  whole  awfulness  of  the  judge's  death,  yet 
had  received  the  fact  into  his  mind  without  any  mixture  of 
surprise,  but  as  an  event  pre-ordained,  happening  inevita- 
bly, and  so  fitting  itself  into  past  occurrences  that  it  could 
almost  have  been  prophesied. 

"  Why  have  you  not  thrown  open  the  doors,  and  called 
m  witnesses  ?  "  inquired  she,  with  a  painful  shudder.  "  It 
is  terrible  to  be  here  alone  !  " 

"  But  Clifford ! "  suggested  the  artist.  "  Clifford  and 
llepzibah !  We  must  consider  what  is  best  to  be  done  in 
their  behalf.  It  is  a  wretched  fatality,  that  they  should 
have  disappeared !  Their  flight  will  throw  the  worst  cnlo^ 
ing  over  this  event  of  which  it  is  susceptible.    Yet  how 
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9asy  18  tke  explanation,  to  those  who  know  them !  Bewil- 
dered and  terror-stricken  by  the  similarity  of  this  death  to  a 
former  one,  which  was  attended  with  such  disastrous  con- 
sequences to  Clifibrd,  they  have  had  no  idea  but  of  remov- 
ing themselves  from  the  scene.  How  miserably  unfortu- 
nate!  Had  Hepzibah  but  shrieked  aloud,-;- had  Clifford 
flung  wide  the  door,  and  proclaimed  Judge  Pyncheon's 
death,  —  it  would  have  been,  however  awful  in  itself,  an 
event  fruitful  of  good  consequences  to  them.  As  I  view  it, 
it  would  have  gone  far  towards  obliterating  the  black  stain 
on  Clifibrd's  character." 

"  And  how,"  asked  Phoebe,  *'  conld  any  good  come  froci 
what  is  so  very  dreadful  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  the  artist,  "  if  the  matter  can  be  fairly 
considered,  and  candidly  interpreted,  it  must  be  evident  that 
Judge  Pyncheon  could  not  have  come  unfairly  to  his  end* 
This  mode  of  death  has  been  an  idiosyncrasy  with  his 
&mily,  for  generations  past;  not  often  occurring,  indeed, 
but,  when  it  does  occur,  usually  attacking  individuals  about 
the  judge's  time  of  life,  and  generally  in  the  tension  of 
some  mental  crisis,  or,  perhaps,  in  an  access  of  wrath.  Old 
Maule's  prophecy  was  probably  founded  on  a  knowledge  of 
this  physical  predisposition  in  the  Pyncheon  race.  Now, 
there  is  a  minute  and  almost  exact  similarity  in  the  appear- 
ances connected  with  the  death  that  occurred  yesterday 
and  those  recorded  of  the  death  of  Clifford's  uncle,  thirty 
years  ago.  It  is  true,  there  was  a  certain  arrangement  of 
circmnstances,  unnecessary  to  be  recounted,  which  made  it 
|X)ssible,  —  nay,  as  men  look  at  these  things,  probable,  oi 
even  certain,  —  that  old  Jaffrey  Pyncheon  came  to  a  violent 
death,  and  by  Clifford's  hands." 

*'  Whence  came  those  circumstances  ?  "  exclaimed  Ptoebe ; 
•*  be  being  innocent,  as  we  know  him  to  be  I " 
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"They  were  arranged,"  said  Holgrave,  —  "ftt  least, 
sach  has  long  been  my  conviction,  —  they  were  arrai^d 
after  the  uncle's  death,  and  before  it  was  made  public,  by 
the  man  who  sits  in  yonder  parlor.  His  own  death,  so  like 
that  former  one,  yet  attended  with  none  of  those  suspicious 
circumstances,  seems  the  stroke  of  God  upon  him,  at  once  » 
punishment  for  his  wickedness,  and  making  plain  the  inno- 
cence of  Clifibrd.  But  this  flight,  —  it  distorts  everything ! 
He  xnay  be  in  concealment,  near  at  hand.  Could  we  but 
bring  1dm  back  before  the  discovery  of  the  judo's  death, 
the  evil  might  be  rectified." 

"  We  must  not  hide  this  thing  a  moment  longer  I "  said 
Fhoebe.  "  It  is  dreadful  to  keep  it  so  closely  in  our  hearts. 
Cliflbrd  is  innocent  God  will  make  it  manifest !  Let  us 
throw  open  the  doors,  and  call  all  the  neighborhood  to  see 
the  truth ! " 

"You  are  right,  Fhoebe,"  rejomed  Holgrave.  "Doubl* 
less  you  are  right." 

Yet  the  artist  did  not  feel  the  horror,  which  was  proper 
to  PhcBbe's  sweet  and  order-loving  character,  at  thus  finding 
herself  at  issue  with  society,  and  brought  in  contact  with  an 
event  that  transcended  ordinary  rules.  Neither  was  he  in 
haste,  like  her,  to  betake  himself  within  the  precincts  of 
common  life.  On  the  contrary,  be  gathered  a  wild  enjoy* 
ment,  —  as  it  were,  a  flower  of  strange  beauty,  growing  in 
a  desolate  spot,  and  blossoming  in  the  wind,  —  such  a 
flower  of  momentary  happiness  he  gathered  from  his  present 
position.  It  separated  Phaebe  and  himself  from  the  worlds 
and  bound  them  to  each  other,  by  their  exclusive  knowledge 
ol  Judge  Pyncheon's  mysterious  death,  and  the  counsel 
which  they  were  forced  to  hold  respecting  it.  The  secret, 
00  long  as  it  should  continue  such,  kept  them  within  the 
eiicla  of  a  spell,  a  solitude  in  the  midst  of  men,  a  remotOi 
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mem  as  ei^Tfe  as  that  of  an  island  in  mid-ocean ;-— once 
divulged,  tl  tf  ocean  would  flow  betwixt  them,  standing  on 
its  widely-sanisred  shores.  Meanwhile,  all  the  circum- 
stances of  their  situation  seemed  to  draw  them  together; 
they  were  like  twn  children  who  go  hand  in  hand,  pressing 
ciosely  to  one  another's  side,  through  a  shadow*haunted 
passage.  The  imago  of  awful  Death,  which  filled  thA 
house,  held  them  united  by  his  stiffened  grasp. 

These  influences  hastened  &e  development  of  emotions 
that  might  not  otherwise  htn  flowered  so  soon.  Possibly, 
indeed,  it  had  been  Holgrave'i  purpose  to  let  them  die  in 
their  undeveloped  germs. 

"  Why  do  we  delay  so ?"  asked  Fhcebe.  "This  secret 
takes  away  my  breath !    Let  us  thrcrr  open  the  doors !  ^ 

"  In  all  our  lives,  there  can  never  come  another  moment 
like  this!"  said  Holgrave.  "Phoebe,  is  it  all  terror?  — 
nothing  but  terror  ?  Are  you  conscious  of  no  py,  as  I  am, 
that  has  made  this  the  only  point  of  life  worth  Ivmi^  for  ?  *' 

"  It  seems  a  sin,"  replied  Phoebe,  trembling,  "  to  think  oi' 
joy  at  such  a  time ! " 

"  Could  you  but  know,  Phoebe,  how  it  was  with  me,  thf 
hour  before  you  came!"  exclaimed  &e  artist  "A  dark 
cold,  miserable  hour !  The  presence  of  yonder  dead  mac 
threw  a  great  black  shadow  over  everything;  he  made  thii 
universe,  so  far  as  my  perception  could  reach,  a  scene  ot 
guilt,  and  of  retribution  more  dreadful  than  the  guilt.  Th« 
sense  of  it  took  away  my  youth.  I  never  hoped  to  feel 
young  again !  The  world  looked  strange,  wild,  evil,  hos- 
tile ;  —  my  past  life,  so  lonesome  and  dreary ;  my  future,  a 
shapeless  gloom,  which  I  must  mould  into  gloomy  shapes ! 
But,  Phoebe,  you  crossed  the  threshold ;  and  hope,  warmth 
and  joy,  came  in  with  you !    The  bbck  moment  became  at 
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once  a  blissful  one.  It  must  not  pass  i^*ithout  the '  spoken 
word.     I  love  you!" 

"  How  caft  you  love  a  simple  girl  like  me  ?  "  asked  Phoebe, 
compelled  by  his  earnestness  to  speak.  *•  You  have  many, 
many  thoughts,  with  which  I  should  try  in  vain  to  sympa- 
thize. And  I,  —  I,  too,  —  I  have  tendencies  with  which 
you  would  sympathize  as  little.  That  is  less  matter.  But 
•  have  not  scope  enough  to  make  you  happy." 

'*  You  are  my  only  possibility  of  happiness ! "  answered 
Holgmve.  *<  1  have  no  faith  in  it,  except  as  you  bestow  it 
on  me ! " 

"  And  then  —  I  am  afmid  !  "  continued  Phoebe,  shrinking 
towards  Holgrave,  even  while  she  told  him  so  frankly  the 
doubts  with  which  he  affected  her.  "  You  will  lead  me 
out  of  my  own  quiet  path.  You  will  make  me  strive  to 
follow  you,  where  it  is  pathless.  I  cannot  do  so.  It  is  not 
my  nature.    I  shall  sink  down  and  perish  !  " 

"  Ah,  Phoebe  !  "  exclaimed  Holgrave,  with  almost  a  sigh, 
and  a  smile  that  was  burthened  with  thought.  "  It  will  be  far 
Mherwise  than  as  you  forebode.  The  world  owes  all  its  on- 
ward impulses  to  men  ill  at  ease.  The  happy  man  inevita- 
bly confines  himself  within  ancient  limits.  I  have  a  preseir- 
timent  that,  hereafter,  it  will  be  my  lot  to  set  out  trees,  to 
make  fences,  -^  perhaps,  even,  in  due  time,  to  build  a  house 
for  another  generation,  —  in  a  word,  to  conform  myself  to 
laws,  and  the  peaceful  practice  of  society.  Your  poise  will 
be  more  powerful  than  any  oscillating  tendency  of  mine." 

"  I  would  not  have  it  so !  "  said  Phoebe,  earnestly. 

"  Do  you  love  me  ?  "  asked  Holgrave.  "  If  we  love  one 
another,  the  moment  has  room  for  nothing  more.  Let  us 
pause  upon  it,  and  be  satisfied.     Do  you  love  me,  Phoebe  ?  " 

"  You  look  into  my  heart,"  said  she,  letting  her  eyea 
drop.    "  YovL  know  I  love  you ! " 
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And  it  was  in  this  hour,  so  fall  of  doubt  and  awe,  that 
the  one  miracle  was  wrought,  without  which  every  human 
existence  is  a  blank.  The  bliss,  which  makes  all  things 
true,  beautiful,  and  holy,  shone  around  this  youth  and 
maiden.  They  were  conscious  of  nothing  sad  nor  old. 
They  transfigured  the  earth,  and  made  it  Eden  again,  and 
themselves  the  two  first  dwellers  in  it  The  dead  man,  so 
close  beside  them,  was  forgotten.  At  such  a  crisis,  there  is 
no  death ;  for  immortality  is  revealed  anew,  and  embraces 
eTer3rthing  in  its  hallowed  atmosphere. 

But  how  soon  the  heavy  earth-dream  settled  down  again ! 

"Hark!"  whispered  Phoebe.  "Somebody  is  at  the 
street  door ! " 

"  Now  let  us  meet  the  world !  "  said  Holgrave.  "  No 
doubt,  the  rumor  of  Judge  Pyncheon's  visit  to  this  house, 
and  the  flight  of  Hepzibah  and  Clifford,  is  about  to  lead  to 
the  investigation  of  the  premises.  We  have  no  way  but  to 
meet  it.    Let  us  open  the  door  at  once." 

But,  to  their  surprise,  before  they  could  reach  the  street 
door,  —  even  before  they  quitted  the  room  in  which  the  fore- 
going interview  had  passed,  —  they  heard  footsteps  in  the 
further  passage.  The  door,  therefore,  which  they  supposed 
to  be  securely  locked,  —  which  Holgrave,  indeed,  had  seen 
to  be  so,  and  at  which  Phcebe  had  vainly  tried  to  enter, — 
must  have  been  opened  from  without.  The  sound  of  fooi- 
steps  was  not  harsh,  bold,  decided,  and  intrusive,  as  the  gait 
of  strangers  would  naturally  be,  making  authoritative 
entrance  into  a  dwelling  where  they  knew  themselves  un 
welcome.  It  was  feeble,  as  of  persons  either  weak  or  weary ; 
there  was  the  mingled  murmur  of  two  voices,  famibar  to 
both  the  listeners. 

"  Can  it  be  ?  "  whispered  Holgrave. 
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*<Iti8they!''aii8weieclFh<Bbe.  "  Thank  God !  — thank 
God!" 

And  then,  as  if  in  sympathy  with  Fh<ehe's  whispered 
ejaculation,  they  heard  Hepzibah's  voice,  more  distinctly. 

"  Thank  God,  my  brother,  we  are  at  home !  ** 

"WeU!  — Yes!  — thank  God!"  responded  Clifford. 
"  A  dreary  home,  Hepzibah !  But  you  haye  done  well  to 
bring  me  hither !  Stay !  That  parlor-door  is  open.  I  can^ 
not  pass  by  it !  Let  me  go  and  rest  me  in  the  arbor,  whert 
I  used,  —  oh,  very  long  ago,  it  seems  to  me,  after  what  hna 
l)efallen  us, — where  I  used  to  be  so  happy  with  little 
Phcebe!" 

But  the  house  was  not  altogether  so  dreary  as  Clifibrd 
imagined  it.  They  had  not  made  many  steps,  —  in  truth, 
they  were  lingering  in  the  entry,  with  the  listlessness  of  an 
accomplished  purpose,  uncertain  what  to  do  next, — whea 
Phoebe  ran  to  meet  them.  On  beholding  her,  Hepzibah  burst 
into  tears.  With  all  her  might,  she  had  staggered  onward 
beneath  the  burden  of  grief  and  responsibility,  until  now  that 
it  was  safe  to  fliqg  it  down.  Indeed,  she  had  not  eneigy 
to  fling  it  down,  but  had  ceased  to  uphold  it,  and  suffered  it 
to  press  her  to  the  earth.  Clifford  appeared  the  stronger  of 
the  two. 

"  It  is  our  own  little  Fhcsbe !  —  Ah  I  and  Holgrave  with 
her,"  exclaimed  he,  with  a  glance  of  keen  and  delicate 
insight,  and  a  smile,  beautiful,  kind,  but  melancholy.  *<  1 
thought  of  you  both,  as  we  came  down  the  street,  and 
beheld  Alice's  Posies  in  full  bloom.  And  so  the  flower  of 
Eden  has  bloomed,  likewise,  in  this  old,  darksome  housei 
to-day  t'* 
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1  BE  sadien  death  of  so  prominent  a  member  of  the  social 
world  as  the  Honorable  Judge  Jaffirey  Pyncheon  created  a 
Mnsation  (at  least,  in  the  circles  more  immediately  con- 
nected with  the  deceased)  which  had  hardly  quite  subsided 
in  a  fortnight. 

It  may  be  remarked,  however,  that,  of  all  the  events  which 
constitute  a  person's  biography,  there  is  scarcely  one  — 
none,  certainly,  of  anything  like  a  similar  importance  —  to 
which  the  world  so  easily  reconciles  itself  as  to  his  death. 
In  most  other  cases  and  contingencies,  the  individual  is  pres- 
ent among  us,  mixed  up  with  the  daily  revolution  of  affairs, 
jbnd  affording  a  definite  point  for  observation.  At  his  de- 
cease, there  is  only  a  vacancy,  and  a  momentary  eddy,  — 
very  small,  as  compared  with  the  apparent  magnitude  of  the 
ingurgitated  object,  —  and  a  bubble  or  two,  ascending  out 
of  the  black  depth,  and  bursting  at  the  surface.  As  regarded 
Judge  Pyncheou,  it  seemed  probable,  at  first  blush,  that  the 
mode  of  his  final  departure  might  give  him  a  larger  and 
longer  posthumous  vogue  than  ordinarily  attends  the  mem- 
ory of  a  distinguished  man.  But  when  it  came  to  be 
understood,  on  the  highest  professional  authority,  that  the 
event  was  a  natural,  and  —  except  for  some  unimportant 
particulars,  denoting  a  slight  idiosyncrasy — by  no  means 
an  unusual  form  of  death,  the  public,  with  its  customary 
alacrity,  proceeded  to  forget  that  he  had  ever  lived.  In 
short,  the  honorable  judge  was  beginning  to  be  a  stale  suk 
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ject,  before  half  the  county  newspapers  had  found  time  to 
put  their  columns  m  mourning,  and  publish  his  exceedingly 
eulogistic  obituary. 

Nevertheless,  creeping  darkly  through  the  places  which 
this  excellent  person  had  haunted  in  his  lifetime,  there  wu 
a  hidden  stream  of  private  talk,  such  as  it  would  have 
shocked  all  decency  to  speak  loudly  at  the  street-comers.  It 
18  very  singular,  how  the  fact  of  a  man's  death  often  seems 
to  give  people  a  truer  idea  of  his  character,  whether  for  good 
or  evil,  than  they  have  ever  possessed  while  he  was  living 
and  acting  among  them.  Death  is  so  genuine  a  fact  that  it 
excludes  falsehood,  or  betrays  its  emptiness ;  it  is  a  touch- 
iitone  that  proves  the  gold,  and  dishonors  the  baser  metaL 
Oould  the  departed,  whoever  he  may  be,  return  in  a  week 
after  his  decease,  he  would  almost  invariably  find  himself  at 
a  higher  or  lower  point  than  he  had  formerly  occupied,  on 
the  scale  of  public  appreciation.  But  the  talk,  or  scandal, 
to  which  we  now  allude,  had  reference  to  matters  of  no  less 
old  a  date  than  the  supposed  murder,  thirty  or  forty  years 
ago,  of  the  late  Judge  Pyncheon's  uncle.  The  medical 
opinion,  with  regard  to  his  own  recent  and  regretted  decease, 
had  almost  entirely  obviated  the  idea  that  a  murder  was 
committed,  in  the  former  case.  Yet,  as  the  record  showed, 
there  were  circumstances  irrefragably  indicating  that  some 
person  had  gained  access  to  old  Jaffrey  Pyncheon's  private 
apartments,  at  or  near  the  moment  of  his  death.  His  desk 
and  private  drawers,  in  a  room  contiguous  to  his  bedchamber, 
had  been  ransacked ;  money  and  valuable  articles  were 
missing ;  there  was  a  bloody  hand-print  on  the  old  man> 
linen ;  and,  by  a  powerfully  welded  chain  of  deductive  evi- 
dence, the  guilt  of  the  robbery  and  apparent  murder  had 
been  fixed  on  Clifford,  then  residing  with  his  uncle  in  the 
House  of  the  Seven  Grables. 
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Whencesoever  originating,  there  now  arose  a  theory  that 
undertook  so  to  account  for  these  circumstances  as  to  exclude 
the  idea  of  Clifford's  agency.  Many  persons  affirmed  that 
the  history  and  elucidation  of  the  facts,  long  so  mysterious, 
had  been  obtained  by  the  daguerreotypist  from  one  of  those 
mesmerical  seers,  who,  now-a-days,  so  strangely  perplex  the 
aspect  of  human  affairs,  and  put  everybody's  natural  vision 
to  the  blush,  by  the  marvels  which  they  see  with  their  eyei 
shut. 

According  to  this  version  of  the  story,  Judge  Pyncheon, 
exemplary  as  we  have  portrayed  him  in  our  narrative,  was 
in  his  youth,  an  apparently  irreclaimable  scapegrace.  The 
brutish,  the  animal  instincts,  Iels  is  often  the  case,  had  been 
developed  earlier  than  the  intellectual  qualities,  and  the 
force  of  character,  for  which  he  was  afterwards  remarkable. 
He  had  shown  himself  wild,  dissipated,  addicted  to  low 
pleasures,  little  short  of  ruffianly  in  his  propensities,  and 
recklessly  expensive,  with  no  other  resources  than  the 
oounty  of  his  uncle.  This  course  of  conduct  had  alienated 
the  old  bachelor's  affection,  once  strongly  fixed  upon  him. 
Now,  it  is  averred,  —  but  whether  on  authority  available  in 
a  court  of  justice,  we  do  not  pretend  to  have  investigated, 
—  that  the  young  man  was  tempted  by  the  devil,  one  night, 
to  search  his  uncle's  private  drawers,  to  which  he  had 
unsuspected  means  of  access.  While  thus  criminally  occu- 
pied, he  was  startled  by  the  opening  of  the  chamber-door.. 
There  stood  old  Jaffrey  Pjrncheon,  in  his  night-clothes! 
The  surprise  of  such  a  discovery,  his  agitation,  alarm,  and 
horror,  brought  on  the  crisis  of  a  disorder  to  which  the  old 
bachelor  had  an  hereditary  liability  ;  —  he  seemed  to  choke 
with  blood,  and  fell  upon  the  floor,  striking  his  temple  % 
heavy  blow  against  the  comer  of  a  table.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?    The  old  man  was  surely  dead !     Assistance  woo!  j 
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come  too  late  I  What  a  misfortune,  indeedy  should  it  conM 
too  soon,  since  his  reviving  consciousness  would  bring  the 
recollection  of  the  ignominious  ofifence  which  he  had  beheld 
his  nephew  in  the  very  act  of  committing ! 

But  he  never  did  revive.  With  the  cool  hardihood  thai 
always  pertained  to  him,  the  young  man  continued  hi9 
search  of  the  drawers,  and  found  a  will,  of  recent  date,  in 
&vor  of  Clififord, — which  he  destroyed, — and  an  older  ono^ 
in  his  own  favor,  which  he  suffered  to  remain.  But,  before 
retiring,  Jaffrey  bethought  himself  of  the  evidence,  in  these 
ransacked  drawers,  that  some  one  had  visited  the  chamber 
with  sinister  purposes.  Suspicion,  unless  averted,  might  fix 
upon  the  real  offender.  In  the  very  presence  of  the  dead 
man,  therefore,  he  laid  a  scheme  that  should  free  himself  at 
the  expense  of  Clifford,  his  rival,  for  whose  character  he  had 
at  once  a  contempt  and  a  repugnance.  It  is  not  probable,  be 
it  said,  that  he  acted  with  any  set  purpose  of  involving  Clif- 
ford in  a  charge  of  murder.  Knowing  that  his  uncle  did 
not  die  by  violence,  it  may  not  have  occurred  to  him,  in  the 
hurry  of  the  crisis,  that  such  an  inference  might  be  drawn. 
But,  when  the  affair  took  this  darker  aspect,  Jafirey*s 
previous  steps  had  already  pledged  him  to  those  which 
remained.  So  craftily  had  he  arranged  the  circumstances, 
that,  at  Clifford's  trial,  his  cousin  hardly  found  it  necessary 
to  swear  to  anything  false,  but  only  to  withhold  the  one 
decisive  explanation,  by  refraining  to  state  what  he  had 
himself  done  and  witnessed. 

Thus  Jaffrey  Pyncheon*s  inward  criminality,  as  regarded 
Clifford,  was,  indeed,  black  and  damnable ;  while  its  mere 
outward  show  and  positive  commission  was  the  smallest 
that  could  possibly  consist  with  so  great  a  sin.  Tbis  is  just 
the  sort  of  guilt  that  a  man  of  eminent  respectability  finds 
it  easiest  to  dispose  of.    It  was  suffered  to  fade  out  of  sight 
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m  he  rackoned  a  venial  matter,  in  the  Honorable  Judge 
P]rncheon's  long  subsequent  surrey  of  his  own  life.  He 
shuffled  it  aside,  among  the  forgotten  and  forgiven  frailties 
of  his  youth,  and  seldom  thought  of  it  again. 

We  leave  the  judge  to  his  repose.  He  could  not  be 
Btyled  fortunate,  at  the  hour  of  death.  Unknowingly, 
he  was  a  childless  man,  while  striving  to  add  more  wealth 
to  his  only  child's  inheritance.  Hardly  a  week  after  his 
decease,  one  of  the  Cunard  steamera  brought  intelligence  3f 
the  death,  by  cholera,  of  Judge  Pyncheon's  son,  just  at  the 
point  of  embarkation  for  his  native  land.  By  this  misfortune, 
Clifford  became  rich ;  so  did  Hepzibah ;  so  did  our  little  vil> 
lage-maiden,  and,  through  her,  that  sworn  foe  of  wealth  and 
all  manner  of  conservatism,— the  wild  reformer,  —  Hoi- 
grave! 

It  was  now  far  too  late  in  Clifibrd's  life  for  the  good  opinion 
of  society  to  be  worth  the  trouble  and  anguish  of  a  formal 
vindication.  What  he  needed  was  the  love  of  a  very  few; 
not  the  admiration,  or  even  the  respect,  of  the  unknown 
many.  The  latter  might  probably  have  been  won  for  him, 
had  those  on  whom  the  guardianship  of  his  welfare  had 
fallen  deemed  it  advisable  to  expose  Clifford  to  a  miserable 
resuscitation  of  past  ideas,  when  the  condition  of  whatever 
comfort  he  might  expect  lay  in  the  calm  of  forgetfulness. 
Afier  such  wrong  as  he  had  suffered,  there  is  no  reparation 
The  pitiable  mockery  of  it,  which  the  world  might  have 
been  ready  enough  to  offer,  coming  so  long  after  the  agony 
had  done  its  utmost  work,  would  have  been  fit  only  to  pro* 
Toke  bitterer  laughter  than  poor  Clifford  was  ever  capable  of. 
It  is  a  truth  (and  it  would  be  a  very  sad  one,  but  for  the 
higher  hopes  which  it  suggests)  that  no  great  mistake, 
whether  acted  or  endured,  in  our  mortal  sphere,  is  ever 
really  set  right    Time,  the  continual  vicissitude  of  ciicum* 
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'stances,  and  the  invariable  inopportanity  of  death,  rendet  it 
impossible.  If,  after  long  lapse  of  years,  the  right  seems 
to  be  in  our  power,  we  find  no  niche  to  set  it  in.  The  bet- 
ter remedy  is  for  the  sufferer  to  pass  on,  and  leave  what  he 
once  thought  his  irreparable  ruin  far  behind  him. 

The  shock  of  Judge  Pyncheon's  death  had  a  permanently 
Invigorating  and  ultimately  beneficial  effect  on  CliflfonL 
That  strong  and  ponderous  man  had  been  Cliflford's  night- 
mare. There  was  no  free  breath  to  be  drawn,  within  the 
sphere  of  so  malevolent  an  influence.  The  first  effect  of 
freedom,  as  we  have  witnessed  in  Clifford's  aimless  flight, 
was  a  tremulous  exhilaration.  Subsiding  from  it,  he  did 
not  sink  into  his  former  intellectual  apathy.  He  never,  it 
is  true,  attained  to  nearly  the  full  measure  of  what  might 
have  been  his  faculties.  But  he  recovered  enough  of  them 
partially  to  light  up  his  character,  to  display  some  outkne 
of  the  marvellous  grace  that  was  abortive  in  it,  and  to  make 
him  the  object  of  no  less  deep,  although  less  melancholy 
interest  than  heretofore.  He  was  evidently  happy.  Could 
we  pause  to  give  another  picture  of  his  daily  life,  with  all 
tne  appliances  now  at  command  to  gratify  his  instinct  for 
the  Beautiful,  the  garden  scenes,  that  seemed  so  sweet  to 
him,  would  look  mean  and  trivial  in  comparison. 

Very  soon  after  their  change  of  fortune,  Clifford,  Hcp- 
zibah,  and  little  Phoebe,  with  the  approval  of  the  artist, 
concluded  to  remove  from  the  ditmal  old  House  of  the 
Seven  Gables,  and  take  up  their  abode,  for  the  present, 
at  the  elegant  country-seat  of  the  late  Judge  Pyncheon. 
Chanticleer  and  his  family  had  already  been  transport!. d 
thither,  where  the  two  hens  had  forthwith  begun  an  inde- 
fatigable process  of  egg-laying,  with  an  evident  design,  as  a 
matter  of  duty  and  conscience,  to  continue  their  illustrioafl 
breed  under  better  auspices  than  for  a  century  past     On 
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die  <!ay  set  for  their  departure,  the  principal  personages 
of  our  story,  including  good  Uncle  Venner,  were  assembled 
in  the  parlor. 

**  The  country-house  is  certainly  a  ▼f»Ty  fine  one,  so  far 
as  the  plan  goes,"  observed  Holgrave,  as  the  party  were  dis- 
cussing their  future  arrangements.  "But  I  wonder  that 
Ihe  late  judge  —  being  so  opulent,  and  with  a  reasonable 
prospect  of  transmitting  his  wealth  to  descendants  of  his 
own  —  should  not  have  felt  the  propriety  of  embodying  so 
excellent  a  piece  of  domestic  architecture  in  stone,  rather 
than  in  wood.  Then,  every  generation  of  the  family  might 
have  altered  the  interior,  to  suit  its  own  taste  and  conve- 
nience ;  while  the  exterior,  through  the  lapse  of  years, 
might  have  been  adding  venerableness  to  its  original  beauty, 
and  thus  giving  that  impression  of  permanence  which  I 
consider  essential  to  the  happiness  of  any  one  moment." 

"  Why,"  cried  Phoebe,  gazing  into  the  artist's  face  with 
infinite  amazement,  "how  wonderfully  y^our  ideas  are 
changed!  A  house  of  stone,  indeed!  It  is  but  two  or 
three  weeks  ago,  that  you  seemed  to  wish  people  to  live  in 
something  as  fragile  and  temporary  as  -•«  oird's  nest ! " 

"  Ah,  Phoebe,  I  told  you  how  it  would  be  I "  said  the 
artist,  with  a  half-melancholy  laugh.  "You  find  me  a 
conservative  already!  Little  did  I  think  ever  to  become 
one.  It  is  especially  unpardonable  in  this  dwelling  ot  so 
much  hereditary  misfortune,  and  under  the  eye  of  yonder 
portrait  of  a  model  conservative,  who,  in  that  very  character, 
rendered  himself  so  long  the  evil  destiny  of  his  race." 

"  That  picture ! "  said  Clifford,  seeming  to  shrink  from  its 
stem  glance.  "  Whenever  I  look  at  it,  there  is  an  old,  dreamy 
(ccollection  haunting  me,  but  keeping  just  beyond  the  grasp 
of  my  mind.  Wealth,  it  seems  to  say !  —  boundless  wsalth ! 
—  miiinaginable  wealth !    I  could  fancy  that,  when  I  ^ras  a 
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child,  or  a  youth,  that  portrait  had  spoken,  and  told 
a  rich  secret^  or  had  neld  forth  its  hand,  with  the 
record  of  hidden  opulence.  But  those  old  matters  are  so 
dim  with  me,  now-a-days !  What  could  this  dream  hara 
been?" 

"  Perhaps  I  can  recall  it,"  answered  Holgiave.  "  See ! 
There  are  a  hundred  chances  to  one,  that  no  person,  unac- 
quainted with  the  secret,  would  ever  touch  thb  spring." 

*<A  secret  spring!"  cried  Clifford.  '<Ah,  I  remember 
now !  I  did  discover  it,  one  summer  afternoon,  when  I  waa 
idling  and  dreaming  about  the  house,  long,  long  ago.  But 
the  mystery  escapes  me." 

The  artist  put  his  finger  on  the  contrivance  to  which  he 
had  referred.  In  former  days,  the  efiect  would  probably 
have  been  to  cause  the  picture  to  start  forward.  But,  in  so 
long  a  period  of  concealment,  the  machinery  had  been  eaten 
through  with  rust ;  so  that,  at  Holgiave's  pressure,  the  por- 
trait, frame  and  all,  tumbled  suddenly  from  its  position,  and 
lay  &ce  downward  on  the  floor.  A  recess  in  the  wall  was 
IhuB  brought  to  lig^t,  in  which  lay  an  object  so  covered  with 
a  century's  dust  that  it  could  not  immediately  be  realized 
as  a  folded  sheet  of  parchment  Holgrave  opened  it,  and 
displayed  an  ancient  deed,  signed  with  the  hieroglyphics  of 
several  Indian  sagamores,  and  conveying  to  Colonel  Pyn- 
cheon  and  his  heirs,  forever,  a  vast  extent  of  territory  at 
the  eastward. 

<<This  is  the  very  parchment  ihe  attempt  to  recover 
which  cost  the  beautiful  Alice  Pyncheon  her  happiness  and 
life,"  said  the  artist,  alluding  to  his  legend.  ^<  It  is  what 
the  Pyncheons  sougnt  in  vain,  while  it  was  valuable;  and 
now  that  they  find  the  treasure,  it  has  long  been  worthless.' 

^Poor  Cousin  Jaffrey!     This  is  what  deceived  him* 
CKckimed  Hepzibah.    "^When  they  were  young  together 
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diffind  probably  made  a  kind  of  &iiy-tale  of  this  discovery. 
He  was  always  dieaming  hither  and  thither  about  the  hoose, 
and  lighting  up  its  dark  comers  with  beautiful  stories.  And 
poor  Jaffiey,  who  took  hold  of  everything  as  if  it  were  real, 
thought  my  brother  had  found  out  his  uncle's  wealth.  He 
died  with  this  delusion  in  his  mind ! " 

**  But,"  said  Fhiebe,  apart  to  Holgrstse,  ".  how  came  you 
to  know  the  secret  ?" 

*•  My  dearest  Phcebe,"  said  Holgrave, "  how  will  it  please 
you  to  assume  the  name  of  Maule  ?  As  for  the  secret,  it  is 
the  only  inheritance  that  has  come  down  to  me  from  my 
ancestors.  Tou  should  have  known  sooner  (only  that  I  was 
afiaid  of  frightening  you  away)  that,  in  this  long  drama  of 
wrong  and  retribution,  I  represent  the  old  wizard,  and  am 
probably  as  much  of  a  wizard  as  ever  he  was.  The  son  of 
the  executed  Matthew  Maule,  while  building  this  house, 
took  the  opportunity  to  construct  that  recess,  and  hide  away 
the  Indian  deed,  on  ^ich  depended  the  immense  land-claim 
of  the  Pyncheons.  Thus  they  bartered  their  eastern  terri- 
tory for  Maule's  garden-ground*" 

**  And  now,"  said  Uncle  Yenner,  ^  I  suppose  their  whole 
dami  is  not  worth  one  man's  share  in  my  farm  yonder ! " 

^  Uncle  Yenner,"  cried  Fboebe,  taking  the  patched  philos- 
opher's hand,  *'you  must  never  talk  any  more  about  your 
farm!  You  shall  never  go  there,  as  long  as  you  live!  There 
is  a  cottage  in  our  new  garden,— -the  prettiest  little  yellowidi- 
brown  cottage  you  ever  saw ;  and  the  sweetest-looking  place, 
for  it  looks  just  as  if  it  were  made  of  gingerbread,  —  and 
we  are  going  to  fit  it  up  and  fiimish  it  on  purpose  for  you. 
And  you  shall  do  notihing  but  what  you  choose,  and  shall 
be  as  hsL^ppY  as  the  day  is  long,  and  diall  keep  Cousin  Clil- 
ford  in  spirits  with  the  wisdom  and  pleasantness  which  if 
always  dropping  from  your  lips ! " 
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"  Ah  !  my  dear  chfld/  quoth  good  Uncle  Vernier,  quite 
overcome,  *'if  you  were  to  speak  to  a  young  man  as  you  do 
to  an  old  one,  his  chance  of  keeping  his  heart  another 
mmute  would  not  bo  worth  one  of  the  buttons  on  my  waists 
coat !  And  —  soul  alive !  —  that  great  sigh,  which  you 
made  me  heave,  has  burst  off  the  very  last  of  them !  But 
never  mind  I ^Jl  w£ the  happiest  sigh  I  ever  did  heave; 
and  it  seems  as  if  I  must  have  drawn  in  a  gulp  of  heavenly 
breath,  to  make  it  with.  Well,  well,  Miss  Phcebe !  They'll 
miss  me  in  the  gardens,  hereabouts,  and  round  by  the  back- 
doors ;  and  Pyncheon-street,  I  'm  afmid,  will  hardly  look  the 
same  without  old  Uncle  Venner,  who  remeinbers  it  with  a 
mowing  field  on  one  side,  and  the  garden  of  the  seven 
gables  on  the  other.  But  either  I  must  go  to  your  country- 
seat,  or  you  mui^t  come  to  my  farm  —  that 's  one  of  two 
things  certain ;  and  I  leave  you  to  choose  which !  "' 

"O,  come  with  us,  by  all  means,  Uncle  Venner!*' 
said  Clifford,  who  had  a  remarkable  enjoyment  of  the  old 
man's  mellow,  quiet,  and  simple  spirit.  "I  want  you 
always  to  be  within  five  minutes'  saunter  of  my  chair. 
You  are  the  only  philosopher  lever  knew  of,  whose  wis- 
dom has  not  a  drop  of  bitter  essence  at  the  bottom !  " 

"  Dear  me ! "  cried  Uncle  Venner,  beginning  partly  to 
realize  what  manner  of  man  he  was.  **  And  yet  folks  used 
to  set  me  down  among  the  simple  ones,  in  my  younger 
days  !  But  I  suppose  I  am  like  a  Roxbury  russet,  —  a  great 
deal  the  better,  the  longer  I  can  be  kept.  Yes ;  and  my 
words  of  wisdom,  that  you  and  Phoebe  tell  me  of,  are  like 
the  golden  dandelions,  which  never  grow  in  the  hot  months, 
but  may  be  seen  glistening  among  the  withered  grass,  and 
under  the  dry  leaves,  sometimes  as  late  as  December.  And 
you  are  welcome,  friends,  to  my  mess  of  dandelions,  if  theri 
were  twice  as  many ! " 
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A  plaint  Irat  handsome,  daik-green  baronclie  had  now 
drawn  up  in  front  of  the  roinons  portal  of  the  old  mansion* 
house.  The  party  came  forth,  and  (with  the  exception  of 
good  Uncle  Venner,  who  was  to  follow  in  a  few  days)  pro- 
ceeded to  take  their  places.  They  were  chatting  and  laugh* 
ing  very  pleasantly  together ;  and  —  as  proves  to  be  often 
the  case,  at  moments  when  we  ought  to  palpitate  with  sen* 
sibiliiy — Cliflford  and  Hepzihah  bade  a  final  farewell  to 
the  abode  of  their  forefathers,  with  hardly  more  emotion 
than  if  they  had  made  it  their  arrangement  to  return  thither 
at  tea-time.  Several  children  were  drawn  to  the  spot  by 
so  unusual  a  spectacle  as  the  barouche  and  pair  of  gray 
horses.  Recognizing  little  Ned  Higgins  among  them,  Hep- 
zibah  put  her  hand  into  her  pocket,  and  presented  the 
urchin,  her  earliest  and  staunchest  customer,  with  silver 
enough  to  people  the  Domdaniel  cavern  of  his  interior  with 
as  various  a  procession  of  quadrupeds  as  passed  into  th^ 
ark. 

Two  men  were  passing,  just  as  the  barouche  drove  off. 

"  Well,  Dixey,"  said  one  of  them, "  what  do  you  think  of 
this  ?  My  wife  kept  a  cent-shop  three  months,  and  lost  five 
dollars  on  her  outlay.  Old  Maid  Pyncheon  has  been  in 
trade  just  about  as  long,  and  rides  off  in  her  carriage  with 
a  couple  of  hundred  thousand, — reckoning  her  share,  and 
Clifford's,  and  Phoebe's,  —  and  some  say  twice  as  much! 
If  yon  choose  to  call  it  luck,  it  is  all  very  well ;  but  if  we 
are  to  take  it  as  the  will  of  Providence,  why,  I  can't  exactly 
&thom  it ! " 

'*  Protty  good  business ! "  quoth  the  sagacious  Dixey, 
"  Pretty  good  bu  iness ! " 

Maule's  weU,  all  thb  time,  though  left  in  solitude  wan 
throwing  up  a  succession  of  kaleidoscopic  pictures,  in  which 
a  gifted  eye  might  have  seen  fore-shadowed  the  coming  for- 
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times  of  HepKiboli  and  GliiEndy  and  ibe  descendant  of  tm 
legendary  wizaid,  and.  the  TiUageHoaaiden,  over  whom  ha 
had  thrown  Love's  web  of  sorcery.  The  Pyncheon-ehn« 
moreover,  with  what  foliage  the  September  gale  had  spared 
to  it,  whispered  anintelligible  prophecies.  And  wise  Uncle 
Venner,  passing  slowly  from  the  ruinoos  porch,  seemed  to 
hear  a  strain  of  music,  and  fimded  that  sweet  Alice  Pyn- 
cheon—>  after  witnessing  these  deeds,  this  by-gone  woe, 
and  this  present  happiness,  of  her  kindred  mortals-— had 
given  one  fiuewell  touch  of  a  spirit's  joy  upon  her  harpsi- 
chord, as  she  floated  heavenward  from  the  Housi  of  thb 
Sbteh  QamubI 


Main  Street.    See  paj^e  64. 
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OTHER  TWICE-TOLD  TALES 


PREFACE. 


TO   HOBATIO   BRIDGE,   ESQ.,  U.  8.  N. 

My  dear  Bridge  : 

Some  of  the  more  crabbed  of  my  critics,  I  understand,  have 
pronounced  your  friend  egotistical,  indiscreet,  and  even  imper- 
tinent, on  account  of  the  Prefaces  and  Introducticns  with  which, 
on  several  occasions,  he  has  seen  fit  to  pave  t^je  reader's  way 
into  the  interior  edifice  of  a  book.  In  the  justice  of  this  cen« 
sure  I  do  not  exactly  concur,  for  the  reasons,  on  the  one  hand, 
that  the  public  generally  has  negatived  the  idea  of  undue 
freedom  on  the  author's  part,  by  evincing,  it  seems  to  m^, 
rather  more  interest  in  these  aforesaid  Introductions  than  in  tne 
stories  which  followed,  —  and  that,  on  the  other  hand,  with 
whatever  appearance  of  confidential  intimacy,  I  have  been 
e8peciaiy>  careful  to  make  no  disclosures  respecting  myself 
which  the  most  indifferent  observer  might  not  have  been 
acquainted  with,  and  which  I  was  not  perfectly  willing  that 
my  worst  enemy  should  know.  I  might  further  justify  myself, 
on  the  plea  that,  ever  since  my  youth,  I  have  been  addressing 
%  very  limited  circle  of  friendly  readers,  without  much  dangei 
of  being  overheard  by  the  public  at  large ;  and  that  the  habits 
thus  acquired  might  pardonably  continue,  although  strangers 
may  nave  begun  to  mingle  with  my  audience. 

But  the  charge,  I  am  bold  to  say,  is  not  a  reasonable  one,  in 
any  view  which  we  can  fairly  take  of  it.  There  is  no  harm, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  good,  in  arraying  some  of  the  ordinary 
facts  of  life  in  a  slightly  idealized  and  artistic  guise.  I  have 
taken  facts  which  relate  to  myself,  because  they  chance  to  be 
leaiest  at  hand,  and  likewise  are  my  own  piopenv.    And,  as 
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for  cgotuon,  a  person,  who  lias  been  burrowing,  to  bis  atmosi 
ability,  into  the  depths  of  our  common  nature,  for  the  purpose? 
of  psychological  romance,  —  and  who  pursues  his  researches  in 
that  dusky  region,  as  he  needs  must,  as  well  by  the  tact  of 
sympathy  as  by  the  light  of  obserration,  —  will  smile  at  incur- 
ring such  an  imputation  in  virtue  of  a  little  preliminary  talk 
about  his  external  habits,  his  abode,  his  casual  associates,  and 
other  matters  entirely  upon  the  surface.  These  things  hide 
the  man,  instead  of  displaying  him.  You  must  make  quite 
another  kind  of  inquest,  and  look  through  the  whole  range  of 
his  fictitious  characters,  good  and  evil,  in  order  to  detect  an\ 
}f  his  essential  traits. 

Be  all  this  as  it  may,  there  can  be  no  question  as  to  the  pro 
priety  of  my  inscribing  this  volume  of  earlier  and  later  sketches 
to  yon,  and  pausing  here,  a  few  moments,  to  speak  of  them,  aa 
friend  speaks  to  friend ;  still  being  cautious,  however,  that  the 
public  and  the  critics  shall  overhear  nothing  which  we  care 
about  concealing.  On  you,  if  on  no  other  person,  I  am  entitled 
to  rely,  to  sustain  the  position  of  my  Dedicatee.  If  anybody 
is  responsible  for  my  being  at  this  day  an  author,  it  is  yottr> 
self.  I  know  not  whence  your  faith  came ;  but,  while  we 
were  lads  together  at  a  country  college,  —  gathering  blue-ber- 
ries, in  study-hours,  under  those  tall  academic  pines;  or 
watching  the  great  logs,  as  they  tumbled  along  the  current  of 
the  Androscoggin  ;  or  shooting  pigeons  and  gray  squirrels  in 
the  woods ;  or  bat-fowling  in  the  summer  twilight ;  or  catching 
trouts  in  that  shadowy  little  stream  which,  I  suppose,  is  still 
wandering  riverward  through  the  forest, — though  you  and  I  will 
never  cast  a  line  in  it  again,  ^- two  idle  lads,  in  short  (as  we 
need  not  fear  to  acknowledge  now),  doing  a  hundred  things 
ihat  the  Faculty  never  heard  of,  or  else  it  had  been  the  worse 
for  us, — still  it  was  your  prognostic  of  your  friend's  destiny, 
that  he  was  to  be  a  writer  of  fiction. 

And  a  fiction-monger,  in  due  season,  he  became.  But,  was 
tfiere  ever  such  a  weary  delay  in  obtaining  the  slightest  recog 
tition  from  the  public,  as  in  my  case  ?    I  sat  down  by  the  wa^ 
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mde  of  life,  like  a  man  under  enMiantment,  and  a  shrubbery 
sprung  up  around  me,  aiM  the  bushes  grew  to  be  saplings,  and 
the  saplings  became  trees,  until  no  exit  appea?^  possible^ 
through  the  entangling  depths  of  my  obscurity.  And  there 
parhaps,  I  should  be  sitting  at  this  moment,  with  the  moss  on 
the  imprisoning  .tree-trunks,  and  the  yellow  leayes  of  more 
than  a  score  of  autumns  piled  above  me,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
you.  For  it  was  through  your  interposition,— and  that,  more- 
over, unknown  to  himself,  —  that  your  early  friend  was  brought 
before  the  public,  somewhat  more  prominently  than  thereto- 
fore, in  the  first  volume  of  Twice-told  Tales.  Not  a  publisher 
in  America,  I  presume,  would  have  thought  well  enough  of 
my  forgotten  or  never  noticed  stories,  to  risk  the  expense  of 
print  and  paper ;  nor  do  I  say  this  with  any  purpose  of  casting 
odium  on  the  respectable  fraternity  of  book-sellers,  for  their 
blindness  to  my  wonderful  merit.  To  confess  the  truth,  I 
doubted  of  the  public  recognition  quite  as  much  as  they  could 
do.  So  much  the  mo^  generous  was  your  confidence ;  and 
knowing,  as  I  do,  that  it  was  founded  on  old  friendship  rather 
than  cold  criticism,  I  value  it  only  the  more  for  that. 

So,  now,  when  I  turn  back  upon  my  path,  lighted  by  a  tran- 
sitory gleam  of  public  favor,  to  pick  up  a  few  articles  which 
were  left  out  of  my  former  collections,  I  take  pleasure  in  mak- 
ing them  the  memorial  of  our  very  long  and  unbroken  connec- 
tion. Some  of  these  sketches  were  among  the  earliest  that  I 
wrote,  and,  after  lying  for  years  in  manuscript,  they  at  last 
skulked  into  the  Annuals  or  Magazines,  and  have  hidden  them- 
selves there  ever  since.  Others  were  the  productions  of  a  later 
period ;  others,  again,  were  written  recently.  The  compari- 
son of  these  various  trifles  —  the  indices  of  intellectual  con- 
dition at  far  separated  epochs — affects  me  with  a  singular 
complexity  of  regrets.  I  am  disposed  to  quarrel  with  the  ear- 
lier sketches,  both  because  a  mature  judgment  discerns  so  manv 
faults,  and  still  more  because  they  come  so  nearly  up  to  the 
standard  of  the  best  that  I  can  achieve  now  The  ripened 
autumnal  firuit  tastes  but  little  better  than  the  »^u:^v  windfaUa 
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It  would,  indeed,  be  mortif^ing^  to  beliere  that  the  smniner* 
time  of  life  has  passed  away,  without  any  greater  progress  and 
improyemeut  than  is  indicated  here.  But, — at  least,  so  I  would 
lain  hope,  —  these  things  are  scarcely  to  be  depended  upon,  as 
sneasures  of  the  intellectual  and  moral  man.  In  youth,  meo 
are  apt  to  write  more  wisely  than  they  really  know  or  feel ; 
and  the  remainder  of  life  may  be  not  idly  spent  in  realizing 
and  convincing  themselyes  of  the  wisdom  which  they  uttered 
long  ago.  The  truth  that  was  only  in  the  fancy  then  may 
have  since  become  a  substance  in  the  mind  and  heart. 

I  have  nothing  further,  I  think,  to  say ;  unless  it  be  that  the 
public  need  not  dread  my  again  trespassing  on  its  kindness 
with  any  more  of  these  musty  and  mouse-nibbled  leaves  of  old 
periodicals,  transformed,  by  the  magic  arts  of  my  friendly  pub- 
lishers, into  a  new  book.  These  are  the  last.  Or,  if  a  few 
still  remain,  they  are  either  such  as  no  paternal  partiality  could 
induce  the  author  to  think  worth  preserving,  or  else  they  hava 
got  into  some  very  dark  and  dusty  hiding-place,  quite  out  of  my 
own  remembrance  and  whence  no  researches  can  avail  touneaitb 
them.    So  there  let  them  rest. 

Very  sincerely  youn, 

N.B 

LKMor,  y<fu^hKtL  Ist,  T<i.'»l 
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THE   SNOW-IMAGB: 

A    CHILDI8H    UIRACLB. 

On£  afternoon  of  a  cold  winter's  day,  when  the  sun 
•hone  forth  with  chilly  brightness,  after  a  long  stonr 
two  children  asked  leave  of  their  mother  to  run  out  <fiid 
play  in  the  new-fallen  snow.  The  elder  child  was  a 
little  girl,  whom,  because  she  was  of  a  tender  and 
modest  disposition,  and  was  thought  to  be  very  beauti- 
ful, her  parents,  and  other  people  who  were  familiar 
with  her,  used  to  call  Violet.  But  her  brother  was 
known  by  the  style  and  title  of  Peony,  on  account  of 
the  ruddiness  of  his  broad  and  round  little  phiz,  which 
made  everybody  think  of  sunshine  and  great  scarlet 
flowers.  The  father  of  these  two  children,  a  certain 
Mr.  Lindsey,  it  is  important  to  say,  was  an  excellent 
but  exceedingly  matter-of-fact  sort  of  man,  a  dealer  in 
hardware,  and  was  sturdily  accustomed  to  take  what 
is  called  the  common-sense  view  of  all  matters  that 
eame  under  his  consideration.  With  a  heart  about  as 
tender  as  other  people's,  he  had  a  head  as  hard  and 
impenetrable,  and  therefore,  perhaps,  as  empty,  as  one 
of  the  iron  pots  which  it  was  a  part  of  his  business  to 
selL  The  mother's  character,  on  the  other  hand,  had  a 
strain  of  poetry  in  it,  a  trait  of  unworldly  beauty,^  a 
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delicate  and  dewy  flower,  as  it  were,  that  had  surrived 
out  of  her  imaginative  youth,  and  still  kept  itself  alivo 
amid  the  dusty  realities  of  matnraony  and  mother* 
hood. 

So,  Violet  and  Peony,  as  I  began  with  saymg, 
besought  their  mother  to  let  them  run  out  and  play 
in  the  new  snow ;  for,  though  it  had  looked  so  dreary 
and  dismal,  drifting  downward  out  of  the  gray  sky,  it 
had  a  very  cheerful  aspect,  now  that  the  sun  was 
shining  on  it.  The  children  dwelt  in  a  city,  and  had 
no  wider  play-place  than  a  little  garden  before  the 
house,  divided  by  a  white  fence  from  the  street,  and 
with  a  pear-tree  and  two  or  three  plum-trees  over- 
shadowing it,  and  some  rose-bushes  just  in  front  of  the 
parlor  windows.  The  trees  and  shrubs,  however,  were 
now  leafless,  and  their  twigs  were  enveloped  in  the  light 
snow,  which  thus  made  a  kind  of  wintry  foliage,  ^th 
here  and  there  a  pendent  icicle  for  the  fruit. 

"  Yes,  Violet,  —  yes,  my  little  Peony,"  said  their  kind 
mother ;  "  you  may  go  out  and  play  in  the  new  snow.*' 

Accordingly,  the  good  lady  bundled  up  her  darlings  in 
woollen  jackets  and  wadded  sacks,  and  put  comforters 
round  their  necks,  and  a  pair  of  striped  gaiters  on  each 
little  pair  of  legs,  and  worsted  mittens  on  their  hands, 
and  gave  them  a  kiss  apiece,  by  way  of  a  spell  to  keep 
away  Jack  Frost  Forlli  sallied  the  two  children,  with 
a  hop-skip-and-jump,  that  carried  them  at  once  into  the 
very  heart  of  a  huge  snow-drift,  whence  Violet  emerged 
like  a  snow-bunting,  while  little  Peony  floundered  out 
with  his  round  face  in  full  bloom.  Then  what  a  merry 
time  had  they !  To  look  at  them,  frolicking  in  the  win- 
try garden,  you  would  have  thought  that  the  dark  and 
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pitiless  Storm  had  been  sent  for  no  other  purpose  but  to 
provide  a  new  plaything  for  Violet  and  Peony ;  and  tliat 
they  themselves  had  been  created,  as  the  snow-birds 
were,  to  take  delight  only  in  the  tempest,  and  in  the 
white  mantle  which  it  spread  over  the  earth. 

At  last,  when  they  had  frosted  one  another  all  over 
with  handfuls  of  snow,  Violet,  after  laughing  heartily  at 
tittle  Peony's  figure,  was  struck  with  a  new  idea. 

"  You  look  exactly  like  a  snow-image,  Peony,"  said 
she,  "  if  your  cheeks  were  not  so  red.  And  that  puts 
me  in  mind !  Let  us  make  an  image  out  of  snow,  — an 
image  of  a  little  girl, — and  it  shall  be  our  sister,  and 
shall  run  about  and  play  with  us  all  winter  long. 
Won't  it  be  nice?" 

"O,  yes!"  cried  Peony,  as  plainly  as  he  could 
speak,  for  he  was  but  a  little  boy.  **  That  will  be  nice ! 
And  mamma  shall  see  it ! " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Violet  i  ••  mamma  shall  see  the  new 
little  girl.  But  she  must  not  make  her  come  into  the 
warm  parlor ,  for,  you  know,  our  little  snow-sister  will 
not  l%)ve  the  warmth." 

And  forthwith  the  children  began  this  great  business 
of  making  a  snow-image  that  should  run  about ;  while 
their  mother,  who  was  sitting  at  the  window  and  over- 
heard some  of  their  talk,  could  not  help  smiling  at  the 
gravity  with  which  they  set  about  it.  They  reallv 
seemed  to  imagine  that  there  would  be  no  difficulty 
whatever  in  creating  a  live  little  girl  out  of  the  snow 
AnJ,  to  say  the  truth,  if  miracles  are  ever  to  be  wrought, 
it  will  be  by  putting  our  hands  to  the  work  in  precisely 
^uch  a  simple  and  undoubting  frame  of  mind  as  that  in 
hWch  Violet  and  Peony  now  imdertook  to  perform  onei 
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mtliout  SO  mach  as  knowing  that  it  was  a  miiaclo.  So 
thought  the  mother;  and  thought,  likewise,  that  the  new 
snow,  just  fallen  from  heaven,  would  be  excellent  mate- 
rial to  make  new  beings  of,  if  it  were  not  so  very  cold. 
She  gazed  at  the  children  a  moment  longer,  deli^^ting 
to  watch  their  little  figures,  —  the  girl,  tall  for  her  age, 
graceful  and  agile,  and  so  delicately  colored  that  she 
looked  like  a  cheerful  thought,  more  than  a  physical 
reality,  —  while  Peony  expanded  in  breadth  rather  than 
height,  and  rolled  along  on  his  short  and  sturdy  legs,  as 
substantial  as  an  elephant,  though  not  quite  so  big. 
Then  the  mother  resumed  her  work.  What  it  was] 
forget ;  but  she  was  either  trimming  a  silken  bonnet  fot 
Violet,  or  darning  a  pair  of  stockings  for  little  Peony's 
short  legs.  Again,  however,  and  again,  and  yet  ol^er 
agains,  she  could  not  help  turning  her  head  to  the  wm- 
dow,  to  see  how  the  children  got  on  with  their  snow- 
image. 

Indeed,  it  was  an  exceedingly  pleasant  sight,  those 
bright  little  souls  at  their  tasks !  Moreover,  it  was 
really  wonderful  to  observe  how  knowingly  and  skilfully 
they  managed  the  matter.  Violet  assumed  the  chief 
direction,  and  told  Peony  what  to  do,  while,  with  he. 
own  delicate  fingers,  she  shaped  out  all  the  nicer  parts 
of  the  snow-figure.  It  seemed,  in  fact,  not  so  much  to 
be  made  by  the  children,  as  to  grow  up  under  their 
hands,  while  they  were  playing  and  prattling  about  it 
Tneir  mother  was  quite  surprised  at  this;  and  the  longer 
she  looked,  the  more  and  more  surprised  she  grew. 

"  What  remarkable  children  mine  are  ! "  thought  she, 
smiling  with  a  mother's  pride ;  anr'  smiling  at  herself 
too,  for  being  so  proud  of  them.     *•  What  other  children 
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could  hare  made  a^ythlng  so  like  a  little  girl's  figure 
out  of  snow,  at  the  first  trial  ?  Well ;  —  but  now  I  must 
finish  Peony's  new  frock,  for  his  grandfather  is  coming 
to-morrow,  and  I  want  the  little  fellow  to  look  hand- 
some," 

So  she  took  up  the  frock,  and  was  soon  as  busily  at 
work  again  with  her  oeedle  as  the  two  children  with 
^eir  snow-image.  But  still,  as  the  needle  travelled 
lither  and  thither  through  the  seams  of  the  dress,  the 
mother  made  her  toil  light  and  happy  by  listening  to  the 
diry  voices  of  Violet  and  Peony.  They  kept  talking  to 
one  another  all  the  time,  their  tongues  being  quite  as 
active  as  their  feet  and  hands.  Except  at  intervals,  she 
could  not  distinctly  hear  what  was  said,  but  had  merely 
\  sweet  impression  that  they  were  in  a  most  loving 
mood,  and  were  enjoying  themselves  highly,  and  that 
the  business  of  making  the  snow-image  went  prosper- 
ously on.  Now  and  then,  however,  when  Violet  and 
Peony  happened  to  raise  their  voices,  the  words  were  as 
audible  as  if  they  had  been  spoken  in  the  very  parlor, 
where  the  mother  sat.  0,  how  delightfully  those  words 
echoed  in  her  heart,  even  though  they  meant  nothing  so 
very  wise  or  wonderful,  after  all ! 

But  you  must  know  a  mother  listens  with  her  heart, 
much  more  than  with  her  ears ;  and  thus  she  is  often 
delighted  with  thp  trills  of  celestial  music,  when  other 
people  can  hear  nothing  of  the  kind. 

"  Peoi  y.  Peony ! "  cried  Violet  to  her  brother,  who 
had  gone  to  another  part  of  the  garden,  "  bring  me  some 
of  that  fresh  snow,  Peony,  from  the  very  furthest  corner, 
where  we  have  not  been  trampling.    I  want  it  to  shape 
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our  little  snow-sister's  bosbm  with.    You  know  that  pail 
must  be  quite  pure,  jusit  as  it  came  out  of  the  sky ! " 

'*  Here  it  is,  Violet ! "  answered  Peony,  in  his  bluff 
tone,  —  but  a  very  sweet  tone,  too,  —  as  he  came  floun 
dering  through  the  half-trodden  drifts.  "Here  is  the 
snow  for  her  little  bosom.  O,  Violet,  how  beau-ti-fiil 
she  begins  to  look ! " 

"Yes,"  said  Violet,  thoughtfully  and  quietly;  "our 
snow-sister  does  look  very  lovely.  I  did  not  quite  know, 
Peony,  that  we  could  make  such  a  sweet  little  girl  as 
this." 

The  mother,  as  she  listened,  thought  how  fit  and 
delightful  an  incident  it  would  be,  if  fairies,  or,  still 
better,  if  angel-children  were  to  come  from  paradise,  and 
play  invisibly  with  her  own  darlings,  and  help  them  to 
make  their  snow-image,  giving  it  the  features  of  celes* 
tial  babyhood !  Violet  and  Peony  would  not  be  aware 
of  their  immortal  playmates, — only  they  would  see  that 
the  image  grew  very  beautiful  while  they  worked  at  it, 
and  would  think  that  they  themselves  had  done  it  all. 

"  My  little  girl  and  boy  deserve  such  playmates,  if 
mortal  children  ever  did ! "  said  the  mother  to  herself 
and  then  she  smiled  again  at  her  own  motherly  pride. 

Nevertheless,  the  idea  seized  upon  her  imagination; 
and,  ever  and  anon,  she  took  a  glimpse  out  of  the  win- 
dew,  half  dreaming  that  she  might  see  the  golden 
haired  children  of  paradise  sporting  with  her  own 
golden-haired  Violet  and  bright-cheeked  Peony. 

Now,  for  a  few  moments,  there  was  a  busy  and 
earnest,  but  indistinct  hum  of  the  two  children's  voices, 
as  Violet  \nd  Peony  wrought  together  \iith  one  happ]r 
consent.     Violet  still  seemed  to  be  the  guiding  spirit 
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while  Peony  acted  rather  as  a  laborer,  and  brought  her 
the  snow  from  £sLr  and  near.  And  yet  the  little  urchin 
evidently  had  a  proper  understanding  of  the  matter, 
too! 

** Peony,  Peony ! "  cried  Violet;  for  her  brother  was 
again  at  the  other  side  of  the  garden.  "  Bring  me  those 
light  wreaths  of  snow  that  have  rested  on  the  lower 
branches  of  the  pear-tree.  Yon  can  clamber  en  the 
vnow-drift,  Peony,  and  reach  them  easily.  1  must  have 
them  to  make  some  ringlets  for  our  snow-sister's  head ! " 

"Here  they  are,  Violet!"  answered  the  little  boy. 
"  Take  care  you  do  not  break  them.  Well  done !  Well 
done !     How  pretty ! " 

"  Does  she  not  look  sweetly  ?  "  said  Violet,  with  a  very 
satisfied  tone;  "and  now  we  must  have  some  little 
shining  bits  of  ice,  to  make  the  brightness  of  her  eyes. 
She  is  not  finished  yet.  Mamma  will  see  how  very 
beautiful  she  is ;  but  papa  will  say,  '  Tush !  nonsense  ! 
—  come  in  out  of  the  cold ! ' " 

*'  Let  us  call  mamma  to  look  out,"  said  Peony ;  and 
then  he  shouted  lustily,  "  Mamma !  mamma ! !  man  - 
ma ! ! !  Look  out,  and  see  what  a  nice  'ittle  girl  we  are 
making ! " 

The  mother  put  down  her  work,  for  an  instant,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window.  But  it  so  happened  that  the 
sun  —  for  this  was  one  of  the  shortest  days  of  the  whole 
year — had  sunken  so  nearly  to  the  edge  of  the  world, 
that  his  setting  shine  came  obliquely  into  the  lady's  eyes. 
So  she  was  dazzled,  you  must  understand,  and  could  not 
very  distinctly  observe  what  was  in  the  garden.  Still 
however,  through  all  that  bright,  blinding  dazzle  of  the 
sun  and  the  new  snow,  she  beheld  a  small  white  figu'€ 
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in  the  garden,  that  seemed  to  have  a  wondeiful  dea)  o^ 
hximan  likeness  about  it.  And  she  saw  Violet  aii» 
Peony,  — indeed,  she  looked  more  at  them  than  at  the 
image,  —  she  saw  the  two  children  still  at  work;  Pe<»iy 
bringing  fresh  snow,  and  Violet  applyi^lg  it  to  the  figure 
as  scientifically  as  a  sculptor  adds  clay  to  his  model 
Indistinctly  as  she  discerned  the  snow-child,  the  mother 
diought  to  herself  that  never  before  was  there  a  tmcfW" 
figure  so  cunnmgly  made,  nor  erer  such  a  dear  little 
girl  and  boy  to  make  it. 

"  They  do  everything  better  than  other  children,'*  said 
she,  very  complacently.  '  No  wonder  lliey  make  better 
snow-images ! " 

She  sat  down  again  to  her  work,  and  made  as  much 
haste  with  it  as  possible ;  because  twilight  would  soon 
come,  and  Peony's  frock  was  not  yet  finished,  and  grand* 
father  was  expected,  by  railroad,  pretty  early  in  the 
morning.  Faster  and  faster,  therefore,  went  her  flying 
fingers.  The  children,  likewise,  kept  busily  at  work  in 
the  garden,  and  still  the  mother  listened,  whenever  she 
could  catch  a  word.  She  was  amused  to  observe  how 
their  little  imaginations  had  got  mixed  up  with  what 
they  were  doing,  and  were  carried  away  by  it.  They 
seemed  positively  to  think  that  the  snow-child  would  run 
about  and  play  with  them. 

"  What  a  nice  playmate  she  wiD  be  for  us,  all  vrint^ 
long ! "  said  Violet.  **  I  hope  papa  will  not  be  afraid  of 
her  giving  us  a  cold!  Shan't  you  love  her  dearly 
Peony  ?  " 

"  O,  yes ! "  cried  Peony.  "  And  I  will  hug  her,  and 
she  shall  sit  down  close  by  me,  and  drink  some  of  my 
wann  milk ! " 
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O  no.  Peony ! "  answered  Violet,  with  grave  wis- 
Oom.  "  That  will  not  do  at  all.  Warm  milk  will  not 
be  wholesome  for  our  little  snow-sister.  Little  snow- 
people,  like  her,  eat  nothing  but  icicles.  No,  no.  Peony ; 
we  must  not  give  her  anything  warm  to  drink ! " 

There  was  a  minute  or  two  of  silence ;  for  Peony 
whose  short  legs  were  never  weary,  had  gone  on  a  pil- 
forrimage  again  to  the  other  side  of  the  garden.    All  of 
a  sudden,  Violet  cried  out,  loudly  and  joyfully, 

•<  Look  here.  Peony !  Gome  quickly !  A  light  has 
been  shining  on  her  cheek  out  of  that  rose-colored  clottd ! 
and  the  color  does  not  go  away !  Is  not  that  beauti* 
iul?" 

"  Yes ;  it  i^Jbeau-ti-ful,"  answered  Peony,  pronounc- 
ing the  tl^^e  syllables  with  deliberate  accuracy.  **  0^ 
Violet,  oiily  look  at  her  hair !    It  is  all  like  gold ! " 

"  O,  certainly,"  said  Violet,  with  tranquillity,  as  if  it 
were  very  much  a  matter  of  course.  "  That  color,  you 
know,  comes  from  the  golden  clouds,  that  we  see  up  there 
in  the  sky.  She  is  almost  finished  how.  But  her  lips 
must  be  made  very  red,  —  redder  than  her  cheeks.  Per- 
haps, Peony,  it  will  make  them  red,  if  We  both  kiss 
them ! " 

Accordingly,  the  mother  heard  two  smart  little  smacks, 
as  if  b(  th  her  children  were  kissing  the  snow-image  on 
its  frozen  mouth.  But,  as  this  did  not  seem  to  make  the 
lips  quite  red  enough,  Violet  next  proposed  that  the 
snow-child  should  be  invited  to  kiss  Peony's  scarlet 
eheek. 

*•  Come,  'ittle  snow^sister,  kiss  me  ! "  cried  Peony. 

*♦  There!  she  has  kissed  you,"  added  Violet   "and 
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now  her  lips  are  very  red.  And  she  blushed  f  litdei 
too ! " 

"  O,  what  a  cold  kiss  ! "  cried  Peony. 

Just  tl.en,  there  came  a  breeze  of  the  pure  west  nind, 
sweeping  through  the  garden  and  rattling  the  parlor 
windows.  It  sounded  so  wintry  cold,  that  the  mother 
was  about  to  tap  on  the  window-pane  with  her  thun?)led 
finger,  to  summon  the  two  children  in,  when  they  both 
cried  out  to  her  with  one  voice.  The  tone  was  not  a 
tone  of  surprise,  although  they  were  evidently  a  good 
deal  excited ;  it  appeared  rather  as  if  they  were  very 
much  rejoiced  at  some  event  that  had  now  happened, 
but  which  they  had  been  looking  for,  and  had  reckoned 
upon  all  along. 

''  Mamma  !  mamma !  We  have  finisned  our  little 
snow-sister,  and  she  is  running  about  the  garden  with 
us!" 

"  What  imaginative  little  beings  my  children  are !  *' 
bought  the  mother,  putting  the  last  few  stitches  into 
Peony's  frock.  "  And  it  is  strange,  too,  that  they  make 
me  almost  as  much  a  child  as  they  themselves  are !  1 
can  hardly  help  believing,  now,  that  the  snow-image  has 
really  come  to  life  ! " 

"  Dear  mamma ! "  cried  Violet,  "  pray  look  out  and 
see  what  a  sweet  playmate  we  have  ! " 

The  mother,  being  thus  entreated,  could  no  longer 
delay  to  look  forth  from  the  window.  The  sun  was  now 
gone  out  of  the  sky,  leaving,  however,  a  rich  inheritance 
of  his  brightness  among  those  purple  and  golden  clouds 
which  make  the  sunsets  of  winter  so  magnificent.  But 
Ihere  was  not  the  slightest  gleam  or  dazzle,  either  on 
the  window  or  on  the  snow ;  so  that  the  good  lady  couU 
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hotc  all  over  the  garden,  and  see  everything  and  every* 
body  in  it.  And  what  do  you  think  she  saw  there? 
Violet  and  Peony,  of  course,  her  own  two  darling  child- 
ren. Ah,  but  whom  or  what  did  she  besides  ?  Why,  if 
you  will  believe  me,  there  was  a  small  figure  of  a  girl, 
dressed  all  in  white,  with  rose-tinged  cheeks  and  ring- 
.  lets  of  golden  hue,  playing  about  the  garden  with  the 
two  children!  A  stranger  though  she  was,  the  child 
seemed  to  be  on  as  familiar  terms  with  Violet  and  Peony, 
and  they  with  her,  as  if  all  the  three  had  been  play- 
mates during  the  whole  of  their  little  lives.  The  mother 
thought  to  herself  that  it  must  certainly  be  the  daughter 
of  one  of  the  neighbors,  and  that,  seeing  Violet  and 
Peony  in  the  garden,  the  child  had  run  across  the  street 
to  play  with  them.  So  this  kind  lady  went  to  the  door, 
intending  to  invite  the  little  runaway  into  her  comfort- 
able parlor ;  for,  now  that  the  sunshine  was  withdrawn, 
the  atmosphere,  out  of  doors,  was  already  growing  very 
cold. 

But,  after  opening  the  house-door,  she  stood  an  instant 
on  the  threshold,  hesitating  whether  she  ought  to  ask  the 
child  to  come  in,  or  whether  she  should  even  speak  to 
her.  Indeed,  she  almost  doubted  whether  it  were  a  real 
child,  after  all,  or  only  a  light  wreath  of  the  new-fallen 
snow,  blown  hither  and  thither  about  the  garden  by  the 
intensely  cold  west  wind.  There  was  certainly  some- 
thing very  singular  in  the  aspect  of  the  little  strangei. 
Among  all  the  children  of  the  neighborhood,  the  lady 
could  remember  no  such  face,  with  its  pure  white,  and 
delicate  rose-color,  and  the  golden  ringlets  tossing  about 
the  forehead  and  cheeks.  And  as  for  her  dress,  whic> 
was  entirely  of  white,  and  fluttering  in  the  breeze  it  wiia 
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8ttch  as  no  reasonable  woman  would  put  upcxi  a  tittle 
girl,  when  sending  her  out  to  play,  in  liie  depth  of  win* 
ter.  It  made  this  kind  and  careful  mother  shiver  only 
to  look  at  the  !te  small  feet,  with  nothing  in  the  world  on 
them,  except  a  very  thin  pair  of  v/hiie  slippers.  Never- 
theless, airily  as  she  was  clad,  the  child  seemed  to  feel 
not  the  slightest  inconvenience  from  the  cold,  but  danced 
80  lightly  over  the  snow  that  the  tips  of  her  toes  lefil^ 
hardly  a  print  in  its  surface ;  while  Violet  could  but  just 
keep  pace  with  her,  and  Peony's  short  legs  compelled 
him  to  lag  behind. 

Once,  in  the  course  of  their  play,  the  stmnge  child 
placed  herself  between  Violet  and  Peony,  and  taking  a 
hand  of  each,  skif^d  merrily  forward,  and  they  along 
with  her.  Almost  immediately,  however.  Peony  pulled 
away  his  little  fist,  and  began  to  rub  it  as  if  the  fingers 
were  tingling  with  cold ;  while  Violet  also  released  her- 
self, though  with  less  abruptness,  gravely  remarking  that 
it  was  better  not  to  take  hold  of  hands.  The  white- 
robed  damsel  said  not  a  word,  but  danced  about,  just  as 
merrily  as  before.  If  Violet  and  Peony  did  not  choose 
to  play  with  her,  she  could  make  just  as  good  a  playmate 
of  the  brisk  and  cold  west  wind,  which  kept  blowing  her 
all  about  the  garden,  and  took  such  liberties  with  her, 
^t  they  sf^med  to  have  been  friends  for  a  long  time. 
All  this  while,  the  mother  stood  on  the  threshold,  won- 
dering how  a  little  girl  could  look  so  much  like  a  flying 
snow-drift,  or  how  a  snow-drilt  could  look  so  very  like  a 
^ttle  girl. 

She  called  Violet,  and  whispered  to  her. 

** Violet,  my  darling,  what  is  this  child's  name?'' 
uked  she.     **  Does  she  live  near  us  ? " 
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^  Why,  dearest  mamma/'  answered  Violet,  laughixig 
to  thi^ik  that  her  mother  did  not  comprehend  so  very 
plain  an  affair,  **  this  is  our  little  snow-^sister,  whom  w« 
have  just  heen  making ! " 

<'Yes,  dear  mamma,"  cried  Peony,  running  to  hit 
mother,  and  looking  np  simply  into  her  lace.  *<  This  is 
«ur  snow-image !     Is  it  not  a  nice  'ittle  child  ?  " 

At  this  instant  a  flock  of  snow-hirds  came  flitting 
through  the  air.  As  was  very  natural,  they  avoided 
Violet  and  Peony.  But, —  and  this  looked  strange, -<« 
they  flew  at  once  to  the  white-robed  child,  fluttered 
eagerly  about  her  head,  alighted  on  her  shoulders,  and 
seemed  to  claim  her  as  an  old  acquaintance.  She,  on 
her  part,  was  evidently  sus  glad  to  see  these  little  birds, 
old  Winter's  grandchildren^  as  they  were  to  see  her,  and 
welcomed  them  by  holding  out  both  her  hands.  Here* 
upon,  they  each  and  all  tried  to  alight  on  her  two  pahns 
and  ten  small  fingers  and  thumbs,  crowding  one  another 
ofl*,  with  an  immense  fluttering  of  their  tiny  wings.  One 
dear  little  bird  nestled  tenderly  in  her  bosom ;  another 
put  its  bill  to  her  lips.  They  were  as  joyous,  all  the 
while,  and  seemed  as  much  in  their  element,  as  you  may 
have  seen  them  when  ^porting  with  a  snow-storm. 

Violet  and  Peony  stood  laughing  at  this  pretty  sight 
for  they  enjoyed  the  merry  time  which  their  new  {day- 
mate  was  having  with  these  small-winged  visitants, 
almost  as  much  as  if  they  themselves  took  part  in  it. 

"  Violet,"  said  her  mother,  greatly  perplexed,  "  tell  me 
the  truth,  without  any  jest.    Who  is  this  little  girl  ?  " 

'*  My  darling  mamma,"  answered  Violet,  looking  seri- 
ously into  her  mother's  face,  and  apparently  surprised 
that  she  sliould  need  any  further  ejq)lanation,  "  ^   Uav^ 
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told  you  truly  who  she  is.  It  is  our  little  snow-image, 
which  Peony  and  I  have  been  making.  Peony  will  tell 
you  so,  as  well  as  I." 

"  Yes,  mamma,"  asseverated  Peony,  with  much  grav- 
ity in  his  crimson  little  phiz  ;  "  this  is  'ittle  snow-child. 
b  not  she  a  nice  one  ?  But,  mamma,  her  hand  is,  oh, 
so  very  cold  !  " 

While  mamma  still  hesitated  what  to  think  and  what 
to  do,  the  street-gate  was  thrown  open,  and  the  father  of 
Violet  and  Peony  appeared,  wrapped  in  a  pilot-cloth 
sack,  with  a  fur  cap  drawn  down  over  his  ears,  and  the 
thickest  of  gloves  upon  his  hands.  Mr.  Lindsey  was  a 
middle-aged  man,  with  a  weary  and  yet  a  happy  look 
in  his  wind-flushed  and  frost-pinched  face,  as  if  he  had 
been  busy  all  the  day  long,  and  was  glad  to  get  back  to 
his  quiet  home.  His  eyes  brightened  at  the  sight  of  his 
wifb  and  children,  although  he  could  not  help  uttering  a 
word  or  two  of  surprise,  at  finding  the  whole  family  in 
the  open  air,  on  so  bleak  a  day,  and  after  sunset  too.  He 
soon  perceived  the  little  white  stranger,  sporting  to  and 
fro  in  the  garden,  like  a  dancing  snow-wreath,  and  the 
flock  of  snow-birds  fluttering  about  her  head. 

"  Pray,  what  little  girl  may  that  be  ?  "  inquired  this 
very  Sensible  man.  "  Surely  her  mother  must  be  crazy, 
to  let  her  go  out -in  such  bitter  weather  as  it  has  been 
to-day,  with  only  that  flimsy  white  gown,  and  those  thin 
slippers ! " 

**  My  dear  husband,"  said  his  wife,  "  I  know  no  more 
aborit  the  little  thing  than  you  do.  Some  neighbor's 
child,  I  suppose.  Our  Violet  and  Peony,"  she  added, 
laughing  at  herself  for  repeating  so  absurd  a  story 
'  wsist  that  she  is  nothing  but  a  snow-image,  which  thej 
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have  been  busy  about  in  the  garden,  ahnost  all  the  after* 
noon." 

As  she  said  this,  the  mother  glanced  her  eyes  toward 
tne  spot  where  the  children's  snow-image  had  been  made. 
What  was  her  surprise,  on  perceiving  that  there  was  not 
the  slightest  trace  of  so  much  labor ! — no  image  at  all  1 
—  no  piled-up  heap  of  snow!  —  nothing  whatever,  save 
the  prints  of  little  footsteps  around  a  vacant  space ! 

*•  This  is  very  strange  ! "  said  she. 

**  What  is  strange,  dear  mother  ? "  asked  Violet. 
••  Dear  father,  do  not  you  see  how  it  is  ?  This  is  our 
snow-image,  which  Peony  and  I  have  made,  because  we 
wanted  another  playmate.     Did  not  we.  Peony  ?  " 

"  Yes,  papa,"  said  crimson  Peony.  **  This  be  our 
Httle  snow-sister.  Is  she  not  beau-ti-ful  ?  But  she  gave 
me  such  a  cold  kiss  ! " 

"  Poh,  nonsense,  children  ! "  cried  their  good,  honest 
father,  who,  as  we  have  already  intimated,  had  an  ex- 
ceedingly common-sensible  way  of  looking  at  matters. 
••  Do  not  tell  me  of  making  live  figures  out  of  snow. 
Come,  wife  ;  this  little  stranger  must  not  stay  out  in  the 
bleak  air  a  moment  longer.  We  will  bring  her  into  the 
parlor ;  and  you  shall  give  her  a  supper  of  warm  bread 
and  milk,  and  make  her  as  comfortable  as  you  z&n. 
Meanwhile,  I  will  inquire  among  the  neighbors ;  or,  if 
necessary,  send  the  city-crier  about  the  streets,  to  give 
notice  of  a  lost  chi'  I." 

So  saying,  this  honest  and  very  kmd-hearted  man 
was  going  toward  the  little  white  damsel,  with  the  best 
Intentions  in  the  world.  But  Violet  and  Peony,  each 
seizing  their  father  by  the  hand,  earnestly  besought  him 
not  to  make  her  come  in. 
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"Dear  father,"  cried  Violet,  puttiti^g  heiself  before 
him,  "  it  is  true  what  I  have  been  telling  you !  This  ia 
our  little  snow-girl,  and  she  cannot  live  any  longer  than 
while  she  breathes  the  cold  west  wind.  Do  not  make 
her  come  into  the  hot  room ! " 

"  Yes,  father,"  shouted  Peony,  stamping  his  little  foot, 
80  mightily  was  he  in  earnest,  "  this  be  nothing  but  our 
'ittle  snow-child !     She  will  not  love  the  hot  fire ! " 

"  Nonsense,  children,  nonsense,  nonsense ! "  cried  the 
father,  half  vexed,  half  laughing  at  what  he  considered 
their  foolish  obstinacy.  "  Kun  into  the  house,  this 
moment !  It  is  too  late  to  play  any  longer,  now.  I 
must  take  care  of  this  little  girl  immediately,  or  she  will 
catch  her  death-a-cold ! " 

"  Husband !  dear  husband ! "  said  his  wife,  in  a  low 
voice,  —  for  she  had  been  looking  narrowly  at  the  snow- 
child,  and  was  more  perplexed  than  ever,  — "  there  is 
something  very  singular  m  all  this.  You  will  think  me 
foolish,  —  but  —  but  —  may  it  not  be  that  some  invisible 
angel  has  been  attracted  by  the  simplicity  and  good  faith 
with  which  our  children  set  about  their  undertaking? 
lilay  he  not  have  spent  an  hour  of  his  immortality  in 
playing  with  those  dear  little  souls  ?  and  so  the  result  is 
what  we  call  a  miracle.  No,  no !  Do  not  laugh  at  me , 
I  see  what  a  foolish  thought  it  is ! " 

'*  My  dear  wife,"  replied  the  husband,  laughing  heart- 
ily? "  you  are  as  much  a  child  as  Violet  and  Peony." 

And  in  one  sense  so  she  was,  for  all  through  life  she 
h  d  kept  her  heart  full  of -childlike  simplicity  and  faith, 
which  was  as  pure  and  clear  as  crystal ;  and,  looking  at  i^U 
matters  through  this  transparent  niediom  she  sometui^of 
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hKw  truths  80  profound,  that  other  people  laughed  at  I 
them  as  nonsense  and  absurdity. 

But  now  kind  Mr.  Lindsey  had  entered  the  garden, 
biiraidng  away  from  his  two  children,  who  still  sent  their 
shnll  voices  after  him,  beseeching  him  to  let  the  snow 
child  stay  and  enjoy  herself  in  the  cold  west  wind.  Aa 
he  approached,  the  snow-birds  took  to  flight.  The  little 
white  damsel,  also,  fled  backward,  shaking  her  head,  at 
if  to  say,  "  Pray,  do  not  toudh  me ! "  and  roguishly,  as  if 
appeared,  leading  him  through  the  deepest  of  the  snow. 
Once,  the  good  man  stumbled,  and  floundered  down 
upon  his  face,  so  that,  gathering  himself  up  again,  with 
the  snow  sticking  to  his  rough  pilot»cloth  sack,  he 
looked  as  white  and  wintry  as  a  snow-image  of  the 
largest  size.  Some  of  the  neighbors,  meanwhile,  seeing 
nim  from  their  windows,  wondered  what  could  possess 
poor  Mr.  Lindsey  to  be  running  about  his  garden  in 
pursuit  of  a  snow-drift,  which  the  west  wind  was  driving 
hither  and  thither!  At  length,  after  a  vast  deal  of 
trouble,  he  chased  the  little  stranger  into  a  comer,  where 
she  could  not  possibly  escape  him.  His  wife  had  been 
looking  on,  and,  it  being  nearly  twilight,  was  wonder- 
struck  to  observe  how  the  snow-child  gleamed  and 
sparkled,  and  how  she  seemed  to  shed  a  glow  all  round 
about  her;  and  when  driven  into  the  comer,  she  posi- 
tively glistened  like  a  star !  It  was  a  frosty  kind  of 
brightness,  too,  like  that  of  an  icicle  in  the  moonlight 
The  wife  thought  it  strange  that  good  Mr.  Lindsey 
should  see  nothing  remarkable  in  the  snow-child'^ 
appeamnce. 

"  Come,  you  odd  little  thing ! "  cried  the  honest  man. 
seizing  her  by  the  hand, "  I  have  caught  you  at  last,  and 
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will  make  you  comfortable  in  spite  of  yourself.  We  inll 
put  a  nice  warm  pair  of  worsted  stockings  on  your 
frozen  little  feet,  and  you  shall  have  a  good  thick  shawl 
to  wrap  yourself  in.  Your  poor  white  nose,  I  am  afraid, 
is  actually  frost-bitten.  But  we  will  make  it  all  right. 
Come  along  in." 

And  so,  with  a  most  benevolent  smile  on  his  sagacious 
visage,  all  purple  as  it  was  with  the  cold,  this  very  well 
meaning  gentleman  took  the  snow-child  by  the  hand  and 
led  her  towards  the  house.  She  followed  him,  droop- 
ingly  and  reluctant ;  for  all  the  glow  and  sparkle  was 
gone  out  of  her  figure ;  and  whereas  just  before  she  had 
resembled  a  bright,  frosty,  star-gemmed  evening,  with  a 
crimson  gleam  on  the  cold  horizon,  she  now  looked  as 
dull  and  languid  as  a  thaw.  As  kind  Mr.  Lindsey  led 
her  up  the  steps  of  the  door,  Violet  and  Peony  looked 
into  his  face,  —  their  eyes  full  of  tears,  which  froze 
befoie  they  could  run  down  their  cheeks,  —  and  again 
entreated  him  not  to  bring  their  snow-image  into  the 
house. 

"  Not  bring  her  in ! "  exclaimed  the  kind-hearted  man. 
"  Why,  you  are  crazy,  my  little  Violet !  —  quite  crazy, 
my  small  Peony!  She  is  so  cold,  already,  that  her 
hand  has  almost  frozen  mine,  in  spite  of  my  thick 
gloves.     Would  you  have  her  freeze  to  death  ?" 

His  wife,  as  he  came  up  the  steps,  had  been  taking 
another  long,  earnest,  almost  awe-stricken  gaze  at  the 
little  white  t>tranger.  She  hardly  knew  whether  it  was 
a  dream  or  no ;  but  she  could  not  help  fancying  that  she 
eaw  the  delicate  print  of  Violet's  fingers  on  the  child's 
neck.  It  ^ooked  just  as  if,  while  Violet  was  shaping  out 
the  *magc  she  had  given  it  a  gentle  pat  with  hei  hand 
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i).d  had  neglected  to  smooth  the  impression  quite 
away. 

"After  all,  husband,"  said  the  mother,  recurring  to 
her  idea  that  the  angels  would  be  as  much  delighted  to 
play  with  V:f>let  and  Peony  as  she  herself  was,  "  after 
all,  she  does  look  strangely  like  a  snow-image !  I  do 
believe  she  is  made  of  snow ! "       • 

A  puff  of  the  west  wind  blew  against  the  snow-child, 
and  again  she  sparkled  like  a  star. 

"Snow!"  repeated  good  Mr.  Lindsey,  drawing  the 
reluctant  guest  over  his  hospitable  threshold.  "No 
wonder  she  looks  like  snow.  She  is  half  frozen,  poor 
little  thing!  But  a  good  fire  will  put  everything  to 
rights." 

Without  further  talk,  and  always  with  the  same  best 
intentions,  this  highly  benevolent  and  common-sensible 
individual  led  the  little  white  damsel  —  drooping,  droop- 
ing, drooping,  more  and  more  —  out  of  the  frosty  air, 
and  into  his  comfortable  parlor.  A  Heidenberg  stove, 
filled  to  the  brim  with  intensely  burning  anthracite,  was 
sending  a  bright  gleam  through  the  isinglass  of  its  iron 
door,  and  causing  the  vase  of  water  on  its  top  to  fiime 
and  bubble  with  excitement.  A  warm,  sultry  smell  was 
diffused  throughout  the  room.  A  thermometer  on  the 
wall  furthest  from  the  stove  stood  at  eighty  degrees. 
The  parlor  was  hung  with  red  curtains,  and  covered 
with  a  red  carpet,  and  looked  just  as  warm  as  it  felt 
The  difference  betwixt  the  atmosphere  here  and  the  cold, 
wintry  twilight  out  of  doors,  was  like  stepping  ai  once 
from  Nova  Zembla  to  the  hottest  part  of  India,  or  from 
the  North  Pole  into  an  oven.  O,  tlifs  was  a  fine  p'acc 
for  the  little  white  stranger ! 


32  THE   SNOW-IMAGE* 

The  common-sensible  man  placed  the  snow-child  on 
the  hearth-rug,  right  in  front  of  the  hissing  and  fuming 
stove. 

"  Now  she  will  be  comfortable ! "  cried  Mr.  Lindsey, 
ribbing  his  hands  and  looking  about  him,  with  the 
pieasantest  smile  you  ever  saw.     "Make  yourself  at 
.  home,  my  child." 

Sad,  sad  and  drooping,  looked  the  little  white  maiden, 
as  she  stood  on  the  hearth-rug,  with  the  hot  blast  of  the 
stove  striking  through  her  like  a  pestilence.  Once,  she 
threw  a  glance  wistfully  toward  the  windows,  and 
caught  a  glimpse,  through  its  red  curtains,  of  the  snow- 
covered  roofs,  and  the  stars  glimmering  frostily,  and  sdl 
the  delicious  intensity  of  the  cold  night.  The  bleak 
wind  rattled  the  window-panes,  as  if  it  Were  summoning 
her  to  come  forth.  But  there  stood  the  snow-child 
drooping,  before  the  hot  stove ! 

But  the  common-sensible  man  saw  nothing  amiss. 

"  Come,  wife,"  said  he,  "  let  her  have  a  pair  of  thick 
stockings  and  a  woollen  shawl  or  blanket  directly ;  and 
tell  Dora  to  give  her  some  warm  supper  as  soon  as 
the  milk  boils.  You,  Violet  and  Peony,  amuse  your 
little  friend.  She  is  out  of  spirits,  you  see«  at  finding 
herself  in  a  strange  place.  For  my  part,  I  will  go 
around  among  the  neighbors,  and  find  out  where  she 
belongs." 

The  mother,  meanwhile,  had  gone  in  search  of  the 
shawl  and  stockings ;  for  her  own  view  of  the  matter, 
however  subtle  and  delicate,  had  given  way,  as  it 
always  did,  to  the  stubborn  materialism  of  her  husband 
Witliout  heeding  the  remonstrances  of  his  two  children, 
who  still  kept  murmuring  that  their  little  snow-sister 
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did  not  love  the  wannth,  good  Mr.  Lindsey  took  hia 
departure,  shutting  the  parlor  door  carefully  behind  him. 
Turning  up  the  collar  of  his  sack  over  his  ears,  he 
emerged  from  the  house,  and  had  barely  reached  the 
street-gate,  when  he  was  recalled  by  the  screams  of 
Violet  and  Peony,  and  the  rapping  of  a  thimbled  finger 
against  the  parlor  window. 

"Husband!  husband !"* cried  his  wife,  showing  her 
iiorror-stricken  face  through  the  window-panes.  "  There 
18  no  need  of  going  for  the  child's  parents ! " 

"We  told  you  so,  father! "  screamed  Violet  and  Peony 
as  he  reentered  the  parlor.  "  You  would  bring  her  in ; 
and  now  our  poor  —  dear  —  beau-ti-ful  little  snow- 
sister  is  thawed ! " 

And  their  own  sweet  little  faces  were  already  dis- 
solved in  tears ;  so  that  their  father,  seeing  what  sti'suige 
things  occasionally  happen  in  this  every-day  world,  felt 
not  a  little  anxious  lest  his  children  might  be  going  to 
thaw  too !  In  the  utmost  perplexity,  he  demanded  an 
explanation  of  his  wife.  She  could  only  reply,  that, 
being  simimoned  to  the  parlor  by  the  cries  of  Violet  and 
Peony,  she  found  no  trace  of  the  little  white  maiden, 
unless  it  were  the  remains  of  a  heap  of  snow,  which, 
while  she  was  gazing  at  it,  melted  quite  away  upon  the 
hearth-rug. 

"  And  there  you  see  all  that  is  left  of  it ! "  added  she, 
pointing  to  a  pool  of  water,  in  front  of  the  stove. 

"  Yes,  father,"  said  Violet,  looking  reproachfully  at 
him,  through  her  tears,  "  there  is  all  that  is  left  of  our 
dear  little  snow-sister ! " 

"  Naughty  father ! "  cried  Peony,  stamping  his  Foot, 
and  —  I  shudder  to  say  —  shaking  his  little  fist  at  th* 
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common-sensible  man.  "We  told  you  how  it  would  U,  1 
What  for  did  you  bring  her  in  ?" 

And  the  Heidenberg  stove,  through  the  isinglass  of  its 
door,  seemed  to  glare  at  good  Mr.  Lindsey,  like  a  red- 
eyed  demon,  triumphing  in  the  mischief  which  it  had 
done! 

This,  you  will  observe,  was  one  of  those  rare  cases, 
'irhich  yet  will  occasionally  happen,  where  conmion- 
sense  finds  itself  at  fault.  The  remarkable  story  of  the 
snow-image,  though  to  that  sagacious  class  of  people  to 
whom  good  Mr.  Lindsey  belongs  it  may  seem  but  a 
childish  afiair,  is,  nevertheless,  capable  of  being  moral- 
ized in  various  methods,  greatly  for  their  edification. 
One  of  its  lessons,  for  instance,  might  be,  that  it 
behooves  men,  and  especially  men  of  benevolence,  to 
consider  well  what  they  are  about,  and,  before  acting  on 
their  philanthropic  purposes,  to  be  quite  sure  that  they 
comprehend  the  nature  and  all  the  relations  of  the  busi- 
ness in  hand.  What  has  been  established  as  an  element 
of  good  to  one  being  may  prove  absolute  mischief  to 
another ;  even  as  the  warmth  of  the  parlor  was  proper 
enough  for  children  of  flesh  and  blood,  like  Violet  and 
Peony,  —  though  by  no  means  very  wholesome,  even  for 
them,  —  but  involved  nothing  short  of  annihilation  to 
the  unfortunate  snow-image. 

But,  after  all,  there  is  no  teaching  anything  to  wise 
men  of  good  Mr.  Lindsey's  stamp.  They  know  every- 
thing —  oh,  to  be  sure !  — everything  that  has  been,  and 
everything  that  is,  and  everything  that,  by  any  future 
possibility,  can  be.  And,  should  some  phenomenon  of 
nature  or  providence  transcend  their  system,  they  will 
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not  recognize  it,  even  if  it  come  to  pass  under  their  very 
noses. 

"  Wife,"  said  Mr.  Lindsey,  after  a  fit  of  silence,  "  see 
^hat  a  quantity  of  snow  the  children  have  brought  in  on 
their  feet '  It  has  made  quite  a  puddle  hpr^  b^Ajre  the 
stove  Pray  tell  Dora  ti  bring  some  toweis  oiii  sop  It 
'ip?** 


THE  GREAT  STONE  FACE 

Omb  afternoon,  when  the  sun  was  going  down  a 
mother  and  her  little  boy  sat  at  the  door  of  their  cottage, 
talking  about  the  Great  Stone  Face.  They  had  but  to 
lift  their  eyes,  and  there  it  was  plainly  to  be  seen, 
though  miles  away,  with  the  sunshine  brightening  all  its 
features. 

And  what  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  ? 

Embosomed  amongst  a  family  of  lofty  mountains,  there 
was  a  valley  so  spacious  that  it  contained  many  thousana 
inhabitants.  Some  of  these  good  people  dwelt  in  log 
huts,  with  the  black  forest  all  around  them,  on  the  steep 
and  difficult  hill-sides.  Others  had  their  homes  in  com- 
fortable &rm-houses,  and  cultivated  the  rich  soil  on  the 
gentle  slopes  or  level  surfaces  of  the  valley.  Others, 
again,  were  congregated  into  populous  villages,  where 
some  wild,  highland  rivulet,  tumbling  down  from  its 
birthplace  in  thd  upper  mountain  region,  had  been  caught 
and  tamed  by  human  cunning,  and  compelled  to  turn 
the  machinery  of  cotton  factories.  The  inhabitants  oi 
this  valley,  in  short,  were  numerous,  and  of  many  modes 
of  life.  But  all  of  them,  grown  people  and  children, 
had  a  kind  of  familiarity  with  the  Great  Stone  Face, 
although  some  possessed  the  gift  of  distinguishing  this 
grand  natuml  phenomenon  more  perfectly  than  many  of 
tb^i>'  neighbors 


*rHS  6BBAT  ST(MiB  FAGS.  37 

ThA  Great  Stone  Face,  then,  was  a  work  of  Nature 
in  her  mood  of  majestic  playfuhiess,  formed  on  the  per^ 
pendicukr  side  of  a  mountam  by  some  immense  rocks, 
which  had  b^en  thrown  together  in  such  a  position  as, 
whim  viewed  at  a  proper  distance,  precisely  to  resemble 
the  features  of  the  human  countenance.  It  seemed  as 
if  an  enormous  giant,  or  a  Titan^  had  sculptured  his  own 
likeness  on  the  precipice.  There  was  the  htoad  arch  of 
the  forehead,  a  hundred  feet  in  height ;  the  nose,  with  its 
long  bridge ;  and  the  vast  lips,  which,  if  they  could  have 
spoken,  would  have  rolled  dieir  thunder  accents  from  one 
end  of  the  valley  to  the  other.  True  it  is,  that  if  the 
spectator  approached  too  near,  he  lost  the  outline  of  the 
gigantic  visage,  and  could  discern  oidy  a  he^p  of  pon* 
derous  and  gigantic  rocks,  piled  in  chaotic  ruin  one  upon 
another.  Retracii^  his  st^,  however,  the  wondrous 
features  would  again  be  seen ;  and  the  further  he  with- 
drew frem  them,  the  more  like  a  human  face,  with  all 
its  <mginal  divinity  intact,  did  they  appear ;  until,  as  it 
grew  dim  in  the  distance,  with  the  clouds  and  glorified 
vapor  of  the  mountains  clustering  about  it,  the  Great 
Stone  Face  seemed  positively  to  be  alive. 

It  was  a  happy  lot  for  children  to  grew  up  to  man 
hood  or  womanhood  with  the  Great  Stone  Face  before 
their  eyes,  for  all  the  features  were  noble,  and  the  ex- 
pression was  at  once  grand  and  sweet,  as  if  it  were  the 
giow  of  a  vast,  warm  heart,  that  embraced  all  mankind 
in  its  affections,  and  had  rocHU  for  more.  It  was  an  edu- 
cation only  to  look  at  it.  According  to  the  belief  of 
many  people,  the  valley  owed  much  of  its  fertility  to  this 
benign  aspect  that  was  continually  beaming  over  it  illu 
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ininating  the  clouds,  and  infusing  its  tenderness  into  the 
sunshine. 

As  we  began  with  saying,  a  mothcnr  and  her  little  boy 
sat  at  their  cottage  door,  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone 
Face,  and  talking  about  it.  The  child's  name  ^kn 
Ernest, 

"Mothei/'  said  he,  while  the  Titanic  visage  smiled 
on  him,  "  I  wish  that  it  could  speak,  for  it  looks  so  very 
kindly  that  its  voice  must  needs  be  pleasant  If  I  were 
to  see  a  man  with  such  a  face,  I  should  love  him  dearly." 

"  If  an  old  prophecy  should  come  to  pass,"  answered 
his  mother,  *^  we  may  see  a  man,  some  time  or  other, 
with  exactly  such  a  face  as  that." 

"What  prophecy  do  you  mean,  dear  mother?* 
sagerly  inquired  Ernest     "  Pray  tell  me  all  about  it !  " 

So  his  mother  told  him  a  story  that  her  own  mother 
had  told  to  her,  when  she  herself  was  younger  than  little 
Ernest ;  a  stoiy,  not  of  things  that  were  past,  but  of 
what  was  yet  to  come ;  a  story,  nevertheless,  so  very 
old,  that  even  the  Indians,  who  formerly  inhabited  this 
valley,  liad  heard  it  from  their  forefathers,  to  Tdiom, 
as  they  affirmed,  it  had  been  murmured  by  the  moun- 
tain streams,  and  whispered  by  the  wind  among  the 
tree-tops.  The  purport  was,  that,  at  some  -future  day, 
a  child  should  be  bom  hereabouts,  who  was  destined  to 
become  the  greatest  and  noblest  personage  of  his  time, 
and  whose  countenance,  in  manhood,  should  bear  an 
exact  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Not  a  few 
old-fashioned  people,  and  young  ones  likewise,  in  tlie 
ardor  of  their  hopes,  still  cherished  an  enduring  faitn  in 
Alls  old  prophecy.  But  others,  who  had  seen  more  of 
^e  world,  had  watched  and  waited  till  they  were  weary 
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and  had  beheld  no  man  with  such  a  face,  nor  any  man 
that  proved  to  be  much  greater  or  nobler  than  his  neigh- 
bors, concluded  it  to  be  nothing  but  an  idle  tale.  At 
all  events,  the  great  man  of  the  prophecy  had  not  ye't 
appeared. 

'*0,  mother,  dear  modier!"  cried  Ernest,  clapping 
his  hands  above  his  head,  **  I  do  hope  that  I  shall  live  to 
see  him ! " 

His  mother  was  an  afiectionate  and  thoughtful  woman, 
and  felt  that  it  was  wisest  not  to  discourage  the  gcneroua 
hopes  of  her  little  boy.  So  she  only  said  to  him,  **  Per> 
haps  you  may." 

And  Ernest  never  forgot  the  story  that  his  mother  told 
him.  It  was  always  in  his  mind,  whenever  he  looked 
upon  the  Great  Stone  Face.  He  spent  his  childhood  in 
the  log-cottage  where  he  was  bom,  and  was  dutiful  to 
his  mother,  and  helpful  to  her  in  many  things,  assisting 
her  much  with  his  little  hands,  and  more  with  his  loving 
heart  In  this  manner,  from  a  happy  yet  often  pensive 
child,  he  grew  up  to  be  a  mild,  quiet,  unobtrusive  boy, 
and  sun-browned  with  labor  in  the  fields,  but  with  more 
intelligence  brightening  his  aspect  than  is  seen  in  many 
lads  who  have  been  taught  at  fiunous  schools.  Yet 
Ernest  had  had  no  teacher,  save  only  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  became  one  to  him.  When  the  toil  of  the 
day  was  over,  he  would  gaze  at  it  for  hours,  until  he 
began  to  imagine  that  those  vast  features  recognized 
him,  and  gave  him  a  smile  of  kindness  and  encourage- 
ment, responsive  to  his  own  look  of  veneration.  We 
must  not  take  upon  us  to  affirm  diat  this  was  a  mistake, 
although  the  Face  may  have  lookea  no  more  londly  at 
Ernest  than  at  all  the  world  besides.     But  tne  secret 
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vras,  that  the  boy*s  tender  and  confiding  simplicily  dis 
cemed  what  other  people  could  not  see ;  and  thus  the 
love,  which  was  meant  for  all,  hecame  his  peculiar  por* 
iion. 

About  this  time,  there  went  a  rumor  throughout  the 
ralley,  that  the  great  man,  foretold  from  ages  long  ago, 
who  was  to  bear  a  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face^ 
had  appeared  at  last  It  seems  that,  many  years  before, 
a  young  man  had  migrated  from  the  ^yalley  and  settled 
at  a  distant  seaport,  where,  after  getting  together  a  little 
money,  he  had  set  up  aa  a  shopkeeper.  His  name  •*- 
but  I  could  never  learn  whether  it  was  his  real  one,  or  a 
nickname  that  had  grown  out  of  his  habits  and  success 
in  life — was  Grathei^ld.  Being  shrewd  and  active, 
and  endowed  by  Providence  with  that  insciutable  &culty 
which  develops  itself  in  what  the  world  calls  luck,  he 
became  an  exceedingly  rich  merchant,  and  owner  of  a 
whole  fleet  of  bulky-bottomed  ships.  All  the  countries 
of  the  globe  appeared  to  join  hands  for  the  mere  purpose 
of  adding  heap  after  heap  to  the  mountainous  accumu* 
lation  of  this  one  man's  wealth.  The  cold  regions  of 
the  north,  almost  within  the  gloom  and  shadow  of  the 
Arctic  Circle,  sent  him  their  tribute  in  the  shape  of  furs; 
hot  Africa  sifted  for  him  &e  golden  sands  of  her  rivers, 
and  gathered  up  the  ivory  tusks  of  her  gieat  elephants 
out  of  the  forests ;  the  East  came  bringing  him  the  rich 
shawls,  and  spices,  and  teas,  and  the  efiulgence  of  dia 
monds,  and  the  gleaming  purity  of  laige  pearls.  The 
ocean,  not  to  be  behindhand  with  the  earth,  yielded  ui> 
her  mighty  whales,  that  Mr.  Gathergold  might  sell  their 
oil,  and  make  a  profit  on  it.  Be  the  original  commodity 
whatt  it  might,  it  was  gold  within  his  grasp.    It  might 
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be  saKl  of  him,  as  of  Midas  in  the  &bie,  that  whatevex 
he  touched  with  his  finger  immediately  glistened,  and 
grew  yellow,  and  was  changed  at  once  into  sterling 
metal,  or,  which  suited  him  still  better,  into  piles  of  coin. 
And,  when  Mr.  Grathergold  had  become  so  very  rich  that 
it  would  have  taken  him  a  hundred  years  only  to  count 
his  wealth,  he  bethought  himself  of  his  native  yalley, 
and  resolved  to  go  back  thither,  and  end  his  days  where 
he  was  bom.  With  this  purpose  in  view,  he  sent  a 
skilful  architect  to  build  him  such  a  palace  as  should  be 
it  for  a  man  of  his  v&st  wealth  to  live  in. 

As  I  have  said  above,  it  had  already  been  rumored  in 
the  valley  that  Mr.  Gatheigold  had  turned  out  to  be  the 
prophetic  personage  so  long  and  vainly  looked  for,  and 
that  his  visage  was  the  perfect  and  undeniable  similitude 
of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  People  were  the  more  ready 
lo  believe  that  this  must  needs  be  the  fact,  when  they 
Heheld  the  splendid  edifice  that  rose,  as  if  by  enchant- 
ment, on  the  site  of  his  father's  old  weather-beaten 
Gairm-house.  The  exterior  was  of  marble,  so  dazzlingly 
white  that  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole  structure 
might  melt  away  in  the  sunshine,  like  those  humbler 
ones  which  Mr.  Gkithergold,  in  his  young  play-days, 
before  his  fingers  were  gifted  with  the  touch  of  transmu* 
tation,  had  been  accustomed  to  build  of  snow.  It  had  a 
richly  ornamented  portico,  supported  by  tall  pillars,  be- 
neath  which  was  a  lofty  door,  studded  with  silver  knobsi 
^nd  made  of  a  kind  of  variegated  wood  that  had  been 
brought  from  beyond  the  sea.  The  windows,  from  the 
floor  to  the  ceiling  of  each  stately  apartment,  were  coia^ 
posed,  respectively,  of  but  one  enormous  pane  of  glass, 
10  transparently  pure  that  it  was  said  to  be  a  finer  me* 
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diam  than  even  the  Tacant  atmosphere.  Hardly  any* 
body  had  been  permitted  to  see  the  interior  of  this 
palace ;  but  it  was  reported,  and  with  good  semblance 
of  truth,  to  be  far  more  goigeous  than  the  outside,  inso- 
much that  whatever  was  iron  or  bmss  in  other  houses, 
was  silver  or  gold  in  this ;  and  Mr.  Grathergold*s  bed- 
chamber, especially,  made  such  a  glittering  appearance 
that  no  ordinary  man  would  have  been  able  to  close  his 
eyes  there.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Grathergold  was 
now  so  inured  to  wealth,  that  perhaps  he  could  not  have 
closed  his  eyes  unless  where  the  gleam  of  it  was  certain 
to  find  its  way  beneath  his  eyelids. 

In  due  time,  the  mansion  was  finished ;  next  came  the 
upholsterers,  with  magnificent  furniture ;  then,  a  whole 
troop  of  black  and  white  servants,  the  haibihgers  of 
Mr.  Gathergold,  who,  in  his  own  majestic  person,  was 
expected  to  arrive  at  sunset  Our  friend  Ernest,  mean- 
while, had  been  deeply  stirred  by  the  idea  that  the  great 
man,  the  noble  man,  the  man  of  prophecy,  after  so  many 
ages  of  delay,  was  at  length  to  be  made  manifest  to  his 
native  valley.  He  knew,  boy  as  he  was,  diat  there  were 
a  thousand  ways  in  which  Mr.  Gkithergold,  with  his  vast 
wealth,  might  transform  himself  into  an  angel  of  benefi- 
cence, and  assume  a  control  over  human  aflairs  as  wide 
and  benignant  as  the  smile  of  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
Full  of  faith  and  hope,  Ernest  doubted  not  that  what  the 
people  said  was  true,  and  that  now  he  was  to  behold  the 
living  likeness  of  those  wondrous  features  on  the  moun- 
tain side.  While  the  boy  was  still  gazing  up  the  valley, 
and  fancymg,  as  he  always  did,  that  the  Great  Stone 
Face  returned  his  gaze  and  looked  kindly  at  him»  die 
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rumbling  of  wheels  was  heard,  approaching  swiftly  ale ng 
the  winding  road. 

"  Here  he  comes ! "  cried  a  group  of  people  who  were 
assembled  to  witness  the  arrival.  "  Here  comes  the  great 
Mr.  GathergoldV' 

A  carriage,  drawn  by  four  horses,  dashed  round  tiie 
turn  of  the  road.  Within  it,  thrust  partly  out  of  the  win- 
dow, appeared  the  physiognomy  of  a  little  old  man,  with 
a  skin  as  yellow  as  if  his  own  Midas-hand  had  trans- 
muted it.  He  had  a  low  forehead,  small,  sharp  eyes, 
puckered  about  with  innumerable  wrinkles,  and  very  thin 
lips,  which  he  made  still  thinner  by  pressing  them  forci- 
bly together. 

"  The  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  ! "  shouted 
the  people.  "  Sure  enough,  the  old  prophecy  is  true ; 
and  here  we  have  the  great  man  come,  at  last ! " 

And,  what  greatly  perplexed  Ernest,  they  seemed 
actually  to  believe  that  here  was  the  likeness  v/hich  they 
spoke  of.  By  the  road-side  there  chanced  to  be  an  old  beg- 
gar-woman and  two  little  beggar-children,  stragglers  from 
some  far-off  region,  who,  as  the  carriage  rolled  onward, 
held  out  their  hands  and  lifted  up  their  doleful  voices, 
most  piteously  beseeching  charity.  A  yellow  claw  — 
the  very  same  that  had  clawed  together  so  much  wealth 
. —  poked  itself  out  of  the  coach-window,  and  dropt  some 
copper  coins  upon  the  ground ;  so  that,  though  the  great 
man's  name  seems  to  have  been  Gathergold,  he  might 
just  as  suitably  have  been  nicknamed  Scattercopper. 
Still,  nevertheless,  with  an  earnest  shout,  and  evidently 
with  as  much  good  faith  as  ever,  the  people  bellowed 

"  He  is  the  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face ! '' 

But  Ernest  turned  sadly  from  the  wrinkled  shre^rt- 


44  THE  GREAT  STONE  FACE 

ness  of  that  sordid  visage,  and  gazed  up  thf>  valley 
wher3,  amid  a  gathering  mist,  gilded  by  the  last  sun 
beams,  he  could  still  distinguish  those  glorious  features 
which  had  impressed  themselves  into  his  soul.  Their 
aspect  cheered  him.  What  did  the  benign  lips  seem  to 
say? 

"He  will  come!  Fear  not,  Ernest;  the  mtr  wJl 
come ! " 

The  years  went  on,  and  Ernest  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 
He  had  grown  to  be  a  young  man  now.  He  attracted 
little  notice  from  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  valley  ;  for 
they  saw  nothing  remarkable  in  his  way  of  life,  save  that, 
when  the  labor  of  the  day  was  over,  he  still  loved  to  go 
apart  and  gaze  and  meditate  upon  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
According  to  their  idea  of  the  matter,  it  was  a  folly, 
indeed,  but  pardonable,  inasmuch  as  Ernest  was  indus- 
trious, kind,  and  neighborly,  and  neglected  no  duty  for 
the  sake  of  indulging  this  idle  habit.  They  knew  not 
that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  become  a  teacher  to  him, 
and  that  the  sentiment  which  was  expressed  in  it  would 
enlarge  the  young  man's  heart,  and  fill  it  with  wider  and 
deeper  sympathies  than  other  hearts.  They  knew  not 
that  thence  would  come  a  better  wisdom  than  could  be 
learned  from  books,  and  a  better  life  than  could  be 
moulded  on  the  defaced  example  of  other  human  lives. 
Neither  did  Ernest  know  that  the  thoughts  and  affec- 
tions which  came  to  him  so  naturally,  in  the  fields  and 
at  tlie  fireside,  and  wherever  he  communed  with  himself, 
were  of  a  higher  tone  than  those  which  all  men  shared 
with  him.  A  simple  soul, — simple  as  when  his  mother 
first  taught  him  the  old  prophecy, — he  beheld  the  mar- 
vellous features  beaming  adown  the  valley,  and  still 
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wondered  thai  their  human  counterpart  was  so  l<mg  in 
makfng  his  appearance. 

B}  this  time  poor  Mr.  €kthergoId  was  dead  and 
buried;  and  the  oddest  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  his 
wealth,  which  was  the  hody  and  spirit  of  his  existence, 
had  disappeared  before  his  death,  leaving  nothing  of  him 
but  a  living  skeleton,  covered  over  with  a  wrinkled,  yel« 
3W  skin.  Since  the  melting  away  of  his  gold,  it  had 
been  very  generally  conceded  that  there  was  no  such 
striking  resemblance,  after  all,  betwixt  the  ignoble  feat* 
ures  of  the  ruined  merchant  and  that  majestic  face  upon 
the  mountain  side.  So  the  people  ceased  to  honor  him 
luring  his  lifetime,  and  quietly  consigned  him  to  forget* 
fulness  after  his  decease.  Once  in  a  while,  it  is  true, 
his  memory  was  brought  up  in  connection  with  the  mag« 
lificent  palace  which  he  had  built,  and  which  had  long 
ago  been  turned  into  a  hotel  for  die  acconmiodation  of 
strangers,  multitudes  of  whom  came,  every  summer,  to 
visit  that  famous  natural  curiosity,  the  Great  Stone 
Face.  Thus,  Mr.  Gathergold  being  discredited  and 
thrown  into  the  shade,  the  man  of  prophecy  was  yet  to 
come. 

It  so  happened  that  a  native-bom  son  of  the  valley, 
many  years  before,  had  enlisted  as  a  soldier,  and,  after  a 
great  deal  of  hard  fighting,  had  now  become  an  illustri* 
ous  commander.  Whatever  he  may  be  called  in  history, 
he  was  known  in  camps  and  on  the  battle-field  under  the 
nickname  of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder.  This  war-worn 
veteran,  being  now  infirm  with  age  and  wounds,  and 
weary  of  tbe  turmoil  of  a  military  life,  and  of  the  roll  of 
the  drum  and  the  clangor  of  tue  trumpet,  that  had  M 
jong  been  ringmg  in  his  ears,  bad  lately  signified  a  par« 
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pose  of  fetuming  to  his  native  valley,  hoping  to  5jd 
repose  where  he  rememheied  to  have  left  it.  The 
inhabitants,  his  old  neighbors  and  their  grown-up  chil- 
dren, were  resolved  to  welcome  the  renowned  warrior 
with  a  salute  of  cannon  and  a  public  dinner;  and  all  the 
more  enthusiastically,  it  being  affirmed  that  now,  at  last, 
the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  actually 
appeared.  An  aidnde-camp  of  old  Blood-and-Thunder, 
travelling  through  the  valley,  was  said  to  have  been 
struck  with  the  resemblance.  Moreover,  the  schoolmates 
and  early  acquaintances  of  the  general  were  ready 
to  testify,  on  oath,  that,  to  the  best  of  their  recollec- 
tion, the  aforesaid  general  had  been  exceediogly  like  the 
majestic  image,  even  when  a  boy,  only  that  the  idea  had 
never  occurred  to  them  at  that  period.  Great,  therefore, 
was  the  excitement  throughout  the  valley;  and  many 
people,  who  had  never  once  thought  of  glancing  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face  for  years  before,  now  spent  their  time 
in  gazing  at  it,  for  the  sake  of  knowing  exactly  how 
General  Blood-and-Thunder  looked. 

On  the  day  of  the  great  festival,  Ernest,  with  all  the 
other  people  of  the  valley,  left  their  work,  and  proceeded 
to  the  spot  where  the  sylvan  banquet  was  prepared.  As 
he  approached,  the  loud  voice  of  the  Reverend  Doctor 
Battleblast  was  heard,  beseeching  a  blessing  on  the  good 
things  set  before  them,  and  on  the  distinguished  friend 
of  peace  in  whose  honor  they  were  assembled.  The 
tables  were  arranged  in  a  cleared  space  of  the  woods, 
shut  in  by  the  surrounding  trees,  except  where  a  vista 
opened  eastward,  and  afforded  a  distant  view  of  the 
Great  Stone  Face.  Over  the  general's  chair,  which 
was  a  relic  from  the  home  of  Washington,  there  was  an 
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»Tcli  of  yerdant  boughs,  with  the  laurel  profusely  inter- 
mixed, and  sunnounted  by  his  country's  banner,  beneath 
which  he  had  won  his  rictories.  Our  friend  Ernest 
raised  himself  on  his  tip-toes,  in  hopes  to  get  a  glimpse 
of  the  celebrated  guest;  but  there  was  a  mighty 
crowd  about  the  tables  anxious  to  hear  the  toasts  and 
speeches,  and  to  catch  any  word  that  might  fall  from  the 
general  in  reply ;  and  a  volunteer  company,  doing  duty 
as  a  guard,  pricked  ruthlessly  with  their  bayonets  at  any 
particularly  quiet  person  among  the  throng.  So  Ernest, 
being  of  an  unobtrusive  character,  was  thrust  quite  into 
the  background,  where  he  could  see  no  more  of  Old 
Blood-and-Thunder's  physiognomy  than  if  it  had  been 
still  blazing  on  the  battle-field.  To  console  himself,  he 
turned  towards  the  Great  Stone  Face,  which,  like  a 
fiiithful  and  long-remembered  friend,  looked  back  and 
smiled  nipon  him  through  the  vista  of  the  forest.  Mean- 
time, however,  he  could  overhear  the  remarks  of  various 
individuals,  who  were  comparing  the  features  of  the  hero 
with  the  face' on  the  distant  mountain  side. 

**'Tis  the  same  face,  to  a  hair!"  cried  one  man, 
cutdng  a  caper  for  joy. 

**  Wonderfully  like,  that 's  a  fact ! "  responded  another. 

"  Like !  why,  I  call  it  Old  Blood-and-Thunder  him- 
self, in  a  monstrous  looking-glass!"  cried  a  third. 
"  And  why  not  ?  He 's  the  greatest  man  of  this  or  any 
other  age,  beyond  a  doubt." 

And  then  all  three  of  the  speakers  gave  a  great  shout, 
which  communicated  electricity  to  the  crowd,  and  called 
forth  a  roar  from  a  thousand  voices,  that  went  reverber* 
ating  for  miles  among  the  mountains,  until  you  might 
have  supposed  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  poured  itf 
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thunder-breath  into  the  cry.  All  these  eonunents,  maa 
this  vast  enthusiasm,  served  the  mpre  to  interest  oiu 
friend;  nor  did  he  think  of  questioning  that  now,  at 
length,  the  mountain-visage  had  found  its  human  coun- 
terpart It  is  true,  Ernest  had  imagined  that  this  long* 
looked«for  personage  would  appear  in  the  character  of  a 
man  of  peace,  uttering  wisdom,  and  doing  good,  and 
making  people  happy.  But,  taking  an  habitual  breadth 
of  view,  with  all  his  simplicity,  he  contended  that  Prov- 
idence should  choose  its  own  method  of  l^essing  maa- 
kind,  and  could  conceive  that  this  great  end  might  be 
effected  even  by  a  warrior  and  a  Uoody  sword,  should 
inscrutable  wisdom  see  fit  to  order  matters  so. 

"The  general!  the  general!"  was  now  the  cry. 
<fHush!  silence!  Old  Blood«nd*Thunder 's  going  to 
make  a  speech." 

Even  so;  for,  the  cloth  being  removed,  the  gen-* 
eraPs  health  had  been  drunk  amid  shouts  of  applause, 
and  he  now  stood  upon  his  feet  to  thank  the  company. 
Ernest  saw  him.  There  be  was,  over  the  shoulders  of 
the  crowd,  from  the  two  glittering  epaulets  and  embroi- 
dered collar  upward,  beneath  the  arch  of  green  boughs 
with  intertwined  laurel,  and  Ibe  banner  drooping  as  if  to 
shade  his  brow!  And  there,  too,  visible  in  the  same 
glance,  through  the  vista  of  the  forest,  appeared  the 
Great  Stone  Face!  And  was  there,  indeed,  such  a 
resemblance  as  the  crowd  had  testified  ?  Alas^  Ernest 
could  not  recognize  it!  He  beheld  a  war-worn  and 
weather-beaten  countenance,  full  of  energy,  and  express- 
ive of  an  iron  will ;  but  the  gentle  wisdom,  the  deep, 
broad,  tender  sympathies,  were  altogether  wanting  in 
Old  Blo<>l-«nd-Thunder's  visage;  and  even  if  the  Great 
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Stone  Pace  had  assumed  his  look  of  stem  command,  thp 
milder  traits  would  still  have  tempered  it. 

"  This  is  not  the  man  of  prophecy,"  sighed  Ernest  to 
himself,  as  he  made  his  way  out  of  the  throng.  **  And 
must  the  world  wait  longer  yet  ?" 

The  mists  had  congregated  ahout  the  distant  moun- 
tain side,  and  there  were  seen  the  grand  and  awful 
features  of  the  Great  Stone  Face,  awful  but  benignant, 
as  if  a  mighty  angel  were  sitting  among  the  hills,  and 
enrobing  himself  in  a  cloud-vesture  of  gold  and  purple. 
As  he  looked,  Ernest  could  hardly  believe  but  that  a 
smile  beamed  over  the  whole  visage,  with  a  radiance 
utiU  brightening,  although  without  motion  of  the  lips.  It 
was  probably  the  effect  of  the  western  sunshine,  melting 
through  the  thinly  diffused  vapors  that  had  swept 
between  him  and  the  object  that  he  gazed  at.  But — as 
it  always  did  ^- the  aspect  of  his  marvellous  friend 
made  Ernest  as  hopeful  as  if  he  had  never  hoped  in 
vain. 

"  Fear  not,  Ernest,"  said  his  heart,  even  as  if  the 
Great  Face  were  whispering  him,  '*  fear  not,  Ernest;  he 
will  come." 

More  years  sped  swiftly  and  tranquilly  away.  Ernest 
still  dwelt  in  his  native  valley,  and  was  now  a  man  of 
middle  age.  By  imperceptible  degrees,  he  had  become 
known  among  the  people.  Now,  as  heretofore,  he 
labored  for  his  bread,  and  was  the  same  simple-hearted 
man  that  he  had  always  been.  But  he  had  thought 
and  felt  so  much^  he  had  given  so  many  of  the  best 
hours  of  his  life  to  unworldly  hopes  for  some  great  good 
to  mankind,  that  it  seemed  as  though  he  had  been  talk* 
ing  with  the  ang<>ls,  and  had  imbibed  a  portion  of  thoir 
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wisdom  unawares.  Ii  was  visible  in  the  calm  and  wcii- 
considered  beneficence  of  his  daily  life,  the  quiet  stream 
of  which  had  made  a  wide  green  margin  all  along  its 
course.  Nol  a  day  passed  by,  that  the  world  was  not 
tiie  better  because  this  man,  humble  as  he  was,  had 
lived.  He  never  stepped  aside  from  his  own  path,  yet 
would  always  reach  a  blessing  to  his  neighbor.  Almost 
involuntarily,  too,  he  had  become  a  preacher.  The  pure 
and  high  simplicity  of  his  thought,  which,  as  one  of  its 
manifestations,  took  shape  in  the  good  deeds  that 
dropped  silently  from  his  hand,  flowed  also  forth  in 
speech.  He  uttered  truths  that  wrought  upon  and 
moulded  the  lives  of  those  who  heard  him.  His  audi- 
tors, it  may  be,  never  suspected  that  Ernest,  their  o^vn 
neighbor  and  familiar  fnend,  was  more  than  an  ordinary 
man;  least  of  all  did  Ernest  himself  suspect  it;  but, 
inevitably  as  the  murmur  of  a  rivulet,  came  thoughts 
out  of  his  mouth  that  no  other  human  lips  had  spoken. 

When  the  people's  minds  had  had  a  little  time  to 
cool,  they  were  ready  enough  to  acknowledge  their 
mistake  in  imagining  a  similarity  between  General 
Blood-and-Thunder's  truculent  physiognomy  and  the 
benign  visage  on  the  mountain  side.  But  now,  again, 
there  were  reports  and  many  paragraphs  in  the  news- 
po^rs,  affirming  that  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face  had  appeared  upon  the  broad  shoulders  of  a  certain 
eminent  statesman.  He,  like  Mr.  Guthergold  and  Old 
Blood-and-Thunder,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had 
left  it  in  his  early  days,  and  taken  up  the  trades  of  law 
and  politics.  Instead  of  the  rich  man's  wealth  and 
the  warrior's  sword,  he  had  but  a  tongue,  and  it  was 
mightier  than  both  together.     So  wonderfully  eloquent 
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was  he,  that  whatever  he  might  choose  to  say,  his 
auditors  had  no  choice  but  to  believe  him;  wrong 
looked  like  right,  and  right  like  wrong;  for  when  it 
pleased  him,  he  could  make  a  kind  of  illuminated  fog 
with  his  mere  breath,  and  obscure  the  natuml  daylight 
with  It.  His  tongues  indeed,  was  a  magic  instrument : 
sometimes  it  rumbled  like  the  thunder;  sometimes  it 
warbled  like  the  sweetest  music.  It  was  the  blast  of 
war— the  song  of  peace ;  and  it  seemed  to  have  a  heart 
in  it,  when  there  was  no  such  matter.  In  good  truth, 
he  was  a  wondrous  man;  and  when  his  tongue  had 
acquired  him  all  other  imaginable  success,  —  when  it 
had  been  heard  in  halls  of  state,  and  in  the  courts  of 
princes  and  potentates,  —  after  it  had  made  him  known 
all  over  the  world,  even  as  a  voice  crying  from  shore  to 
shore,  —  it  finally  persuaded  his  countrymen  to  select 
him  for  the  presidency.  Before  this  time,  —  indeed,  as 
soon  as  he  began  to  grow  celebrated, — his  admirers  had 
found  out  the  resemblance  between  him  and  the  Great 
Stone  Face ;  and  so  much  were  they  struck  by  it,  that 
throughout  the  country  this  distinguished  gentleman 
was  known  by  the  name  of  Old  Stony  Phiz.  The 
phrase  was  considered  as  giving  a  highly  favorable 
aspect  to  his  political  prospects ;  for,  as  is  likewise  the 
case  with  the  Popedom,  nobody  ever  becomes  president 
without  taking  a  name  other  than  his  own. 

While  his  friends  were  doing  their  best  to  make  him 
president,  Old  Stony  Phiz,  as  he  was  called,  set  out  on 
a  visit  to  the  valley  where  he  was  bom.  Of  course,  he 
had  no  other  object  than  to  shake  hands  with  his  fellow- 
citizens,  and  neither  thought  nor  cared  about  any  efiect 
which  his  progress  through  the  country  might  have  upon 
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the  election.  Magnificent  preparations  were  made  to 
Te(  eive  the  illustrious  statesman ;  a  cavalcade  of  hone* 
men  set  forth  to  meet  him  at  the  boundary  line  of  the 
state,  and  all  the  people  Left  their  business  and  gathered 
along  the  wayside  to  see  him  pass.  Among  these  was 
Ernest.  Though  more  than  once  disappointed,  as  we 
have  seen,  he  had  such  a  hopeful  and  confiding  nature, 
that  he  was  always  ready  to  believe  in  whatever  seemed 
beautiful  and  good.  He  kept  his  heart  continually  open, 
and  thus  was  sure  to  catch  the  blessing  from  on  high,  when 
it  should  come.  So  now  again,  as  buoyantly  as  ever,  he 
went  forth  to  behold  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
The  cavalcade  came  prancing  along  the  road,  with  a 
great  clattering  of  hoofs  and  a  mighty  cloud  of  dust, 
which  rose  up  so  dense  and  high  that  the  visage  of  the 
mountain  side  was  completely  hidden  from  Ernest's 
eyes.  All  the  great  men  of  the  neighborhood  were  there 
on  horseback :  militia  officers,  in  uniform ;  the  member 
of  Congress;  the  sherifi*  of  the  county;  the  editors  of 
newspapers ;  and  many  a  farmer,  too,  had  mounted  his 
patient  steed,  with  his  Sunday  coat  upon  his  back.  It 
really  was  a  very  brilliant  spectacle,  especially  as  there 
were  numerous  banners  flaunting  over  the  cavalcade,  on 
some  of  which  were  gorgeous  portraits  of  the  illustrious ' 
statesman  and  the  Great  Stone  Face,  smiling  familiarly 
at  one  another,  like  two  brothers.  If  the  pictures  were 
to  be  trusted,  the  mutual  resemblance,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, was  marvellous.  We  must  not  forget  to  men* 
tion  that  there  was  a  band  of  music,  which  made  the 
echoes  of  the  mountains  ring  and  reverberate  with  the 
loud  triumph  of  its  strains;  so  that  airy  and  soul -thrilling 
melodies  broke  out  among  all  the  heights  rud  hollowi 
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as  if  every  nook  of  his  native  valley  had  found  a  voice, 
to  welcome  the  distinguished  guest.  But  the  grandest 
efiect  was  when  the  far-off  mountain  precipice  flung 
back  the  music ;  for  then  the  Great  Stone  Face  itself 
seemed  to  be  swelling  the  triumphant  chorus,  in  acknowl* 
edgment  that,  at  length,  the  man  of  prophecy  was 
come. 

All  this  while  the  people  were  throwing  up  their  hats 
and  shouting,  with  enthusiasm  so  contagious  that  the 
heart  of  Ernest  kindled  up,  and  he  likewise  threw  up 
his  hat,  and  shouted,  as  loudly  as  the  loudest,*  "  Huzza 
for  the  great  man !  Huzza  for  Old  Stony  Phiz ! "  But 
as  yet  he  had  not  seen  him. 

"  Here  he  is,  now ! "  cried  those  who  stood  near  Er 
nest.  "  There  !  There  !  Look  at  Old  Stony  Phiz  and 
then  at  the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain,  and  see  if  they 
are  not  as  like  as  two  twin-brothers  ! " 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  gallant  array,  came  an  open 
barouche,  drawn  by  four  white  horses ;  and  in  the 
barouche,  with  his  massive  head  uncovered,  sat  the  illus 
trious  statesman,  Old  Stony  Phiz  himself. 

"  Confess  it,"  said  one  of  Ernest's  neighbors  to  him 
"  the  Great  Stone  Face  has  met  its  match  at  last !  " 

Now,  it  must  be  owned  that,  at  his  first  glimpse  of  th* 
countenance  which  was  bowing  and  smiling  from  the 
bfirouche,  Ernest  did  fancy  that  there  was  a  resemblance 
between  it  and  the  old  familiar  face  upon  the  mountain 
side.  The  brow,  with  its  massive  depth  and  loftiness, 
and  all  the  other  features,  indeed,  were  boldly  and  strongly 
hewn,  as  if  in  emulation  of  a  more  than  heroic,  of  a 
Titanic  model.  But  the  sublimity  a. id  stateliness.  the 
grand  expression  of  a  divine  sympathy,  that  illuminvu»(i 
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the  mountain  visage,  and  etherealized  its  pondeioat 
granite  substance  into  spirit,  might  here  be  sought  in 
Tain.  Something  had  been  originally  left  out,  or  had 
departed.  And  therefore  the  marvellously  gifted  states- 
man had  always  a  weary  gloom  in  the  deep  caverns  of 
his  eyes,  as  of  a  child  that  has  outgrow^  its  playthings, 
ur  a  man  of  mighty  faculties  and  little  aims,  whose  life, 
with  all  its  high  performances,  was  vague  and  empty, 
because  no  high  purpose  had  endowed  it  with  reality. 

Still,  Ernest's  neighbor  was  thrusting  his  elbow  into 
his  side,  and  pressing  him  for  an  answer. 

'*  Confess  !  confess !  Is  not  he  the  very  picture  of  your 
Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  Ernest,  bluntly,  "  I  see  little  or  no  like- 
ness." 

"  Then  so  much  the  worse  for  the  Great  Stone  Face ! " 
answered  his  neighbor ;  and  again  he  set  up  a  shout  foi 
Old  Stony  Phiz. 

But  Ernest  turned  away,  melancholy,  and  almost 
despondent ;  for  this  was  the  saddest  of  his  disappoint- 
ments, to  behold  a  man  who  might'  have  fulfilled  the 
prophecy,  and  had  not  willed  to  do  so.  Meantime,  the 
cavalcade,  the  banners,  the  music,  and  the  barouches, 
swept  past  him,  with  the  vociferous  crowd  in  the  rear, 
leaving  the  dust  to  settle  down,  and  the  Great  Stone 
Pace  to  be  revealed  again,  with  the  grandeur  that  it  had 
worn  for  untold  centuries. 

"  Lo  here  I  am,  Ernest ! "  the  benign  lips  seemed  to 
say  "  I  have  waited  longer  than  thou,  and  am  not  yet 
weary.     Fear  not ;  the  man  will  come." 

The  years  hurriei  onward,  treading  in  their  hasto  on 
one  another's  heels.     And  now  they  began  to  bring  white 
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ntilrs,  and  scatter  them  over  the  head  of  Ernest ;  they 
mnde  reverend  wrinkles  across  his  forehead,  and  furrowi 
in  bis  cheeks.  He  was  an  aged  man.  But  not  in  vain 
had  he  grown  old  :  more  than  the  white  hairs  on  his  head 
were  the  sage  thoughts  in  his  mind ;  his  wrinkles  and 
furrows  were  inscriptions  that  Time  had  graved,  and  in 
which  he  had  written  legends  of  wisdom  that  had  teen 
tested  I  y  the  tenor  of  a  life.  And  Ernest  had  ceased  Ut 
be  obscure.  Unsought  for,  undesired,  had  come  the  fame 
which  so  many  seek,  and  made  him  known  in  the  great 
world,  beyond  the  limits  of  the  valley  in  which  he  had 
dwelt  so  quietly.  College  professors,  and  even  the  active 
men  of  cities,  came  from  far  to  see  and  converse  with 
Ernest ;  for  the  report  had  gone  abroad  that  this  simple 
husbandman  had  ideas  unlike  those  of  other  men,  not 
gained  from  books,  but  of  a  higher  tone, —  a  tranquil 
and  familiar  majesty,  as  if  he  had  been  talking  with  the 
angels  as  his  daily  friends.  Whether  it  were  sage, 
statesman,  or  philanthropist,  Ernest  received*  these  visit- 
ers with  the  gentle  sincerity  that  had  characterized  him 
from  boyhood,  and  spoke  freely  with  them  of  whatever 
came  uppermost,  or  lay  deepest  in  his  heart  or  their  own. 
While  they  talked  together,  his  face  would  kindle,  una- 
wares, and  shine  upon  them,  as  with  a  mild  evening 
ight.  Pensive  with  the  fulness  of  such  discourse,  his 
guests  took  leave  and  went  their  way ;  and,  passing  up 
the  valley,  paused  to  look  at  the  Great  Stone  Face, 
imagining  that  they  had  seen  its  likeness  in  a  human 
countenance,  but  could  not  remember  where. 

While  Ernest  had  been  growing  up  and  growing  old, 
a  bountiful  Providence  had  granted  a  new  poet  to  this 
earth.     He,  likewise,  was  a  native  of  tJie  valley  tut  bad 
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spent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  at  a  distance  from  that 
romantic  region,  pouring  out  his  sweet  music  amid  the 
bustle  and  din  of  cities.  Often,  however,  did  the  moun- 
tains which  had  been  familiar  to  him  in  his  childhood 
lift  their  snowy  peaks  into  the  clear  atmosphere  cf  his 
poetry.  Neither  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  foi^otten, 
for  ^e  poet  had  celebrated  it  in  an  ode,  which  was  grand 
enough  to  have  been  uttered  by  its  own  majestic  lips. 
This  man  of  genius,  we  may  say,  had  come  down  from 
heaven  with  wonderful  endowments.  If  he  sang  of  a 
■'^^ountain,  the  eyes  of  all  mankind  beheld  a  mightier 
granueur  reposing  on  its  breast,  or  soaring  to  its  summit, 
than  had  before  been  seen  there.  If  his  theme  were  a 
lovely  lake,  a  celestial  smile  had  now  been  thrown  over 
it,  to  gleam  forever  on  its  surface.  If  it  were  the  vast 
old  sea,  even  the  deep  immensity  of  its  dread  bosom 
seemed  to  swell  the  higher,  as  if  moved  by  the  emotions 
of  the  song.  Thus  the  world  assumed  another  and  a 
better  aspect  from  the  hour  that  tlie  poet  blessed  it  with 
his  happy  eyes.  The  Creator  had  bestowed  him,  as  the 
last,  best  touch  to  his  own  handiwork.  Creation  was 
not  finished  till  the  poet  came  to  interpret,  and  so  com- 
plete it. 

The  effect  was  no  less  high  and  beautiful,  when  his 
human  brethren  were  the  subject  of  his  verse.  The  man 
or  woman,  sordid  with  the  common  dust  of  life,  who 
crossed  his  daily  path,  and  the  little  child  who  played  in 
itf  were  glorified  if  he  beheld  them  in  his  mood  of  poetic 
feith.  He  showed  the  golden  line's  of  the  great  chain 
that  intertwined  them  with  an  angelic  kindred;  he 
brought  out  the  hidden  traits  of  a  cfilestkl  birth  that 
made  them  worthy  of  such  kin.     Som^,  indeed,  thpiv 
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were,  who  thought  to  show  the  soundness  of  their  judg- 
ment by  affirming  that  all  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the 
natural  world  existed  only  in  the  poet's  fancy.  Let  such 
men  speak  for  themselves,  who  undoubtedly  appear  to 
have  been  spawned  forth  by  Nature  with  a  contemptuous 
bitterness;  she  having  plastered  them  up  out  of  her 
refuse  stuff,  after  all  the  swine  were  made.  As  respects 
all  things  else,  the  poet's  ideal  was  the  truest  truth. 

The  songs  of  this  poet  found  their  way  to  Ernest.  He 
read  them,  after  his  customary  toil,  seated  on  the  bench 
before  his  cottage  door,  where,  for  such  a  length  of  time, 
he  had  filled  his  repose  with  thought,  by  gazing  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face.  And  now,  as  he  read  stanzas  that 
caused  the  soul  to  thrill  within  him,  he  lifted  his  eyes 
to  the  vast  countenance  beaming  on  him  so  benig- 
nantly. 

"0,  majestic  friend,"  he  murmured,  addressing  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  "  is  not  this  man  worthy  to  resemble 
thee?" 

The  Face  seemed  to  smile,  but  "answered  not  a  word. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  poet,  though  he  dwelt  so 
far  awp.y,  had  not  only  heard  of  Ernest,  but  had  medi- 
tated much  upon  his  character,  until  he  deemed  nothing 
so  desirable  as  to  meet  this  man,  whose  untaught  wis- 
dom walked  hand  in  hand  with  the  noble  simplicity  of 
his  life.  One  summer  morning,  therefore,  he  took  pas- 
sage by  the  railroad,  and,  in  the  decline  of  the  afternoon, 
alighted  from  the  cars  at  no  great  distance  from  Ernest's 
cottage.  The  great  hotel,  which  had  formerly  been  the 
l>alace  of  Mr.  Gathergold,  was  close  at  hand,  but  the 
pihU  with  his  :arpet-bag  on  his  arm,  inquired  9t  oncf 
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where  Ernest  dwelt,  and  was  resolved  to  be  accepted  as 
his  guest. 

Appro&ching  the  door,  he  there  found  the  good  old 
man,  holding  a  volume  in  hb  hand,  which  alternately  he 
read,  and  then,  with  a  finger  between  the  leaves,  looked 
lovingly  at  the  Great  Stone  Face. 

"Good-evening,"  said  the  poet.  "Can  you  give  a 
traveller  a  night's  lodging  ?  " 

"  Willingly,"  answered  Ernest ;  and  then  he  added, 
a:niling,  "  Methinks  I  never  saw  the  Great  Stone  Face 
look  so  hospitably  at  a  stranger." 

The  poet  sat  down  on  the  bench  beside  him,  and  he 
and  Ernest  talked  together.  Often  had  the  poet  held 
intercourse  with  the  wittiest  and  the  wisest,  but  never 
before  with  a  man  like  Ernest,  whose  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings gushed  up  with  such  a  natural  freedom,  and  who 
made  great  truths  so  familiar  by  his  simple  utterance  of 
them.  Angels,  as  had  been  so  often  said,  seemed  to 
nave  wrought  with  him  at  his  labor  in  the  fields ;  angels 
seemed  to  have  sat  ^th  him  by  the  fireside ;  and,  dwell- 
ing with  angels  as  friend  with  friends,  he  had  imbibed  the 
sublimity  of  their  ideas,  and  imbued  it  with  the  sweet 
and  lowly  charm  of  household  words.  So  thought  the 
poet.  And  Ernest,  on  the  other  hand,  was  moved  and 
agitated  by  the  living  images  which  the  poet  flung  out 
of  his  mind,  and  which  peopled  all  the  air  about  the 
cottage  door  ^vith  shapes  of  beauty,  both  gay  and  pen- 
sive. The  sympathies  of  these  two  men  instructed  them 
with  a  profounder  sense  than  either  could  have  attained 
alone.  Their  minds  accorded  into  one  strain,  and  made 
delightful  music  which  neither  of  them  could  have 
claimed  as  all  his  own,  nor  distinguished  his  own  share 
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from  the  other's.  They  led  one  another,  as  it  were,  into 
a  high  pavilion  of  their  thoughts,  so  remote,  and  hitherto 
80  dim,  that  they  had  never  entered  it  before,  and  so  beau- 
tiful that  they  desired  to  be  there  always. 

As  Ernest  listened  to  the  poet,  he  imagined  that  the 
Great  Stone  Face  was  bending  forward  to  listen  too.  He 
gazed  earnestly  into  the  poet's  glowing  eyes. 

"  Who  are  you,  my  strangely  gifted  guest  ?  '*  he 
said. 

The  poet  laid  his  finger  on  the  volume  that  Ernest 
had  been  reading. 

"  You  have  read  these  poems,"  said  he.  "  You  know 
me,  then, — for  I  wrote  them." 

Again,  and  still  more  earnestly  than  before,  ISmest 
examined  the  poet's  features;  then  turned  towards  the 
Great  Stone  Face ;  then  back,  with  an  uncertain  aspect, 
to  his  guest.  But  his  countenance  fell ;  he  shook  his 
head,  and  sighed. 

"  Wherefore  are  you  sad  ?  "  inquired  the  poet. 

"  Because,"  replied  Ernest,  "  all  through  life  I  have 
awaited  the  fulfilment  of  a  prophecy ;  and,  when  I  read 
these  poems,  I  hoped  that  it  might  be  fulfilled  in  you.' 

*•  You  hoped,"  answered  the  poet,  faintly  smiling,  "  to 
find  in  me  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And 
you  are  disappointed,  as  formerly  with  Mr.  Gathergold, 
and  Old  Blood^nd-Thunder,  and  Old  Stony  Phiz,  Yes 
Ernest,  it  is  my  doom.  You  must  add  my  name  to  the 
ill'istrious  three,  and  record  another  failure  of  youi 
hopes.  For  —  in  shame  and  sadness  do  I  speak  it,  Er- 
nest—  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  typified  by  yonder  benign 
Vkd  majestic  image." 
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«  And  why  ?  "  asked  Ernest.    He  pointed  to  the  vol- 
ume ;  —  "  Are  not  those  thoughts  divine  ?  " 

"  They  have  a  strain  of  the  Divinity,"  replied  the 
poet.  "  You  can  hear  in  them  the  far-off  echo  of  a 
heavenly  song.  But  my  life,  dear  Ernest,  has  not  cor 
responded  with  my  thought.  I  have  had  grand  dreams 
but  they  have  been  only  dreams,  because  1  have  lived 
—  and  that,  too,  by  my  own  choice  —  among  poor  and 
mean  realities.  Sometimes  even  —  shall  I  dare  to  say 
it  ? —  I  lack  faith  in  the  grandeur,  the  beauty,  and  the 
goodness,  which  my  own  works  are  said  to  have  made 
more  evident  in  nature  and  in  human  life.  Why,  then, 
pure  seeker  of  the  good  and  true,  shouldst  thou  hope  to 
find  me,  in  yonder  image  of  the  divine  I " 

The  poet  spoke  sadly,  and  his  eyes  were  dim  with 
tears.     So,  likewise,  were  those  of  Ernest. 

At  the  hour  of  sunset,  as  had  long  been  his  frequent 
custom,  Ernest  was  to  discourse  to  an  assemblage  of  the 
neighboring  inhabitants,  in  the  open  air.  He  and  the 
poet,  arm  in  arm,  still  talking  together  as  they  went 
along,  proceeded  to  the  spot  It  was  a  small  nook  among 
the  hills,  with  a  gray  precipice  behind,  the  stem  front 
of  which  was  relieved  by  the  pleasant  foliage  of  many 
creeping  plants,  that  made  a  tapestry  for  the  naked 
rock,  by  hanging  their  festoons  from  all  its  rugged 
angles.  At  a  small  elevation  above  the  ground,  set  in 
a  rich  frame-work  of  verdure,  there  appeared  a  niche, 
spacious  enough  to  admit  a  human  figure,  with  freedom 
for  such  gestures  as  spontaneously  accompany  earnest 
thought  and  genuine  emotion.  Into  this  natural  pulpit 
Ernest  ascended,  and  threw  a  look  of  familiar  kindness 
round  upon  his  audience.     They  stood,  or  sat,  or  re^ 
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dmed  upon  the  grass,  as  seemed  goodto  each,  with  th9 
departing  sunshine  falling  obliquely  over  them,  and 
mingling  ita  subdued  cheerfulness  with  the  solemnity  of 
a  grove  of  ancient  trees,  beneath  and  amid  the  boughs 
of  which  the  golden  rays  were  constrained  to  pass.  In 
another  direction  was  seen  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with 
the  same  cheer,  combined  with  the  same  solemnity,  in 
its  benignant  aspect. 

Ernest  began  to  speak,  giving  to  the  people  of  what 
was  in  his  heart  and  mind.  His  words  had  power, 
because  they  accorded  with  his  thoughts;  and  his  thoughts 
had  reality  ^nd  depth,  because  they  harmonized  with  the 
life  which  he  had  always  lived.  It  was  not  mere  breath 
that  this  preacher  uttered ;  they  were  the  words  of  life 
because  a  life  of  good  deeds  and  holy  love  was  melted 
into  them.  Pearls,  pure  and  rich,  had  been  dissolved 
into  this  precious  draught.  The  poet,  as  he  listened, 
felt  that  the  being  and  character  of  Ernest  were  a  nobler 
strain  of  poetry  than  he  had  ever  written.  His  eyes 
glistening  with  tears,  he  gazed  reverentially  at  the  vene- 
rable man,  and  said  within  himself  that  never  was  there 
an  aspect  so  worthy  of  a  prophet  and  a  sage  as  that 
mild,  sweet,  thoughtful  countenance,  with  the  glory  of 
white  hair  diffused  about  it.  At  a  distance,  but  dis* 
tinctly  to  be  seen,  high  up  in  the  golden  light  of  th** 
setting  sun,  appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with  hoar\ 
mists  around  it,  like  the  white  hairs  around  the  brow 
of  Ernest.  Its  look  of  grand  beneficence  seemed  to 
embrace  the  world. 

At  that  moment,  in  sympathy  with  a  thought  which 
he  was  about"  to  utter,  the  face  of  Ernest  assumed  a 
grandeur  of  expression,  so  imbued  with  benevolence,  tha 
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&e  poet,  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  threw  his  arms  aloft, 
and  shouted, 

**  Behold !  Behoi'^  *  Ernest  is  himself  the  likeness  of 
the  Great  Stone  Face !  " 

Then  all  the  people  looked,  and  saw  that  what  the  deep* 
sighted  poet  said  was  true.  The  prophecy  was  fulfilled. 
But  Ernest,  having  finished  what  he  had  to  say,  took 
the  poet's  arm,  and  walked  slowly  homeward,  still  hoping 
that  some  \viser  and  better  man  than  hi^nself  would  by 
and  by  appear,  bearing  a  resemblaTur«  te  the  G^bat 
Stonb  Facs. 
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A  KEsr£CTABLE-i.ooKiNG  individual  makes  his  bow 
and  addresses  the  public.  In  my  daily  walks  along  the 
principal  street  of  my  native  town,  it  has  often  occurred 
to  me,  that,  if  its  growth  from  infancy  upward,  and 
the  vicissitude  of  characteristic  scenes  that  have  passed 
along  this  thoroughfare  during  the  more  than  two 
centuries  of  its  existence,  could  be  presented  to  the 
eye  in  a  shifting  panorama,  it  would  be  an  exceedingly 
effective  method  of  illustrating  the  march  of  time.  Act- 
ing on  this  idea,  I  have  contrived  a  certain  pictorial 
exhibition,  somewhat  in  the  nature  of  a  puppet-show,  by 
means  of  which  I  propose  to  call  up  the  multiform  and 
many-colored  Past  before  the  spectator,  and  show  him  the 
ghosts  of  his  forefathers,  amid  a  succession  of  historic 
incidents,  with  no  greater  trouble  than  the  turning  of  a 
crank.  Be  pleased,  therefore,  my  indulgent  patrons,  to 
walk  into  the  show-room,  and  take  your  seats  before 
yonder  mysterious  curtain.  The  little  wheels  and  springs 
of  my  machinery  have  been  well  oiled ;  a  multitude  of 
puppets  are  dressed  in  character,  representing  all  varie- 
ties of  fashion,  from  the  Puritan  cloak  and  jerkin  to  the 
latest  Oak  Hall  coat ;  the  lamps  are  trimmed,  and  shall 
brighten  into  noontide  sunshine,  or  fade  away  in  moon- 
light, or  mufHe  their  brilliancy  in  a  November  cloud,  as 
the  nature  of  the  scene  may  require ;  and,  in  short,  the 
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exhibition  is  just  ready  to  commence.  Unless  some* 
thing  should  go  wrong, — as,  for  instance,  the  misplacing 
of  a  picture,  whereby  the  people  and  events  of  one  cen- 
tury might  be  thrust  into  the  middle  of  another ;  or  the 
oreaking  of  a  wire,  wnich  would  bring  the  course  of 
time  to  a  sudden  period, —  barring,  I  say,  the  casualties 
to  which  such  a  complicated  piece  of  mechanism  is  lia- 
ble,—  I  flatter  myself,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  the 
performance  will  elicit  your  generous  approbation. 

Ting-a-ting-ting !  goes  the  bell ;  the  curtain  rises ;  and 
we  behold  —  not,  indeed,  the  Main-street  —  but  the  track 
of  leaf-strewn  forest-land  over  which  its  dusty  pavement 
is  hereafter  to  extend. 

You  perceive,  at  a  glance,  that  this  is  the  ancient  and 
primitive  wood, —  the  ever-youthful  and  venerably  old, — 
verdant  with  new  twigs,  yet  hoary,  as  it  were,  with  the 
snowfall  of  innumerable  years,  that  have  accumulated 
upon  its  intermingled  branches.  The  whit6  man's  axe 
has  never  smitten  a  single  tree ;  his  footstep  has  never 
crumpled  a  single  one  of  the  withered  leaves,  which  all 
the  autumns  since  the  flood  havd  been  harvesting  beneath. 
Yet,  see  !  along  through  the  vista  of  impending  boughs, 
there  is  already  a  faintly-traced  path,  running  nearly 
east  and  west,  as  if  a  prophecy  or  foreboding  of  the  future 
street  had  stolen  into  the  heart  of  the  solemn  old  wood. 
Onward  goes  this  hardly  perceptible  track,  now  ascend 
mg  over  a  natural  swell  of  land,  now  subsiding  gently 
into  a  hollow ;  traversed  here  by  a  little  streamlet,  which 
glitters  like  a  snake  through  the  gleam  of  sunshine,  and 
quickly  hides  itself  among  the  underbrush,  in  its  quest 
for  the  neighboring  cove;  and  impeded  there  by  the 
rtiassy  corpse  of  a  giant  of  the  forest,  which  had  lived 
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out  its  incalculaUe  term  of  life,  and  been  overthrown  hy 
mere  old  age,  and  lies  buried  in  the  new  vegetation  that 
is  bom  of  its  decay.  What  footsteps  can  have  worn 
this  half-^een  path  ?  Hark !  Do  we  not  hear  them  now 
rustling  softly  over  the  leaves  ?  We .  discern  an  Indian 
woman,  —  a  majestic  and  queenly  woman,  or  else  her 
spectral  jmage  does  not  represent  her  truly,  —  for  this  )» 
the  great  Squaw  Sachem,  whose  rule,  with  that  of  her 
sons,  extends  from  Mystic  to  Agawam.  That  red  chief, 
who  stalks  by  her  side,  is  Wappacowet,  her  second  hus- 
band, the  priest  and  magician,  whose  incantations  shall 
aereafter  affright  the  pale-faced  settlers  with  grisly  phan- 
toms, dancing  and  shrieking  in  the  woods,  at  midnight. 
:)ut  greater  would  be  the  affright  of  the  Indian  necro- 
nancer,  if,  mirrored  in  the  pool  of  water  at  his  feet,  he 
could  catch  a  prophetic  glimpse  of  the  noon-day  marvels 
which  the  white  man  is  destined  to  achieve  ;  if  he  could 
see,  as  in  a  dream,  the  stone-front  of  the  stately  hall, 
which  will  cast  its  shadow  over  this  very  spot ;  if  he 
could  be  aware  that  the  future  edifice  will  contain  a  noble 
^Museum,  where,  among  countless  curiosities  of  earth  and 
sea,  a  few  Indian  arrow-heads  shall  be  treasured  up  aa 
memorials  of  a  vanished  race  ! 

No  such  forebodings  disturb  the  Squaw  Sachem  and 
Wappacowet  They  pass  on,  beneath  the  tangled  shade, 
holding  high  talk  on  matters  of  state  and  religion,  and 
imagine,  doubtless,  that  their  own  system  of  affairs  will 
endure  forever.  Meanwhile,  how  full  of  its  own  proper 
life  is  the  scene  that  lies  around  them!  The  gray 
squirrel  runs  up  the  treos,  and  rustles  among  the  upper 
branches.  Was  not  that  the  leap  of  a  deer  ?  And  there 
is  the  whirr  of  a  partridge !    Methinks,  too,  I  catch  the 
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cruel  and  stealthy  eye  of  a  wolf,  as  he  draws  back  int^ 
yonder  impervious  density  of  underbrush.  So,  there, 
amid  the  murmur  of  boughs,  go  the  Indian  queen  and 
the  Indian  priest ;  while  tne  gloom  of  the  broad  wilder- 
ness impends  over  them,  and  its  sombre  mystery  invests 
them  as  with  something  preternatural ;  and  only  mo- 
mentary streaks  of  quivering  sunlight,  once  in  a  great 
while,  find  their  way  down,  and  glimmer  among  the 
feathers  in  their  dusky  hair.  Can  it  be  that  the  thronged 
street  of  a  city  will  ever  pass  into  this  twilight  solitude, 
—  over  those  soft  heaps  of  the  decaying  tree-trunks, 
and  through  the  swampy  places,  green  with  water-moss, 
and  penetrate  that  hopeless  entanglement  of  great 
trees,  which  have  been  uprooted  and  tossed  together  by 
a  whirlwind  ?  It  has  been  a  wilderness  from  the  creation. 
Must  it  not  be  a  wilderness  forever  ? 

Here  an  acidulous-looking  gentleman  in  blue  glasses, 
with  bows  of  Berlin  steel,  who  has  taken  a  seat  at  the 
extremity  of  the  front  row,  begins,  at  this  early  stage  of 
the  exhibition,  to  criticize. 

"  The  whole  affair  is  a  manifest  catch-penny ! "  observes 
he,  scarcely  under  his  breath.  "  The  trees  look  more 
like  weeds  in  a  garden  than  a  primitive  forest;  the 
Squaw  Sachem  and  Wappacowet-  are  stiff  in  their  paste- 
board joints ;  and  the  squirrels,  the  deer,  and  the  wolf, 
move  with  all  the  grace  of  a  child's  wooden  monkey, 
sliding  up  and  down  a  stick." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you,  sir,  for  the  candor  of  your 
remarks,"  replies  the  showman,  with  a  bow.  "  Perhaps 
they  are  just.  Human  art  has  its  limits,  and  we  must 
now  and  then  ask  a  little  aid  from  the  spectator's  imag 
inatiou." 
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**  You  will  get  no  such  aid  from  mine,"  responds  the 
iritic.  "  I  make  it  a  point  to  see  things  precisely  as  they 
are.     But  come  !  go  ahead  !  the  stage  is  waiting ! " 

The  showman  proceeds. 

Casting  our  eyes  again  over  the  scene,  we  perceivo 
that  strangers  have  found  their  way  into  the  solitary 
place.  In  more  than  one  spot,  among  the  trees,  an 
upheaved  axe  is  glittering  in  the  sunshine.  Koger 
Conant,  the  first  settler  in  Naumkeag,  has  built  his 
dwelling,  months  ago,  on  the  border  of  the  forest-path ; 
and  at  this  moment  he  comes  eastward  through  the  vista 
of  woods,  with  his  gun  over  his  shoulder,  bringing  home 
the  choice  portions  of  a  deer.  His  stalwart  figure,  clad 
in  a  leathern  jerkin  and  breeches  of  the  same,  strides 
sturdily  onward,  with  such  an  air  of  physical  force  and 
energy  that  we  might  almost  expect  the  very  trees  to 
stand  aside,  and  give  him  room  to  pass.  And  so,  indeed, 
they  must ;  for,  humble  as  is  his  name  in  history,  Roger 
Conant  still  is  of  that  class  of  men  who  do  not  merely 
find,  but  make,  their  place  in  the  system  of  human 
affairs ;  a  man  of  thoughtful  strength,  he  has  planted 
the  germ  of  a  city.  There  stands  his  habitation,  show- 
ing in  its  rough  architecture  some  features  of  the  Indian 
wigwam,  and  some  of  the  log  cabin,  and  somewhat,  too, 
of  the  straw-thatched  cottage  in  Old  England,  where  this 
good  yeoman  had  his  birth  and  breeding.  The  dwelling 
is  surrounded  by  a  cleared  space  of  a  fe\V  acres,  where 
Indian  com  grows  thrivingly  among  the  stumps  of  the 
trees ;  while  the  dark  forest  hems  it  in,  and  seems  to 
gaze  silently  and  solemnly,  as  if  wondering  at  the 
breadth  of  sunshine  which  the  white  man  spreads  around 
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him      An  Indian,  half  hidden  in  the  dusky  shade,  is 
gazing  and  wondering  too. 

Within  the  door  of  the  cottage  you  discern  the  wife^ 
with  her  ruddy  English  cheek.  She  is  singing,  doubt- 
less, a  psalm  tune,  at  her  household  work ;  or,  perhaps 
she  sighs  at  the  remembrance  of  the  cheerful  gossip,  aiid 
all  the  merry- social  life,  of  her  native  village  beyond  tha 
vast  and  melancholy  sea.  Yet  the  next  moment  she 
laughs,  with  sympathetic  glee,  at  the  sports  of  her  little 
tribe  of  children;  and  soon  turns  round,  with  the  home- 
look  in  her  face,  as  her  husband's  foot  is  heard  approach- 
ing  the  rough-hewn  threshold.  How.  sweet  must  it  be 
for  those  who  have  an  Eden  in  their  hearts,  like  Roger 
Gonant  and  his  wife,  to  find  a  new  world  to  project  it 
into,  as  they  have,  instead  of  dwelling  among  old  haunts 
of  men,  where  so  many  household  fires  have  been  kin- 
dled and  burnt  out,  that  the  very  glow  of  happiness  has 
something  dreary  in  it !  Not  that  this  pair  are  alone  in 
their  wild  Eden,  for  here  comes  Goodwife  Massey,  the 
young  spouse  of  Jeffrey  Massey,  from  her  home  hard  by, 
with  an  infant  at  her  breast.  Dame  Gonant  has  another 
of  like  age ;  and  it  shall  hereafter  be  one  of  the  disputed 
points  of  history  which  of  these  two  babies  was  the  first 
town-bom  child. 

But  see !  Roger  Gonant  has  other  neighbors  within 
view.  Peter  Palfrey  likewise  has  built  himself  a  house 
and  so  has  Balch,  and  Norman,  and  Woodbury.  Their 
dwellings,  indeed,  —  such  is  the  ingenious  contiivance 
of  this  piece  of  pictorial  mechanism,  —  seem  to  have 
arisen,  at  various  poirts  of  the  scene,  even  while  we 
have  been  looking  at  it.  The  forest-track,  trodden  more 
and  more  by  the  hob-nailed  shoes  of  these  sturdy  and 
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pondeious  Englishmen,  has  now  a  distJiutness  which  it 
never  could  have  acquired  from  the  light  tread  of  a  hun*- 
dred  times  as  many  Indian  moccasins.  It  .will  he  a 
street,  anon.  As  we  observe  it  now,  it  goes  onward 
from  one  clearing  to  another,  here  plunging  into  a 
shadowy  strip  of  woods,  there  open  to  the  sunshine,  but 
everywhere  showing  a  decided  line,  along  which  human 
interests  have  begun  to  hold  their  career.  Over  yonder 
swampy  spot,  two  trees  have  been  felled,  and  laid  side 
by  side,  to  make  a  causeway.  In  another  place,  the  axe 
has  cleared  away  a  confused  intricacy  of  fallen  trees  and 
clustered  boughs,  which  had  been  tossed  together  by  a 
hurricane.  So  now  the  little  children,  just  beginning 
to  run  alone,  may  trip  along  the  path,  and  not  often 
stumble  over  an  impediment,  unless  they  stray  from  it 
to  gather  wood-berries  beneath  the  trees.  And,  besides 
the  feet  of  grown  people  and  children,  ihere  are  the 
cloven  hoofs  of  a  small  herd  of  cows,  who  seek  their 
subsistence  from  the  native  grasses,  and  help  to  deepen 
the  track  of  the  future  thoroughfare.  Goats  also  browse 
along  it,  and  nibble  at  the  twigs  that  thrust  themselves 
across  the  way.  Not  seldom,  in  its  more  secluded  por- 
tions, where  the  black  shadow  of  the  forest  strives  to 
hide  the  trace  of  human  footsteps,  stalks  a  gaunt  wolf, 
on  the  watch  for  a  kid  or  a  young  calf;  or  fixes  his 
hungry  gaze  on  the  group  of  children  gathering  berries, 
and  can  .hardly  forbear  to  rush  upon  them.  And  the 
Indians,  coming  from  their  distant  wigwams  to  view  the 
white  man's  settlement,  marvel  at  the  deep  track  which 
he  makes,  and  perhaps  are  saddeneo  ay  a  flitting  pre- 
sentiment that  this  heavy  tread  will  find  its  way  over 
ail  the  land    and  tbn  the  wild  woods,  the  wild  wolf 
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and  the  wild  Indian,  will  alike  be  trampled  beneath  it. 
Even  so  shall  it  be.  The  pavements  of  the  Main-street 
must  be  laid  over  the  red  man's  grave. 

Behold !  here  is  a  spectacle  which  should  be  usheiea 
in  by  the  peal  of  trumpets,  if  Naumkeag  had  ever  yet 
heard  that  ^.heery  music,  and  by  the  roar  of  cannoiu 
echoing  among  the  woods.  A  procession.  —  for,  by  its 
dignity,  as  marking  an  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  street, 
it  deserves  that  name,  —  a  procession  advances  along 
the  pathway.  The  good  ship  Abigail  has  arrived  from 
England,  bringing  wares  and  merchandise,  for  the  com- 
fort of  the  inhabitants,  and  traffic  with  the  Indians; 
bringing  passengers  too,  and,  more  important  than  all,  a 
governor  for  the  new  settlement.  Roger  Gonant  and 
Peter  Palfrey,  with  their  companions,  have  been  to  the 
shore  to  welcome  him ;  and  now,  with  such  honor  and 
triumph  as  their  rude  way  of  life  permits,  are  escorting 
the  sea-flushed  voyagers  to  their  habitations.  At  the 
point  where  Endicott  enters  upon  the  scene,  two  ven- 
erable trees  unite  their  branches  high  above  his  head ; 
thus  forming  a  triumphal  arch  of  living  verdure,  beneath 
which  he  pauses,  with  his  wife  leaning  on  his  arm,  to 
catch  the  first  impression  of  their  new-found  home.  The 
old  settlers  gaze  not  less  earnestly  at  him,  than  he  at  the 
hoary  woods  and  the  rough  surface  of  the  clearings. 
They  like  his  bearded  face,  under  the  shadow  of  the 
broad-brimmed  and  steeple-crowned  Puritan  hat ;  —  a 
visage  resolute,  grave,  and  thoughtful,  yet  apt  to  kindle 
with  that  glow  of  a  cheerful  spirit  by  which  men  of 
stit>ng  character  are  enabled  to  go  joyfully  on  theii 
proper  task&.  His  form,  too,  as  you  see  it,  in  a  doublet! 
and  hose  of  sad-colored  cloth,  is  of  a  manly  make,  fit  for 
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loil  and  wardship,  and  fit  to  wield  the  heavy  sword  that 
hangs  Irom  his  leathern  helt.  His  aspect  is  a  better 
warrant  for  the  ruler's  office  than  tne  parchment  com- 
mission which  he  bears,  however  fortified  it  may  be  with 
the  broad  seal  of  the  London  council.  Peter  Palfrey 
nods  to  Roger  Conant.  "The  worshipful  Court  of 
Assistants  have  done  wisely,"  say  they  between  them« 
selves.  "They  have  chosen  for  our  governor  a  man 
out  of  a  thousand."  Then  they  toss  up  their  hats,  — 
they,  and  all  the  uncouth  figures  of  their  company,  most 
of  whom  are  clad  in  skins,  inasmuch  as  their  old  kersey 
and  linsey-woolsey  garments  have  been  torn  and  tattered 
by  many  a  long  month's  wear, — they  all  toss  up  their 
hats,  and  salute  their  new  governor  and  captain  with  a 
hearty  English  shout  of  welcome.  We  seem  to  hear  it 
with  our  own  ears,  so  perfectly  is  the  action  represented 
in  this  life-like,  this  almost  magic  picture ! 

But  have  you  observed  the  lady  who  leans  upon  the 
arm  of  Endicott?  —  a  rose  of  beauty  ^om  an  English 
garden,  now  to  be  transplanted  to  a  ^*  ^her  soil.  It  may 
be  that,  long  years  —  centuries,  ip^jed  —  after  this  fair 
flower  shall  have  decayed,  other  *  jowers  of  the  same  race 
will  appear  in  the  same  soil,  a  .d  gladden  other  genem* 
tions  with  hereditary  beauty.  Does  not  the  vision 
haunt  us  yet?  Has  not  Nature  kept  the  mould 
unbroken,  deeming  it  a  pity  that  the  idea  should  vanish 
from  mortal  sight  forever,  ailter  only  once  assuming 
earthly  substance?  Do  we  not  recognize,  in  that  fair 
woman's  face,  the  model  of  features  which  still  beam,  at 
happy  moments,  on  what  was  then  the  woodland  path* 
way,  but  has  long  since  ^own  into  a  busy  street  ? 

"This  w  too  ridiculous! — positively  insufferable  " 
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mutters  the  same  critic  who  had  before  expressed  hii 
disapprobation.  "  Here  is  a  pasteboard  figure,  such  as  a 
child  would  cut  out  of  a  card,  with  a  pair  of  very  dull 
scissors ;  and  the  fellow  modestly  requests  us  to  see  ia 
it  the  prototype  of  hereditary  beauty !  '* 

"  But,  sir,  you  have  not  the  proper  point  of  view, ' 
remarks  the  showman.  "  You  sit  altogether  too  near  to 
get  the  best  effect  of  my  pictorial  exhibition.  Pray, 
oblige  me  by  removing  to  this  other  bench,  and  I  ven- 
ture to  assure  you  the  proper  light  and  shadow  wiD 
transform  the  spectacle  into  quite  another  thing." 

"  Pshaw ! "  replies  the  critic :  "  I  want  no  other  light 
and  shade.  I  have  already  told  you  that  it  is  my  busi- 
ness to  see  things  just  as  they  are.** 

"I  would  suggest  to  the  author  of  this  ingenious 
exhibition,*'  observes  a  ^ntlemanly  person,  who  has 
shown  signs  of  being  much  interested,  "  I  would  suggest, 
that  Anna  Gower,  the  first  wife  of  Governor  Endicott, 
and  who  came  with  him  from  England,  left  no  posterity ; 
and  that,  consequently,  we  cannot  be  indebted  to  that 
honorable  lady  for  any  specimens  of  feminine  loveliness 
now  extant  among  us.** 

Having  nothing  to  allege  against  this  genealogical 
objection,  the  showman  points  again  to  the  scene. 

During  this  little  interruption,  you  perceive  that  the 
Anglo-Saxon  enei^  —  as  the  phrase  now  goes  —  has 
been  at  work  in  the  spectacle  before  us.  So  many 
chimneys  now  send  up  their  smoke,  that  it  begins  to 
have  the  aspect  of  a  village  street ;  although  everything 
is  so  inartificial  and  inceptive,  that  it  seems  as  if  one 
returning  wave  of  the  wild  nature  might  overwhelm  it 
%U..   But  the  one  edifice  which  gives  the  pledge  of  perroa- 
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\  to  tliis  bold  enterprise  is  seen  at  the  central  point 
e[  the  picture.  There  stands  the  meeting-house,  a 
small  structure,  low-roofed,  without  a  spire,  and  built  of 
rough  timber,  newly  hewn,  with  the  sap  still  in  the 
logs,  and  here  and  there  a  strip  of  bark  adhering  to 
them.  A  meaner  temple  was  never  consecrated  to  the 
worship  of  the  Deity.  With  the  alternative  of  kneeling 
beneath  the  awful  vault  of  the  firmament,  it  is  strange 
that  men  should  creep  into  this  pent-up  nook,  and  expect 
God's  presence  there.  Such,  at  least,  one  would 
imagine,  might  be  the  feeling  of  the^e  forest-settlers^ 
accustomed,  as  they  had  been,  to  stand  under  the  dim 
arches  of  vast  cathedrals,  and  to  offer  up  their  hereditary 
worship  in  the  old,  ivy-covered  churches  of  rural 
England,  around  which  lay  the  bones  of  many  genera- 
tions of  their  forefathers.  How  could  they  dispense 
with  the  carved  altar-work?— how,  with  the  pictured 
windows,  where  the  light  of  common  day  was  hallowed 
by  being  transmitted  through  the  glorified  figures  of 
saints? — how,  with  the  lofty  roof,  imbued,  as  it  must 
have  been,  with  the  prayers  that  had  gone  upward  for 
centuries? — how,  with  the  rich  peal  of  the  solemn 
organ,  rolling  along  the  aisles,  pervading  the  whole 
church,  and  sweeping  the  soul  away  on  a  flood  of 
audible  religion?  They  needed  nothing  of  all  this. 
Their  house  of  worship,  like  their  ceremonial,  wa^ 
naked,  simple,  and  severe.  But  the  zeal  of  a  recover er 
faith  burned  like  a  lamp  within  their  hearts,  enriching 
everything  around  them,  with  its  radiance;  making  of 
these  new  walls,  and  this  narrow  compass,  its  own  cathe- 
dral; and  being,  in  itself,  that  spiritual  mystery  and 
experience,  of  which  sacred  architecture,  pictured  '▼in- 
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dows,  and  the  organ's  grand  solemnity,  arc  remote  and 
imperfect  symbols.  A.11  was  well,  so  long  as  their  lampft 
were  freshly  kindlecl  at  the  heavenly  flame.  After  a 
while,  however,  whether  in  their  time  or  their  child reu's, 
these  lamps  began  to  bum  more  dimly,  or  with  a  less 
genuine  lustre ;  and  then  it  might  b6  seen  how  hard, 
cold  and  confined,  was  their  system,  —  how  like  an  iron 
cage  was  that  which  they  called  Liberty. 

Too  much  of  this.  Look  again  at  the  picture,  and 
observe  how  the  aforesaid  Anglo-Saxon  energy  is  now 
trampling  along  the  street,  and  raising  a  positive  cloud 
of  dust  beneath  its  sturdy  footsteps.  For  there  the 
caipenters  are  building  a  new  house,  the  frame  of  which 
was  hewn  and  fitted  in  England,  of  English  oak,  and 
sent  hither  on  shipboard ;  and  here  a  blacksmith  makes 
huge  clang  and  clatter  on  his  anvil,  shaping  out  tools  and 
weapons ;  and  yonder  a  wheelwright,  who  boasts  him- 
self a  London  workman,  regularly  bred  to  his  handi- 
craft, is  fashioning  a  set  of  wagon-wheels,  the  track  of 
which  shall  soon  be  visible.  The  wild  forest  is  shrink- 
ing back ;  the  street  has  lost  the  aromatic  odor  of  the 
pine-uees,  ^nd  of  the  sweet  fern  that  grew  beneath  them. 
The  tendPT  and  modest  wild-flowers,  those  gentle  children 
of  savage  nature  that  grew  pale  beneath  the  ever-brood- 
ing shade,  have  shrunk  away  and  disappeared,  like  stars 
that  ^'anish  in  the  breadth  of  light.  Gardens  are  fenced 
in,  and  display  pumpkin-beds  and  rows  of  cabbages  and 
beans ;  and,  though  the  governor  and  the  minister  both 
view  them  with  a  disapproving  eye,  plants  of  broad- 
leaved  tobacco,  which  the  cultivators  aio  enjoined  to  use 
privily,  or  not  at  all.  No  wolf,  for  a  year  past,  has 
been  heard  to  bark,  or  known  to  range  among  the  dwell 
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mgSf  except  that  single  one,  whose  grisly  head,  with  a 
plash  of  blood  oeneath  it,  is  now  affixed  to  the  portal  of 
the  meeting-house.  The  partridge  has  ceased  to  run 
across  the  too-frequented  path.  Of  all  the  wild  life  that 
used  to  throng  here,  only  the  Indians  stiU  come  into  the 
settlement,  bringing  the  skins  of  beaver  and  otter,  bear 
and  elk,  which  they  sell  to  Endicott  for  the  wares  cf 
England.  And  there  is  little  John  Massey,  the  son  of 
Jeffrey  Massey  and  first-bom  of  Naumkeag,  playing  be- 
side his  father's  threshold,  a  child  of  six  or  seven  years  old. 
Which  is  the  better-grown  infant, — the  town  or  the  boy? 
The  red  men  have  become  aware  that  the  street  is  no 
longer  free  to  them,  save  by  the  sufferance  and  permis- 
sion of  the  settlers.  Often,  to  impress  them  with  an 
awe  of  English  power,  there  is  a  muster  and  training 
of  the  town-forces,  and  a  stately  march  of  the  mail-clad 
band,  like  this  which  we  now  see  advancing  up  the 
street.  There  they  come,  fifty  of  them,  or  more ;  all 
with  their  iron  breastplates  and  steel  caps  well  burnished, 
and  glimmering  bravely  against  the  sun ;  their  ponder- 
ous muskets  on  their  shoulders,  their  bandaliers  about 
their  waists,  their  lighted  matches  in  their  hands,  and 
the  drum  and  fife  playing  cheerily  before  them.  See  ! 
do  they  not  step  .  like  martial  men  ?  Do  they  not 
manoeuvre  like  soldiers  who  have  seen  stricken  fields  ? 
And  well  they  may ;  for  this  band  is  composed  of  pre- 
cisely such  materials  as  those  with  which  Cromwell  is 
preparing  to  beat  down  the  strength  of  a  kingdom :  and 
his  famous  regiment  of  Ironsides  might  be  recruited  from 
just  such  men.  In  everything,  at  this  period,  New  Eng- 
land was  the  essential  spirit  and  flower  of  that  which 
was  about  to  become  uppermost  in  the  mother-country 
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Many  a  bold  and  wise  man  lost  the  fai  le  which  woidd 
have  accrued  to  hin^  in  English  history  by  crossing  the 
Atlantic  with  our  forefathers.  Many  a  valiant  captain, 
who  might  h.we  been  foremost  at  Marston  Moor  oi 
Naseby,  exhausted  his  martial  ardor  in  the  command  of 
a  log-built  fortress,  like  that  which  you  observe  on  the 
gently  rising  ground  at  the  right  of  the  pathway,  —  iti 
banner  fluttering  in  the  breeze,  and  the  culverins  and 
sakeps  showing  their  deadly  muzzles  over  the  rampart 
A  multitude  of  people  were  now  thronging  to  New 
England :  some,  because  the  ancient  and  ponderous 
frame-work  of  Church  and  State  threatened  to  crumble 
down  upon  their  heads  ;  others,  because  they  despaired 
of  such  a  downfall.  Among  those  who  came  to  Naiun- 
keag  were  men  of  history  and  legend,  whose  feet  leave 
a  track  of  brightness  along  any.  pathway  which  they 
have  trodden.  You  shall  behold  their  life-like  images, 
—  their  spectres,  if  you  choose  so  to  call  them,—  pass 
ing,  encountering  with  a  familiar  nod,  stopping  to  con- 
verse  together,  praying,  bearing  weapons,  laboring  or 
resting  from  their  labors,  in  the  Main-street.  Here, 
now,  comes  Hugh  Peters,  an  earnest,  restless  man, 
walking  swiftly,  as  being  impelled  by  that  fiery  activity  of 
nature  which  shall  hereafter  thrust  him  into  the  conflict 
of  dangerous  aflairs,  make  him  the  chaplain  and  coun- 
sellor of  Cromwell,  and  finally  bring  him  to  a  bloody 
end.  He  pauses,  by  the  meeting-house,  to  exchange  a 
greeting  with  Roger  Williams,  whose  face  indicates, 
methinks,  a  gentler  spirit,  kinder  and  more  expansive, 
than  that  of  Peters  ;  yet  not  less  active  for  what  he  dis* 
cems  to  be  the  will  of  God,  or  the  welfare  ot  mankind. 
And  look !  here  is  a  guest  for  End/cott,  coming  forth  out 
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e^  the  forest,  through  which  he  has  been  journeying  from 
Boston,  and  which,  with  its  rude  branches,  has  caught 
hold  of  his  attire,  and  has  wet  his  feet  with  its  swamps 
and  streams.  Still  there  is  something  in  his  mild  and 
venerable,  though  not  aged  presence, — a  propriety,  an 
equilibrium,  in  Governor  Winthrop*8  nature, — that  causes 
the  disarray  of  his  costume  to  be  unnoticed,  and  gives 
us  the  same  impression  as  if  he  were  clad  in  such  grave 
and  rich  attire  as  we  may  suppose  him  to  have  worn  in 
the  Council-chamber  of  the  colony.  Is  not  this  char* 
icteristic  wonderfully  perceptible  in  our  spectral  repre- 
sentative of  his  person  ?  But  what  dignitary  is  this 
crossing  from  the  other  side  to  greet  the  governor?  A 
stately  personage,  in  a  dark  velvet  cloak,  with  a  hoary 
beard,  and  a  gold  chain  across  his  breast ;  he  has  the 
authoritative  port  of  one  who  has  filled  the  highest  civic 
station  in  the  first  of  cities.  Of  all  men  in  the  worid, 
we  should  least  expect  to  meet  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Lon- 
don—  as  Sir  Richard  Saltcmstall  has  been,  once  and 
again  —  in  a  forest-bordered  settlement  d*  the  western 
wilderness. 

Further  down  the  street,  we  see  Emanuel  Downmg,  a 
grave  and  worthy  citizen,  with  his  son  George,  a  stripling 
;7ho  has  a  career  before  him;  his  shrewd  and  quick 
capacity  and  pliant  conscience  shall  not  only  exalt  him 
high,  but  secure  him  from  a  downfall.  Here  is  another 
figure,  on  whose  characteristic  make  and  expressive 
action  I  will  stake  the  credit  of  my  pictorial  puppet- 
show.  Have  you  not  already  detected  a  quaint,  sly 
humor  in  that  face,  —  an  eccentricity  in  the  manner,  — 
a  certain  indescribable  waywardness, — all  the  marks,  in 
•hoft,  of  an  original  man,  unmistakably  impressed,  yet 
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kept  down  by  a  sense  of  clenoal  restoiint?  That  if 
Nathaniel  Ward,  the  minister  of  Ipswich,  but  better 
remembered  as  the  simple  cobbler  of  Agawam.  lie 
hammered  his  sole  so  faithfully,  and  stitched  his  upper- 
leather  so  well,  that  the  shoe  is  hardly  yet  worn  out, 
though  thrown  aside  for  some  two  centuries  past.  And 
next,  4^mong  these'  Puritans  and  Roundheads,  we  observe 
the  very  model  of  a  Cavalier,  with  the  curling  lovelock, 
the  fantastically  trimmed  beard,  the  embroidery,  the 
ornamented  rapier,  the  gilded  dagger,  and  all  other 
foppishnesses  that  distinguished  the  wild  gallants  who 
rode  headlong  to  their  overthrow  in  the  cause  of  King 
Charles.  This  is  Morton  of  Merry  Mount,  who  has 
come  hither  to  hold  a  council  with  Endicott,  but  will 
shortly  be  his  prisoner.  Yonder  pale,  decayingf  figure 
of  a  white-robed  woman,  who  glides  slowly  along  the 
street,  is  the  Lady  Arabella,  looking  for  her  own  grave 
m  the  virgin  soil.  That  other  female  form,  who  seems 
to  be  talking  —  we  might  almost  say  preaching  or 
expounding — in  the  centre  of  a  group  of  profoundly 
attentive  auditors,  is  Ann  Hutchinson.  And  here  comes 
Vane. 

**  But,  my  dear  sir,"  interrupts  the  same  gentleman 
who  before  questioned  the  showman's  genealogical  accu- 
racy, "  allow  me  to  observe  that  these  historical  person 
ages  could  not  possibly  have  met  together  in  the  Main 
street.  They  might,  and  probably  did,  all  visit  our  old 
town,  at  one  time  or  another,  but  not  simultaneously  f 
and  3^ou  have  fallen  into  anachronisms  that  I  positively 
shudder  to  think  of  J  " 

"The  fellow,"  adds  the  scarcely  civil  critic,  "has 
b»med  a  bead-roll  of  historic  names,  whom  he  lugs  into 
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his  pictona.  puppet-show,  as  he  calls  it,  helter-skelter 
without  caring  whether  they  were  contemporaries  or  not, 
—  and  sets  them  all  by  the  ears  together.  But  was 
there  ever  such  a  fund  of  impudence?  To  hear  his 
running  commentary,  you  would  suppose  that  these 
miserable  slips  of  painted  pasteboard,  with  hardly  the 
remotest  outlines  of  the  human  figure,  had  all  the  char- 
acter and  expression  of  Michael  Angelo's  pictures. 
Well !  go  on,  sir  !  " 

"Sir,  you  break  the  illusion  of  the  scene,"  mildly 
remonstrates  the  showman. 

•*  Illusion !  What  illusion  ?  "  rejoins  the  critic,  with  a 
contemptuous  snort.  "  On  the  word  of  a  gentleman,  I 
see  nothing  illusive  in  the  wretchedly  bedaubed  sheet  of 
canvas  that  forms  your  back-ground,  or  in  these  paste 
board  slips  that  hitch  and  jerk  along  the  front.  The 
only  illusion,  permit  me  to  say,  is  in  the  puppet-show- 
man's tongue, — and  that  but  a  wretched  one,  into  the 
bargain ! " 

"We  public  men,"  replies  the  showman,  meekly, 
"  must  lay  our  account,  sometimes,  to  meet  an  uncandid 
severity  of  criticism.  But  —  merely  for  your  own  pleas- 
ure, sir — let  me  entreat  you  to  take  another  point  of 
view.  Sit  further  back,  by  that  young  lady,  in  whose 
face  I  have  watched  the  reflection  of  every  changing 
scene ;  only  oblige  me  by  sitting  there ;  and,  take  my 
word  for  it,  the  slips  of  pasteboard  shall  assume  spiritual 
life,  and  the  bedaubed  canvas  become  an  airy  and 
changeable  reflex  of  what  it  purports  to  represent." 

"  I  know  better,"  retorts  the  critic,  settling  himself  ii 
his  seat,  with  sullen  but  self-complacer  t  immovablenesa 
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*'  And,  as  for  my  own  pleasure,  I  shall  best  con&iilt  it  hf 
remaining  precisely  where  1  am." 

The  showman  bows,  and  waves  his  hand ;  and,  at  the 
signal,  as  if  time  and  vicissitude  had  been  awaiting*  his 
permission  to  move  onward,  the  mimic  street  becomes 
alive  again. 

Years  have  rolled  over  our  scene,  and  converted  the 
forest-track  into  a  dusty  thoroughfare,  which,  being 
intersected  with  lanes  and  cross-paths,  may  fairly  be 
designated  as  the  Main-street.  On  the  ground-sites  of 
many  of  the  log-built  sheds,  into  which  the  first  settlers 
crept  for  shelter,  houses  of  quaint  architecture  have  now 
risen.  These  later  edifices  are  built,  as  you  sec,  in  one 
generally  accordant  style,  though  with  such  subordinate 
variety  as  keeps  the  beholder's  curiosity  excited,  and 
causes  each  structure,  like  its -owner's  character,  to  ]»o- 
duce  its  own  peculiar  impression.  Most  of  them  hart 
mne  huge  chimney  in  the  centre,  with  flues  so  vast  that 
it  must  have  been  easy  for  the  witches  to  fly  out  of 
them,  as  they  were  wont  to  do,  when  bound  on  an  aerial 
visit  to  the  Black  Man  in  the  forest.  Around  this  great 
chimney  the  wooden  house  clusters  itself,  in  a  whole 
conmiunity  of  gable-ends,  each  ascending  into  its  own 
separate  peak ;  the  second  story,  with  its  lattice-windows, 
projecting  over  the  first ;  and  the  door,  which  is  perhaps 
arched,  provided  on  the  outside  with  an  iron  hammer, 
wherewith  the  visiter's  hand  may  give  a  thundering  rat- 
a-tat.'  The  timber  frame-work  of  these  houses,  as 
compared  with  those  of  recent  date,  is  like  the  skeleton 
of  an  old  g'ant,  beside  the  frail  bones  of  a  modem  man 
of  fashion.  Many  of  them,  by  the  vast  strength  and 
Bcmdness  of  their  oaken  substance,  have  been  preserved 
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stability  of  brick  and  stone;  so  thai,  in  all  the  pro<- 
giessive  decay  and  continual  reconstruction  of  the  street, 
down  to  our  own  days,  we  shall  still  behold  these  old 
edifices  occupying  their  long-accustomed  sites.  For 
instance,  on  the  upper  comer  of  that  green  lane  which 
shall  hereafter  be  North-street,  we  see  the  Curwen 
House,  newly  built,  with  the  carpenters  still  at  worit  on 
the  roof,  nailing  down  the  last  sheaf  of  shingles.  On 
the  lower  comer  stands  ano&er  dwelling,  —  destined,  at 
some  period  of  its  existence,  to  be  the  abode  of  an 
unsuccessful  alchemist,  —  which  shall  likewise  survire 
to  our  own  generation,  and  perhaps  long  outlive  it. 
Thus,  through  the  medium  of  these  patriarchal  edifices, 
we  have  now  established  a  sort  of  kindred  and  hereditary 
acquaintance  with  the  Main-street. 

Great  as  is  the  transformation  produced  by  a  short 
term  of  years,  each  single  day  creeps  through  the  Puri- 
tan settlement  sluggishly  enough.  It  shall  pass  before 
your  eyes,  condensed  into  the  space  of  a  few  moments. 
The  gray  light  of  early  morning  is  slowly  diffusing 
ttself  over  the  scene ;  and  the  bellman,  whose  ofiice  it  is 
to  cry  the  hour  at  the  street-comers,  rings  the  last  peal 
upon  his  hand-bell,  and  goes  wearily  homewards,  with  the 
owls,  the  bats,  and  other  creatures  of  the  night.  Lattices 
are  thrust  back  on  their  hinges,  as  if  the  town  were 
opening  its  eyes,  in  the  summer  morning.  Forth  stum- 
b.es  the  still  drowsy  cow-herd,  with  his  horn ;  putting 
w^hich  to  his  lips,  if  emits  a  bellowing  bray,  impossible  to 
be  represented  in  the  picture,  but  which  reaches  the 
pncked-up  ears  of  every  cow  in  the  settlement,  and  tells 
hei  that  the  dewy  pasture-hour  is  come.     House  •ftin 
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bouse  awakes,  and  sends  ihe  smoke  up  caiiing  from  its 
chimney,  like  frosty  breath  from  living  nostrils ;  and  as 
those  white  wreaths  of  smoke,  though  impregnated  with 
earthy  admixtures,  climb  skyward,  so,  from  each  dwell- 
ing, does  the  morning  worship  —  its  spiritual  essence 
bearing  up  its  human  imperfection —  find  its  way  to  th* 
heayehly  Father's  throne. 

The  breakfast-hour  being  passed,  the  inhabitants  do 
not,  as  usual,  go  to  their  fields  or  workshops,  but  remain 
within  doors ;  or  perhaps  walk  the  street,  with  a  grave 
sobriety,  yet  a  disengaged  and  unburthened  aspect,  that 
belongs  neither  to  a  holiday  nor  a  Sabbath.  And, 
indeed,  this  passing  day  is  neither,  nor  is  it  a  common 
week-day,  although  partaking  of  all  the  three.  It  is  the 
Thursday  Lecture ;  an  institution  which  New  England 
has  long  ago  relinquished,  and  almost  forgotten,  yet 
which  it  would  have  been  better  to  retain,  as  bearing 
relations  to  both  the  spiritual  and  ordinary  life,  and 
oringing  each  acquainted  with  the  other.  The  tokeni 
of  its  observance,  however,  which  here  meet  our  eyes 
are  of  rather  a  questionable  cast  It  is,  in  one  sense,  t 
day  of  public  shame ;  the  day  on  which  transgressors 
who  have  made  themselves  liable  to  the  minor  severities 
of  the  Puritan  law,  receive  their  reward  of  ignominy. 
At  this  very  moment,  the  constable  has  bound  an  idle 
fellow  to  the  whipping-post,  and  is  giving  him  hi» 
deserts  with  a  cat-o'-nine-tails.  Ever  since  sumise 
Daniel  Fairfield  has  been  standing  on  the  steps  of  the 
meeting-house,  with  a  halter  about  his  neck,  which  he  is 
condemned  to  wear  visibly  throughout  his  lifetime; 
Dorothy  Talby  is  chained  to  a  post  at  the  comer  of 
Prison-lane,  with  the  hot  sun  blazing  on  her  matronly 
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bee,  and  all  for  no  other  offence  than  lifting  her  hand 
against  her  husband ;  while,  through  the  bars  of  that 
great  wooden  cage,  in  the  centre  of  the  scene,  we  discern 
either  a  human  being  or  a  wild  beast,  or  both  in  one, 
whom  this  public  infamy  causes  to  roar,  and  gnash  his 
teeth,  and  shake  the  strong  oaken  bars,  as  if  he  would 
break  forth,  and  tear  in  pieces  the  little  children  who 
have  been  peeping  at  him.  Such  are  the  profitable 
sights  that  serve  the  good  people  to  while  away  the 
earlier  part  of  lecture-day.  Betimes  in  the  forenoon,  a 
traveller  —  the  first  traveller  that  has  come  hitherward 
this  morning  —  rides  slowly  into  the  street,  on  his  patient 
steed.  He  seems  a  clergyman ;  and,  as  he  draws  near, 
we  recognize  the  minister  of  Lynn,  who  was  pre* 
engaged  to  lecture  here,  and  has  been  revolvmg  hi» 
discourse,  as  he  rode  through  the  hoary  wilderness, 
Behold,  noiV,  the  whole  town  thronging  into  the  meetr 
ing-house,  mostly  with  such  sombre  visages  that  th^ 
sunshine  becomes  little  better  than  a  shadow  when  it. 
fiills  upo'A  them.  There  go  the  Thirteen  Men,  grim 
rulers  of  a  grim  community !  There  goes  John  Massey, 
the  first  town-bom  child,  now  a  youth  of  twenty,  wboets 
eye  wanders  with  peculiar  interest  towards  that  buxom 
damsel  who  comes  up  the  steps  at  the  same  instani. 
There  Hobbles  Goody  Foster,  a  sour  and  bitter  old 
beldant,  looking  as  if  she  went  to  curse,  and  not  to  pray, 
and  whom  many  of  her  neighbors  suspect  of  taking  an 
occasional  airing  on  a  broomstick.  There,  too,  slinking 
shamefacedly  in,  you  observe  that  same  poor  do-nothing 
and  good-for-nothing  whom  we  saw  castigated  ju^  now 
at  the  whipping-post.  Last  of  all,  there  goes  the  tltk  itig' 
a,  luA^ing  in  a  couple  of  small  boys,  whom  h«  iiaa 
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caught  at  play  benealh  Grod's  blessed  snnshine,  in  a  iack 
lane.  What  native  of  Namnkeag,  whose  lecollectioiis 
go  back  more  than  thirty  years,  does  not  still  shudder  at 
that  dark  ogre  of  his  in^uicy,  who  peihaps  had  long 
leased  to  have  an  actual  existence,  bat  still  lived  in  his 
shildish  belief,  in  a  horrible  idea,  and  in  the  nune's 
lireat,  as  the  Tidy  Man ! 

It  will  be  hardly  worth  our  while  to  wait  two,  or  it 
iTiay  be  three,  turnings  of  the  hour-glass,  for  the  conclu- 
^uon  of  the  lecture.  Ther^ore,  by  my  control  over  light 
•aid  daikness,  I  cause  the  dusk,  and  then  the  starless 
night,  to  brood  over  the  street ;  and  summon  forth  again 
the  bellman,  with  his  lantern  casting  a  gleam  about  his 
footsteps,  to  pace  wearily  from  comer  to  comer,  and 
shout  drowsily  the  hour  to  drowsy  or  dreaming  ears. 
Happy  are  we,  if  for  nothing  else,  yet  because  we  did 
not  live  in  those  days.  In  tmth,  when  the  first  novelty 
and  stir  of  spirit  had  subsided, — when  the  new  settle- 
ment, between  the  forest-border  and  the  sea,  had  become 
actually  a  little  town,  —  its  daily  life  must  have  tmdged 
onward  with  hardly  anything  to  diversify  and  enliven 
it,  while  also  its  rigidity  could  not&il  to  cause  misemble 
distortions  of  the  moral  nature.  Such  a  life  was  sinister 
to  the  inteUect,  and  sinister  to  the  heart;  especially 
when  one  generation  had  bequeathed  its  religious  g^oom^ 
and  the  counterfeit  of  its  religious  ardor,  to  the  next, 
for  these  characteristics,  as  was  inevitable,  assumed  the 
form  both  of  hypocrisy  and  exaggeration,  by  being 
inherited  from  the  example  and  precept  of  other  human 
beings,  and  not  from  an  original  and  spiritual  source. 
The  sons  and  grandchildren  of  the  first  siyttlers  were  a 
mce  of  lower  and  narrower  souls  than  their  progeniton 
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had  oeen.  The  latter  were  stem,  severe,  intoleiant,  but 
not  superstitious,  not  even  fanatical ;  and  endowed,  if 
any  men  of  that  age  were,  with  a  f^r-seeing  worldly 
sagacity.  But  it  was  impossible  for  the  succeeding  race 
to  grow  up,  in  heaven's  freedom,  beneath  the  discipline 
which  their  gloomy  energy  of  character  had  established ; 
nor,  it  may  be,  have  we  even  yet  thrown  off  all  the 
unfavorable  influences  which,  among  many  good  ones, 
wiere  bequeathed  to  us  by  our  Puritan  forefathers.  Let 
us  thank  God  for  having  given  us  such  ancestors ;  and 
let  each  successive  generation  thank  him,  not  less  fer« 
vently,  for  being  one  step  further  from  them  in  the  march 
of  ages. 

"What  is  all  this?  "cries  the  critic.  "A  sermon?  If 
80,  it  is  not  in  the  bill." 

"  Very  true,"  replies  the  showman ;  "  and  I  ask  pardon 
of  the  audience." 

Look  now  at  the  street,  and  observe  a  strange  people 
entering  it.  Their  garments  are  torn  and  disordered, 
their  faces  haggard,  their  figures  emaciated ;  for  they 
have  made  their  way  hither  through  pathless  deserts^ 
sufiering  hunger  and  hardship,  with  no  other  shelter  than 
a  hollow  tree,  the  lair  of  a  wild  beast,  or  an  Indian  wig- 
wam. Nor,  in  the  most  inhospitable  and  dangerous  of 
Buch  lodging-places,  was  there  half  the  peril  that  awaits 
them  in  this  thoroughfare  of  Christian  men,  with  diose 
secure  dwellings  and  warm  hearths  on  either  side  of  it, 
and  yonder  meeting-house  as  the  central  object  of  tne 
fecene.  These  wanderers  have  received  from  Heaven  a 
gift  that,  in  all  epochs  of  the  world,  has  brought  with  it 
the  penalties  of  mortal  suffering  and  persecution,  scorn, 
etunity,  and  death  itself; — a  gift  that,thtLS  terrible  to  its 
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possessors,  has  ever  been  most  hateful  to  all  other  men« 
since  its  very  existence  seems  to  threaten  the  overthrow 
of  whatever  else  the  toilsome  ages  have  built  up ;  —  the 
gift  of  a  new  idea.  You  can  discern  it  in  them,  illumi- 
nating their  faces —  their  whole  persons,  indeed,  however 
earthly  and  cloddish — with  a  light  that  inevitably  shines 
through,  and  makes  the  startled  community  aware  that 
these  men  are  not  as  they  themselves  are, —  not  brethren 
nor  neighbors  of  their  thought.  Forthwith,  it  is  as  if 
an  eartnquake  rumbled  through  the  town,  making  its 
vibrations  felt  at  every  hearthstone,  and  especially  caus- 
ing the  spire  of  the  meeting-house  to  totter.  The 
Quakers  have  come.  We  are  in  peril!  See!  they 
tmmple  upon  our  wise  and  well-established  laws  in  the 
person  of  our  chief  magistrate ;  for  Governor  Endicott 
is  passing,  now  an  aged  man,  and  dignified  with  long 
habits  of  authority,  —  and  not  one  of  the  irreverent 
vagabonds  has  moved  his  hat.  Did  you  note  the  omi- 
nous frown  of  the  white-bearded  Puritan  governor,  as  l^e 
turned  himself  about,  and,  in  his  anger,  half  uplifted  the 
staff  that  has  become  a  needful  support  to  his  old  age  ? 
Here  comes  old  Mr.  Norris,  our  venerable  minister. 
Will  they  doff  their  hats,  and  pay  reverence  to  him  ? 
No :  their  hats  stick  fast  to  their  ungracious  heads,  as  if 
they  grew  there ;  and  —  impious  varlets  that  they  are, 
and  worse  than  the  heathen  Indians! — they  eye  our 
reverend  pastor  with  a  peculiar  scorn,  distrust,  ombelief, 
and  utter  denial  of  his  sanctified  pretensions,  of  which 
he  himself  immediately  becomes  conscious ;  the  more 
bitterly  conscious,  as  he  never  knew  nor  dreamed  of  the 
like  U^fore. 

Bit  look  yonder!     Can  we  believe  our  eyes?    A 
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Quaker  woman,  clad  in  sackcloth,  and  with  ashes  on  her 
nead,  has  mounted  the  steps  of  the  meeting-house.  She 
addresses  the  people  in  a  wild,  shrill  voice,  —  wild  and 
shrill  it  must  be,  to  suit  such  a  figure,  —  which  makef 
them  tremble  and  turn  pale,  although  they  crowd  open 
mouthed  to  hear  her.  She  is  bold  against  established 
authority;  she  denounces  the  priest  and  his  steeple 
house.  Many  of  her  hearers  are  appalled ;  some  weep 
and  others  listen  with  a  rapt  attention,  as  if  a  living 
truth  had  now,  for  the  first  time,  forced  its  way  througb 
the  crust  of  habit,  reached  their  hearts,  and  awakened 
them  to  life.  This  matter  must  be  looked  to ;  else  wt 
have  brought  our  &ith  across  the  seas  with  us  in  vain 
and  it  had  been  better  that  the  old  forest  were  stil' 
standing  here,  waving  its  tangled  boughs,  and  murmur 
ing  to  the  sky  out  of  its  desolate  recesses,  instead  of  thi> 
goodly  street,  if  such  blasphemies  be  spoken  in  it. 

So  thought  the  old  Puritans.  What  was  their  modr 
of  action  may  be  partly  judged  from  the  spectacle? 
which  now  pass  before  your  eyes.  Joshua  Buffum  if 
standing  in  the  pillory.  Cassandra  Southwick  is  led  tc 
prison.  And  there  a  woman,  —  it  is  Ann  Coleman,  — 
naked  from  the  waist  upward,  and  bound  ^  the  tail  of  i 
cart,  is  dragged  through  the  Main-stre*^  at  the  pace  of  a 
brisk  walk,  while  the  constable  folW®  '"^^  *  '^'n  of 
knotted  corda.  A  strong-arniP<i  fellow  is  that  constable 
and  each  time  that  he  fk>urishes  his  lash  in  the  air,  you 
see  a  frown  wrink^rng  and  twisting  his  brow,  and,  at  the 
same  mstant,  a  smile  upon  his  lips.  He  Ic  ves  his  busi- 
ness,  faithful  officer  that  he  is,  and  puts  his  soul  into 
every  stroke,  zealous  to  fulfil  the  injunction  of  Majol 
Ikwtliorne's  warrant,  in   the  spirit  and  to  the  letter. 
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There  came  down  a  stroke  that  has  drawn  blood !  Ten 
such  stripes  are  to  be  ^ven  in  Salem,  ten  in  Boston,  and 
ten  in  Dedham ;  and,  with  those  thirty  stripes  of  blood 
upon  her,  she  is  to  be  driven  into  the  forest.  The  crim- 
son trail  goes  wavering  along  the  Main-street;  but 
Heaven  grant  that,  as  the  rain  of  so  many  years  has 
wept  upon  it,  time  after  time,  and  washed  it  all  away, 
80  there  may  have  been  a  dew  of  mercy,  to  cleanse  this 
cruel  blood-stain  out  of  the  record  of  the  persecutor's 
Ufe! 

Pass  on,  thou  spectral  constable,  and  betake  thee  to 
thine  own  place  of  torment  Meanwhile,  by  the  silent 
aperation  of  the  mechanism  behind  the  scenes,  a  con- 
siderable space  of  time  would  seem  to  have  lapsed  over 
the  street.  The  older  dwellings  now  begin  to  look 
weather-beaten,  through  the  effect  of  the  many  eastern 
storms  that  have  moistened  their  unpainted  shingles  and 
clapboards,  for  not  less  than  forty  years.  Such  is  the 
age  we  would  assign  to  the  town,  judging  by  the  aspect 
of  John  Massey,  the  first  town-bom  child,  whom  his 
neighbors  uow  call  Goodman  Massey,  and  whom  we  sea 
yonder,  a  grave,  almost  autumnal-looking  man,  with 
children  of  h^own  about  him.  To  the  patriarchs  of 
the  settlement,  V  doubt,  the  Main-street  is  still  but  an 
yftstoFday ,  Hardly  more  antique,  even  if  destined 
to  be  more  permanent,  th«n  a  path  shovelled  through  the 
snow.  But  to  the  middle-aged  and  elderly  men  who 
came  hither  in  childhood  or  early  youth,  it  presents  the 
aspect  of  a  long  and  well-established  work,  on  which 
they  have  expended  the  strength  and  ardor  of  their  life. 
And  the  younger  people,  native  to  the  street,  whose 
flariiest  recollections  an^  of  creeping  over  the  paternal 
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threshold,  and  rolling  on  the  grassy  margin  of  the  track, 
look  at  it  as  one  of  the  perdurable  things  of  our  mortal 
Btate,  —  as  old  as  the  hills  of  the  great  pasture,  or  the 
headlan4  at  the  harbor's  mouth.  Their  fathers  and 
grandsires  tell  them  how,  trithin  a  few  years  past,  the 
forest  stood  here,  with  but  a  lonely  track  beneath  its 
tangled  shade.  Vain  legend !  They  canliot  make  it 
true  and  real  to  their  conceptions.  With  them,  more- 
over,  the  Main-street  is  a  street  indeed,  worthy  to  hold 
its  way  with  the  thronged  a^d  stately  avenues  of  cities 
beyond  the  sea.  The  old  Puritans  tell  them  of  the 
crowds  that  hurry  along  Cheapside  and  Fleet-street  and 
the  Strand,  and  of  the  rush  of  tumultuous  life  at  Temple 
Bar.  They  describe  London  Bridge,  itself  a  street,  wiA 
a  row  of  houses  on  each  side.  They  speak  of  the  vast 
structure  of  the  Tower,  and"  the  solemn  grandeur  of 
Westminster  Abbey.  The  children  listen,  and  still 
inquire  if  the  streets  of  London  are  longer  and  broader 
than  the  one  before  their  father's  door ;  if  the  Tower  is 
bigger  than  the  jail  in  Prison-lane;  if  the  old  Abbey 
will  hold  a  larger  congregation  than  our  meeting-house. 
Nothing  impresses  them,  except  their  own  experience. 

It  seems  all  a  fable,  too,  that  wolves  have  ever 
prowled  here ;  and  not  less  so,  that  the  Squaw  Sachem, 
and  the  Sagamore  her  son,  once  ruled  over  this  region, 
and  treated  as  sovereign  potentates  with  the  English 
settlers,  then  so  few  and  storm-beaten,  now  so  powerful. 
There  stand  some  school-boys,  you  observe,  in  a  little 
group  around  a  drunken  Indian,  himself  a  prince  of  the 
Squaw  Sachem's  lineage.  He  brought  hither  some 
beaver-skins  for  sale,  and  has  already  swallowed  the 
larger  portion  of 'their  price,  in  deadly  draughts  of  fire- 
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water.  Is  there  not  a  touch  of  pathos  in  that  picture  I 
ftnd  does  it  not  go  far  towards  telling  the  whole  story  of 
the  vast  growth  and  prosperity  of  one  race,  and  the  fated 
decay  of  another  ?  —  the  children  of  the  stranger  making 
game  of  the  great  Squaw  Sachem's  grandson ! 

But  the  whole  race  of  red  men  have  not  vanished 
with  that  wild  princess  and  her  posterity.  This  march 
of  soldiers  along  the  street  betokens  the  breaking  out  of 
King  Philip's  war ;  and  these  young  men,  the  flower  of 
Essex,  are  on  their  way  to  defend  the  villages  on  the 
Connecticut ;  where,  at  Bloody  Brook,  a  terrible  blow 
shall  be  smitten,  and  hardly  one  of  that  gallant  band  be 
left  alive.  And  there,  at  that  stately  mansion,  with  its 
three  peaks  in  front,  and  its  two  little'  peaked  towers, 
one  on  either  side  of  the  door,  we  see  brave  Captain 
Gardner  issuing  forth,  clad  in  his  embroidered  buff-coat, 
and  his  plumed  cap  upon  his  head.  His  trusty  sword, 
in  its  steel  scabbard,  strikes  clanking  on  the  door-step. 
See  how  the  people  throng  to  their  doors  and  windows, 
as  the  cavalier  rides  past,  reining  his  mettled  steed  so 
gallantly,  and  looking  so  like  the  very  soul  and  emblem 
of  martial  achievement,  —  destined,  too,  to  meet  a  war- 
rior's fate,  at  the  desperate  assault  on  the  fortress  of  the 
Nanragansetts ! 

"  The  mettled  steed  looks  like  a  pig,"  interrapts  the 
critic,  "and  Captain  Gardner  himself  like  the  devil, 
though  a  very  tame  one,  and  on  a  most  diminutive 
scale." 

"Sir,  sir!"  cries  the  persecuted  showman,  losing  al. 
patience,  —  for,  indeed,  he  had  particularly  prided  him 
self  on  these  figures  of  Captain  Gardner  and  his  horse 
—  *  I  see  that  there  is  no  hope  of  pleasing  you.     Pray 
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sir,  do  me  the  favor  to  take  back  your  money,  and  with- 
draw!" 

•*  Not  I ! "  answers  the  unconscionable  critic.  "  I  am 
just  beginning  to  get  interested  in  the  matter.  Come ! 
torn  your  crank,  and  grind  out  a  few  more  of  these  fool- 
eries ! " 

The  showman  rubs  his  brow  impulsively,  whisks  the 
little  rod  with  which  he  points  out  the  notabilities  of  the 
scene,  —  but,  finally,  with  the  inevitable  acquiescence  of 
all  public  servants,  resumes  his  composure,  and  goes  on. 

Pass  onward,  onward.  Time !  Build  up  new  houses 
here,  and  tear  down  thy  works  of  yesterday,  that  have 
already  the  rusty  moss  upon  them !  Summon  forth  the 
minister  to  the  abode  of  the  young  maiden,  and  bid  him 
unite  her  to  the  joyful  bridegroom !  Let  the  youthful 
parents  carry  their  first-bom  to  the  meeting-house,  to 
receive  the  baptismal  rite !  Knock  at  the  door,  whence 
the  sable  line  of  the  funeral  is  next  to  issue  !  Provide 
other  successive  generations  of  men,  to  trade,  talk,  quar- 
rel, or  walk  in  friendly  intercourse  along  the  street,  as 
their  fathers  did  before  them!  Do  all  thy  daily  and 
accustomed  business.  Father  Time,  in  this  thoroughfare, 
which  thy  footsteps,  for  so  many  years,  have  now  made 
dusty !  But  here,  at  last,  thou  leadest  along  a  proces- 
sion which,  once  witnessed,  shall  appear  no  more,  and  be 
remembered  only  as  a  hideous  dream  of  thine,  or  a 
frenzy  of  thy  old  brain, 

"Turn  your  crank,  I  say,"  bellows  the  remorseless 
critic,  "  and  grind  it  out,  whatever  it  be,  without  further 
preface ! " 

The  showman  deems  it  best  to  comply. 

Then,  here  comes  the  worshipful   Captaii  C'lrwen 
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bhenff  of  Essex,  on  horseback,  at  the  head  of  an  annoo 
guard,  escorting  a  company  of  condemned  prisoners  fiKMn 
the  jail  to  their  place  of  execution  on  Gallows  Hill. 
The  witches!  There  is  no  mistaking  them!  The 
witches!  As  they  approach  up  Prison-lane,  and  turn 
into  the  Main-street,  let  us  watch  their  faces,  as  if  we 
made  a  part  of  the  pale  crowd  that  presses  so  eagerly 
about  them,  yet  shrinks  back  with  such  shuddering 
dread,  leaving  an  open  passage  betwixt  a  dense  throng 
on  either  aide.     Listen  to  what  the  people  say. 

There  is  old  George  Jacobs,  known  hereabouts,  these 
sixty  years,  as  a  man  whom  we  thought  upright  in  aU 
his  way  of  life,  quiet,  blameless,  a  good  husband  before 
his  pious  wife  was  summoned  from  the  evil  to  come,  and 
%  good  father  to  the  children  whom  she  left  him.  Ah ! 
out  when  l^at  blessed  woman  went  to  heaven,  Geoi^ 
Jacobs'  heart  was  empty,  his  hearth  lonely,  his  life 
broken  up ;  his  children  were  married,  and  betook  them- 
selves to  habitations  of  their  own ;  and  Satan,  in  his 
iranderings  up  and  down,  beheld  this  forlorn  old  man,  to 
whom  life  was  a  sameness  and  a  weariness,  and  found 
the  way  to  tempt  him.  So  the  miserable  sinner  was 
prevailed  with  to  mount  into  the  air,  and  career  among 
ths  clouds ,  and  he  is  proved  to  have  been  present  at  a 
witch-meeting  as  £eu:  off  as  Falmouth,  on  the  very  same 
night  that  his  next  neighbors  saw  him,  with  his  rheu- 
matic stoop,  going  in  at  his  own  door.  There  is  John 
Willard,  too ;  an  honest  man  we  thought  him,  and  so 
shrewd  and  active  in  his  business,  so  practical,  so  intent 
on  every-day  afiairs,  so  constant  at  his  little  place  of 
trade,  where  he  bartered  English  goods  for  Indian  com 
and  all  kinds  of  country  produce !     How  could  such  a 
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man  find  time,  or  what  could  put  it  into  his  mind,  to 
leave  his  proper  calling,  and  become  a  wizard  ?  It  is 
a  mystery,  unless  the  Black  Man  tempted  him  with 
great  heaps  of  gold.  See  that  aged  couple, — a  sad 
sight,  truly,  —  John  Proctor,  and  his  wife  Elizabeth.  If 
there  were  two  old  people  in  all  the  County  of  Essex 
who  seemed  to  have  led  a  true  Christian  life,  and  to  be 
treading  hopefully  the  little  remnant  of  their  earthly 
path,  it  was  this  very  pair.  Yet  have  we  heard  it 
sworn,  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  worshipful  Chief-justice 
Sewell,  and  all  the  court  and  jury,  that  Proctor  and  his 
wife  have  shown  their  withered  faces  at  children's  bed- 
sides, mocking,  making  mouths,  and  affrighting  the  poor 
iittle  innocents  in  the  night-time.  They,  or  their  spec- 
tral appearances,  have  stuck  pins  into  the  afflicted  ones, 
and  thrown  them  into  deadly  fainting-fits  with  a  touch,  or 
but  a  look.  And,  while  we  supposed  the  old  man  to  be 
reading  the  Bible  to  his  old  wife, — she  meanwhile  knit- 
ting in  the  chimney-comer, — the  pair  of  hoary  reprobates 
have  whisked  up  the  chimney,  both  on  one  broomstick 
and  flown  away  to  a  witch-communion,  far  into  the  depths 
of  the  chill,  dark  forest.  How  foolish !  "Were  it  only 
for  fear  of  rheumatic  pains  in  their  old  bones,  they  had 
better  have  stayed  at  home.  But  away  they  went ;  and 
the  laughter  of  their  decayed,  cackling  voices  has  been 
heard  at  midnight,  aloft  in  the  air.  Now,  in  the  sunny 
noontide,  as  they  go  tottering  to  the  gallows,  it  is  the 
devil's  turn  to  laugh. 

Behind  these  two,  —  who  help  another  along,  and 
seem  to  be  comforting  and  encouraging  each  other,  in  a 
manner  truly  pitiful,  if  it  were  not  a  sin  to  pity  the  old 
witch  and  wizard,  —  behind  them  comes  a  woman,  with 
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a  dark,  proud  face  that  has  been  beautiful,  and  a  figure 
that  is  stM  majestic.  Do  you  know  her  ?  It  is  Martha 
Garriei  whom  the  devil  found  in  a  humble  cottage,  and 
looked  mto  her  discontented  heart,  and  saw  pride  there, 
and  tempted  her  with  his  promise  that  she  should  be 
Queen  of  Hell.  And  now,  with  that  lofty  demeanor, 
she  is  passing  to  her  kingdom,  and,  by  her  unquenchable 
pridd,  transforms  this  escort  of  shame  into  a  triumphal 
procession,  that  shall  attend  her  to  the  gates  of  her  infer- 
nal palace,  and  seat  her  upon  the  fiery  throne.  Within 
this  hour,  she  shall  assume  her  royal  dignity. 

Last  of  the  miserable  train  comes  a  man  clad  in  black, 
of  small  stature  and  a  dark  complexion,  with  a  clerical 
band  about  his  neck.  Many  a  time,  in  the  years  gone 
by,  that  face  has  been  uplifted  heavenward  from  the  pul- 
pit of  the  East  Meeting-house,  when  the  Rev.  Mr.  Bur- 
roughs seemed  to  worship  God.  What!  —  he?  The 
holy  man !  —  the  learned !  —  the  wise !  How  has  the 
devil  tempted  him  ?  His  fellow-criminals,  for  the  most 
part,  are  obtuse,  uncultivated  creatures,  some  of  them 
scarcely  half-witted  by  nature,  and  others  greatly 
decayed  in  their  intellects  through  age.  They  were  an 
easy  prey  for  the  destroyer.  Not  so  with  this  George 
Burroughs,  as  we  judge  by  the  inward  light  which  glows 
through  his  dark  countenance,  and,  we  might  almost 
say,  glorifies  his  figure,  in  spite  of  the  soil  and  haggard- 
ness  of  long  imprisonment,  —  in  spite  of  the  heavy 
shadow  that  must  fall  on  him,  while  death  is  walking 
by  his  side.  What  bribe  could  Satan  offer,  rich  enough 
to  tempt  and  overcome  this  man  ?  Alas !  it  may  have 
been  in  the  very  strengtli  of  his  high  and  searching 
intellect,  that  the  Tempter  found  the  weakness  which 
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^traj'ed  him.  He  yearned  for  knowledge;  he  went 
groping  onward  into  a  world  of  mystery ;  at  first,  as  the 
witnesses  have  sworn,  he  summoned  up  the  ghosts  of  his 
two  dead  wives,  and  talked  with  them  of  matters  beyond 
the  grave  ;  and,  when  their  responses  failed  to  satisfy  the 
intense  and  sinful  craving  of  his  spirit,  he  called  on 
Satan,  and  was  heard.  Yet,  — to  look  at  him,  —  who, 
that  had  not  known  the  proof,  could  believe  him  guilty  ? 
Who  would  not  say,  while  we  see  him  orienng  comfort 
to  the  weak  and  aged  partners  of  his  horrible  crime,  — 
while  we  hear  his  ejaculations  of  prayer,  that  Seem  to 
bubble  up  out  of  the  depths  of  his  heart,  and  fly  heaven- 
ward, unawares,  —  while  we  behold  a  radiance  brighten- 
ing on  his  features  as  from  the  other  world,  which  is  but 
a  few  steps  off,  —  who  would  not  say,  that,  over  the 
dusty  track  of  the  Main-street,  a  Christian  saint  is  now 
going  to  a  martyr's  death  ?  May  not  the  Arch  Fiend 
have  been  too  subtle  for  the  court  and  jury,  and  betrayed 
them — laughing  in  his  sleeve,  the  while  —  into  the 
awful  error  of  pouring  out  sanctified  blood  as  an  accept- 
able sacrifice  upon  God's  altar  ?  Ah !  no ;  for  listen  to 
wise  Cotton  Mather,  who,  as  he  sits  there  on  his  horse, 
speaks  comfortably  to  the  perplexed  multitude,  and  tells 
them  that  all  has  been  religiously  and  justly  done,  and 
that  Satan's  power  shall  this  day  receive  its  death-blow 
in  New  England. 

Heaven  grant  it  be  so !  —  the  great  scholar  must  be 
right  so  lead  the  poor  creatures  to  their  death !  Do 
you  see  that  group  of  children  and  half-grown  girls,  and, 
among  them,  an  old,  hafi:-like  Indian  woman,  Tituba  by 
name  ?  Those  are  the  Afliicted  Ones.  Behold,  at  this 
very  in?tant,  a   proof  of  Satan's  power  and  malice. 
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Mercy  Parrib.  the  minister's  (laughter,  has  been  smitten 
by  a  flash  of  Martha  Carrier's  eye,  and  falls  down  m 
the  street,  writhing  with  horrible  spasms  and  foaming  at 
the  mouth,  like  the  possessed  one  spoken  of  in  Scriptup/. 
Hurry  on  the  accarsed  witches  to  the  gallows,  ere  the}' 
do  more  mischief !  —  ere  they  fling  out  their  withered 
arms,  and  scatter  pestilence  by  handfuls  among  the 
crowd !  —  ere,  as  their  parting  legacy,  they  cast  a  blight 
over  the  land,  so  that  henceforth  it  may  bear  no  fruit 
nor  blade  of  grass,  and  be  fit  for  nothing  but  a  sepulchre 
for  their  unhallowed  carcasses !  So,  on  they  go ;  and 
old  George  Jacobs  has  stumbled,  by  reason  of  his  infirm'- 
ity;  but  Goodman  Proctor  and  his  wife  lean  on  one 
Another,  and  walk  at  a  reasonably  steady  pace,  consider- 
ing their  age.  Mr.  Burroughs  seems  to  administer 
counsel  to  Martha  Carrier,  whose  face  and  mien,  me- 
thinks,  are  milder  and  humbler  than  they  were.  Among 
the  multitude,  meanwhile,  there  is  horror,  fear,  and  dis« 
trust ;  and  friend  looks  askance  at  friend,  and  the  husband 
at  his  wife,  and  the  wife  at  him,  and  even  the  mother  at 
her  little  child ;  as  if,  in  every  creature  that  God  has 
made,  they  suspected  a  witch,  or  dreaded  an  accuser. 
Never,  never  again,  whether  in  this  or  any  other  shape, 
may  Universal  Madness  riot  in  the  Main-street ! 

I  perceive  in  .your  eyes,  my  indulgent  spectators,  the 
criticism  which  you  are  too  kind  to  utter.  These 
scenes,  you  think,  are  all  too  sombre.  So,  indeed,  they 
are ;  but  the  blame  must  rest  on  the  sombre  spirit  of  our 
forefathers,  who  wove  their  wab  of  life  with  hardly  a 
single  thread  of  rose-color  or  gold,  and  not  on  me,  who 
6ave  a  tropic-love  of  sunshine,  and  would  gladlv  gild  all 
tb?  world  with  it,  if  I  knew  where  to  find  so  much. 
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Thdt  you  liiay  believe  me,  1  will  exhibii  one  of  the  only 
class  of  scenes,  so  far  as  my  investigation  has  taught  me, 
in  which  our  ancestors  were  wont  to  steep  their  tough 
old  hearts  in  wine  and  strong  drink,  and  indulge  an  out- 
break of  grisly  jollity. 

Here  it  comes,  out  of  the  same  house  whence  We  saw 
brave  Captain  Oardner  go  forth  to  the  wars.  What  * 
A  coffin,  borne  on  men's  shoulders,  and  six  aged  gentle- 
men  as  pall-bearers,  and  a  long  train  of  mourners,  with 
black  gloves  and  black  hat-bands,  and  everything  black, 
save  a  white  handkerchief  in  each  mourner's  hand,  to 
wipe  away  his  tears  withal.  Now,  my  kind  patrons, 
you  are  angry  with  me.  You  were  bidden  to  a  bndal- 
dance,  and  find  yourselves  walking  in  a  funeral  proces- 
sion. Even  so;  but  look  back  through  all  the  social 
customs  of  New  England,  in  the  first  century  of  her 
existence,  and  read  all  her  traits  of  character ;  and  if 
you  find  one  occasion,  other  than  a  funeral  feast,  where 
jollity  was  sanctioned  by  universal  practice,  I  will  set 
fire  to  my  puppet-show  without  another  word.  These 
are  the  obsequies  of  old  Governor  Bradstreet,  the  patri- 
arch and  survivor  of  the  first  settlers,  who,  having  inter- 
married with  the  Widow  Gardner,  is  now  resting  from 
his  labors,  at  the  great  age  of  ninety-four.  The  white- 
bearded  corpse,  which  was  his  spirit's  earthly  garniture, 
now  lies  beneath  yonder  coffin-lid.  Many  a  cask  of  ale 
and  cider  is  on  tap,  and  many  a  draught  of  spiced  wine 
and  aqua-vitas  has  been  quaffed.  Else  why  should  the 
bearers  stagger,  as  they  tremulously  uphold  the  coffin  ? 
'—  and  the  aged  pall-bearers,  too,  as  they  strive  to  walk 
solemnly  beside  it?  —  and  wherefore  do  the  mouiDers 
tread  o\  one  another's  heels  ?  —  and  why,  if  we  may  ask 
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without  offence,  should  the  nose  of  the  Reverend  Mr 
Noyes,  through  which  he  has  just  been  delivering  the 
funeral  discourse,  glow  like  a  ruddy  coal  of  fire  ?  Well, 
well,  old  friends !  Pass  on,  with  your  burthen  of  mor 
tality,  and  lay  it  in  the  tomb  with  jolly  hearts.  People 
should  be  permitted  to  enjoy  themselves  in  their  own 
fashion;  every  man  to  his  taste;  but  New  England 
must  have  been  a  dismal  abode  for  the  man  of  pleasure, 
when  the  only  boon-companion  was  Death ! 

Under  cover  of  a  mist  that  has  settled  over  the  scene,  a 
few  years  flit  by,  and  escape  our  notice.  As  the  atmos- 
phere becomes  transparent,  we  perceive  a  decrepit  grand- 
sire,  hobbling  along  the  street.  Do  you  recognize  him  ? 
We  saw  him,  first,  as  the  baby  in  Goodwife  Massey's 
arms,  when  the  primeval  trees  were  flinging  their  shadow 
over  Roger  Conant's  cabin ;  we  have  seen  him,  as  the 
boy,  the  youth,  the  man,  bearing  his  humble  part  in  all 
the  successive  scenes,  and  forming  the  index-figure 
whereby  to  note  the  age  of  his  coeval  town.  And  here  he 
:s,  old  Goodman  Massey,  taking  his  last  walk,  —  often 
pausing,  —  often  leaning  over  his  staff,  —  and  calling  to 
mind  whose  dwelling  stood  at  such  and  such  a  spot,  and 
whose  field  or  garden  occupied  the  site  of  those  more 
recent  houses.  He  can  render  a  reason  for  all  the  bends 
and  deviations  of  the  thoroughfare,  which,  in  its  flexible 
and  plastic  infancy,  was  made  to  swerve  aside  from  a 
straight  line,  in  order  to  visit  every  settler's  door.  The 
Main-street  is  still  youthful ;  the  coeval  man  is  in  his 
latest  age.  So(m  he  will  be  gone,  a  patriarch  of  four- 
score, yet  shall  retain  a  sort  of  infantine  life  in  our  local 
history,  as  the  first  town-bom  child. 

B<}hold  here  a  change  wrought  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
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eye,  like  an  in  !ident  in  a  tale  of  magic,  even  while  your 
observation  has  been  fixed  upon  the  scene.  The  Main- 
street  has  vanished  out  of  sight.  In  its  stead  appears  a 
wintry  ^aste  of  snow,  with  the  sun  just  peeping  over  it, 
cold  and  bright,  and  tinging  the  white  expanse  with  the 
faintest  and  most  ethereal  rose-color.  This  is  the  Great 
Snow  of  1717,  famous  for  the  mountain-drifts  in  which 
it  buried  the  whole  country.  It  would  seem  as  if  the 
^treet,  the  growth  of  which  we  have  noted  so  attentively, 
following  it  from  its  first  phase,  as  an  Indian  track,  until 
it  reached  the  dignity  of  side-walks,  were  all  at  once 
obliteratrd,  and  resolved  into  a  drearier  pathlessness 
than  when  the  forest  covered  it.  The  gigantic  swells 
and  billows  of  the  snow  have  swept  over  each  man's 
metes  and  bounds,  and  annihilated  all  the  visible  distinc- 
tions of  human  property.  So  that  now  the  traces  of 
former  times  and  hitherto  accomplished  deeds  being  done 
away,  mankind  should  be  at  liberty  to  enter  on  new 
paths,  and  guide  themselves  by  other  laws  than  hereto- 
fore ;  if,  indeed,  the  race  be  not  extinct,  and  it  be  worth 
our  while  to  go  on  with  the  march  of  life,  over  the  cold 
and  desolate  expanse  that  lies  before  us.  It  may  be, 
however,  that  matters  are  not  so  desperate  as  they 
appear.  That  vast  icicle,  glittering  so  cheerlessly  in 
the  sunshine,  must  be  the  spire  of  the  meeting-house, 
incrusted  with  frozen  sleet.  Those  great  heaps,  too, 
which  We  mistook  for  drifts,  are  houses,  buried  up  to  their 
eavesk  and  with  their  peaked  roofs  rounded  by  the  depth 
of  snow  upon  them.  There,  now,  comes  a  gush  of 
smoke  from  what  I  judge  to  be  the  chimney  of  the  Ship 
Tavern ; — and  another  —  another  —  and  another  —  from 
the  chimneys  of  other  dwellings,  where  fireside  comtort 
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domestic  peace,  tae  sports  of  children,  and  the  quletadf 
of  age,  are  living  yet,  in  spite  of  the  frozen  crust  above 
them. 

But  it  is  time  to  change  the  scene.  Its  dreary  monot- 
ony shall  ni  t  test  your  fortitude  like  one  of  our  actual 
New  England  winters,  which  leaves  so  large  a  blank  — 
80  melancholy  a  death-spot  —  in  lives  so  brief  that  they 
ought  to  be  all  summer-time.  Here,  at  least,  1  may 
claim  to  be  ruler  of  the  seasons.  One  turn  of  the  crank 
shall  melt  away  the  snow  from  the  Main-street,  and 
show  the  trees  in  their  full  foliage,  the  rose-bushes  in 
bloom,  and  a  border  of  green  grass  along  the  side-walk. 
There  !  But  what !  How !  The  scene  will  not  move. 
A  wire  is  broken.  The  street  continues  buried  beneath 
the  snow,  and  the  fate  of  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii  baa 
its  parallel  in  this  catastrophe. 

Alas !  my  kind  and  gentle  audience,  you  know  not 
the  extent  of  your  misfortune.  The  scenes  to  come 
were  far  better  than  the  past.  The  street  itself  would 
have  been  more  worthy  of  pictorial  exhibition ;  the  deediv 
of  its  inhabitants,  not  less  so.  And  how  would  youi 
interest  have  deepened,  as,  passing  out  of  the  cold 
shadow  of  antiquity,  in  my  long  and  weary  course,  I 
should  arrive  within  the  limits  of  man's  memory,  and, 
leading  you  at  last  into  the  sunshine  of  the  present, 
should  give  a  reflex  of  the  very  life  that  is  flitting  past 
us!  Your  own  beauty,  my  fair  townswomen,  would 
have  beamed  upon  you,  out  of  my  scene.  Not  a  gentle- 
man that  walks  the  street  but  should  have  beheld  his 
own  face  and  figure,  his  gait,  the  peculiar  swing  of  hb 
irm,  and  the  coat  that  he  put  on  yesterday.  Then,  too, 
— and  it  is  what  1  chiefl.y  regret, — I  had  expended  a  vaal 
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deal  of  light  and  brilliancy  on  a  representation  of  the 
8treet  in  its  while  length,  from  Buffum's  Comer  down- 
ward, on  the  night  of  the  grand  illumination  for  General 
Taylor's  triumph.  Lastly,  I  should  have  given  the 
crank  one  other  turn,  and  have  brought  out  the  future, 
showing  you  who  shall  walk  the  Main-street  to-morrow, 
and,  perchance,  whose  funeral  shall  pass  through  it ! 

But  these,  like  most  other  human  purposes,  He  unac- 
complished ;  and  I  have  only  further  to  say,  that  any 
lady  or  gentleman  who  may  feel  dissatisfied  with  the 
evening's  entertainment  shall  receive  back  the  admis- 
Bion  fee  at  the  door. 

"  Then  give  me  mine,"  cries  the  critic,  stretching  out 
his  palm.  *<  I  said  that  your  exhibition  would  prove  a 
humbug,  and  so  it  has  turned  out.  So,  hand  over  mm 
quarter!" 


ETHAN  BRAN1>: 

A    CHAPTEB   FROM   AN   ABORTIVE   ROMANCE. 

BuRTRAM  the  lime-burner,  a  rough,  heavy-looking 
man,  begrimed  with  charcoal,  sat  watching  his  kiln,  at 
nightfall,  while  his  little  son  played  at  building  houses 
with  the  scattered  fragments  of  marble,  when,  on  the 
hill-side  below  them,  they  heard  a  roar  of  laughter,  not 
mirthful,  but  slow,  and  even  solemn,  like  a  wind  shaking 
the  boughs  of  the  forest. 

"  Father,  what  is  that  ?  "  asked  the  little  boy,  leaving 
his  play,  and  pressing  betwixt  his  father's  knees. 

"  O,  some  drunken  man,  I  suppose,"  answered  the 
lime-burner ;  "  some  merry  fellow  from  the  bar-room  in 
the  village,  who  dared  not  faugh  loud  enough  within 
doors,  lest  he  should  blow  the  roof  of  the  house  off. 
So  here  he  is,  shaking  his  jolly  sides  at  the  foot  of  Gray- 
lock." 

"  But,  father,"  said  the  child,  more  sensitive  than  the 
obtuse,  middle-aged  clown,  "  he  does  not  laugh  like  a 
man  that  is  glad.     So  the  noise  frightens  me  ! " 

•♦  Don't  be  a  fool,  child !  "  cried  his  father,  gruffly. 
"  You  will  never  make  a  man,  I  do  believe ;  there  is  tori 
much  of  your  riother  in  you.  I  have  known  the  rust- 
ling of  a  leaf   startle   you.     Hark!     Here  comes  the 
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Merry  fellow,  b  ow.  You  shall  see  that  there  is  no  hami 
ill  him." 

Bartram  and  his  little  son,  while  they  were  talking 
thus,  sat  watching  the  same  lime-kiln  that  had  been  the 
scene  of  Ethan  Brand's  solitary  and  meditative  life, 
before  he  began  his  search  for  the  Unpardonable  Sin. 
Many  years,  as  we  have  seen,  had  now  elapsed,  sjnce 
that  portentous  night  when  the  Idea  was  first  developed. 
The  kiln,  however,  on  the  mountain-side,  stood  unim- 
'  paired,  and  was  in  nothing  changed  since  he  had  thrown 
his  dark  thoughts  into  the  intense  glow  of  its  furnace, 
and  melted  them,  as  it  were,  into  the  one  thought  that 
took  possession  of  his  life.  It  was  a  rude,  round,  towei- 
like  structure,  about  twenty  feet  high,  heavily  built  of 
rough  stones,  and  with  a  hillock  of  earth  heaped  about 
the  larger  part  of  its  circumference  ;  so  that  the  blocks 
and  fragments  of  marble  might  be  drawn  by  cart-loads, 
and  thrown  in  at  the  top.  There  was  an  opening  at  the 
bottom  of  the  tower,  like  an  oven-mouth,  but  large 
enough  to  admit  a  man  in  a  stooping  posture,  and  pro* 
vided  with  a  massive  iron  door.  With  the  smoke  and 
jets  of  flame  issuing  from  the  chinks  and  crevices  of  this 
door  ^hich  seemed  to  give  admittance  into  the  hill-side, 
it  r»'>«mbled  nothing  so  much  as  the  private  entrance  to 
th<»  infernal  regions,  which  the  shepherds  of  the  Delecta- 
We  Mountains  were  accustomed  to  show  to  pilgrims. 

There  are  many  such  lime-kilns  in  that  tract  of  coun- 
try, for  the  purpose  of  burning  the  wliite  marble  which 
composes  a  large  part  of  the  substance  of  the  hillF. 
Some  of  them,  built  years  ago,  and  long  deserted,  with 
weeds  growing  in  the  vacant  round  of  the  interior,  which 
is  open  te  the  sky,  and  grass  and  wild-flowers  rooting 
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themselves  into  the  chinks  of  the  stones,  look  already 
like  relics  of  antiquity,  and  may  yet  be  overspread  with 
the  lichens  of  centuries  to  come.  Others,  where  the 
lime-burner  still  feeds  his  daily  and  night-long  fire, 
afford  points  of  interest  to  the  wanderer  among  the  hiUs, 
who  seats  himself  on  a  log  of  wood  or  a  fragment  of 
marble,  to  hold  a  chat  with  the  solitary  man.  It  is  a 
lonesome,  and,  when  the  character  is  inclined  to  thought, 
may  be  an  intensely  thoughtful  occupation ;  a«?  it  p-oved 
ir  the  case  of  Ethan  Brand,  who  had  mused  to  such 
strange  purpose,  in  days  gone  by,  while  the  fire  in  this 
very  kiln  was  burning. 

The  man  who  now  watched  the  fire  was  of  a  different 
order,  and  troubled  himself  with  no  thoughts  save  the 
very  few  that  were  requisite  to  his  business.  At  frequent 
intervals,  he  flung  back  the  clashing  weight  of  the  iron 
door,  and,  turning  his  face  from  the  insufferable  glare, 
thrust  in  huge  logs  of  oak,  or  stirred  the  immense  brandi 
with  a  long  pole.  Within  the  furnace  were  seen  the 
curling  and  riotous  flames,  and  the  burning  marble, 
almost  molten  with  the  intensity  of  heat ;  while  without, 
the  reflection  of  the  fire  quivered  on  the  dark  intricacy 
of  the  surrounding  forest,  and  showed  in  the  foreground 
a  bright  and  ruddy  little  picture  of  the  hut,  the  spring 
beside  its  door,  the  athletic  and  coal-begrimed  figure  of 
the  lime-burner,  and  the  half-frightened  child,  shrinking 
into  the  protection  of  his  father's  shadow.  And  when 
again  the  iron  door  was  closed,  then  reappeared  the  ten- 
der light  of  the  nalf-fuU  moon,  which  vainly  strove  to 
trace  out  the  indistinct  shapes  of  the  neighboring  moun- 
tains ;  and,  in  the  upper  sky,  there  was  a  flitting  con- 
gregation of  clouds,  still  faintly  tinged  with  the  ros]f 
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sunset,  though  thus  far  down  into  the  valley  the  sun&hine 
had  vanished  long  and  long  ago. 

The  little  boy  now  crept  still  closer  to  his  father,  aa 
footsteps  were  heard  ascending  the  hill-side,  and  a  human 
form  thrust  aside  the  bushes  that  clustered  beneath  th6 
trees. 

"  Halloo!  who  is  it  ?  "  cried  the  lime-bumer,  vexed  at 
his  son's  timidity,  yet  half  infected  by  it.  "  Come  for- 
ward, and  show  yourself,  like  a  man,  or  I  '11  fling  this 
chunk  of  marble  at  your  head ! " 

"You  offer  me  a  rough  welcome,"  said  a  gloomy 
voice,  as  the  unknown  man  drew  nigh.  "  Yet  I  neither 
claim  nor  desire  a  kinder  one,  even  at  my  own  fireside." 

To  obtain  a  distincter  view,  Bartram  threw  open  the 
iron  door  of  the  kiln,  whence  immediately  issued  a  gush 
of  fierce  light,  that  smote  full  upon  the  stranger's  face 
land  figure.  To  a  careless  eye  there  appeared  nothing 
very  remarkable  in  his  aspect,  which  was  that  of  a  man 
in  a  coarse,  brown,  country-made  suit  of  clothes,  tall  and 
thin,  with  the  staff  and  heavy  shoes  of  a  wayfarer.  As 
he  advanced,  he  fixed  his  eyes  —  which  were  very  bright 
—  intently  upon  the  brightness  of  the  furnace,  as  if  he 
beheld,  or  expected  to  behold,  some  object  worthy  of 
note  within  it. 

"Good-evening,  stranger,"  said  the  lime-bumer; 
"  whence  come  you,  so  late  in  the  day  ?  " 

"  I  come-  from  my  search,"  answered  the  wayfarer ; 
*•  for,  at  last,  it  is  finished." 

"  Drunk !  — or  crazy !  "  muttered  Bartram  to  himself. 
"  I  shall  have  trouble  with  the  feJow.  The  sooner  I 
drive  him  away,  the  better." 

The  little  boy,  all  in  a  tremble,  whispered  to  his  father. 
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and  begged  him  to  shut  the  door  of  the  kiln,  so  that 
there  might  not  be  so  much  light ;  for  that  there  waa 
something  in  the  man's  face  which  he  was  afraid  to  look 
at,  yet  could  not  look  away  from.  And,  indeed,  even 
the  lime-bumer*s  dull  and  torpid  sense  began  to  be 
impressed  by  an  indescribable  something  in  that  thin, 
ru^ed,  thoughtful  visage,  with  the  grizzled  hair  hang- 
ing wildly  about  it,  and  those  deeply-sunken  eyes,  which 
gleamed  like  fires  within  the  entrance  of  a  mysterious 
cavern.  But,  as  he  closed  the  door,  the  stranger  turned 
towards  him,  and  spoke  in  a  quiet,  familiar  way,  tliat 
made  Bartram  feel  as  if  he  were  a  sane  and  sensible 
man,  after  all. 

"  Your  task  draws  to  an  end,  I  see,"  said  he.  "  Thia 
marble  has  already  been  burning  three  days.  A  few 
hours  more  will  convert  the  stone  to  lime." 

"Why,  who  are  you?"  exclaimed  the  lime-bumer. 
"  You  seem  as  well  acquainted  with  my  business  as  I 
am  myself." 

"  And  well  I  may  be,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  for  I  fol- 
lowed the  same  craft  many  a  long  year,  and  here,  too, 
on  this  very  spot.  But  you  are  a  new  comer  in  these 
parts.     Did  you  never  hear  of  Ethan  Brand  ?  " 

"  The  man  that  went  in  search  of  the  Unpardonable 
Sin  ?  "  asked  Bartram,  with  a  laugh. 

"  The  same,"  answered  the  stranger.  "  He  has 
found  what  he  sought,  and  therefore  he  comes  back 
again." 

"What!  then  you  are  Ethan  Brand  himself?"  cried 
the  lime-bumer,  in  amazement.  "  I  am  a  new  comei 
here,  as  you  say,  and  they  call  it  eighteen  years  since 
you  left  the  foot  of  Graylock.     But,  I  can  tell  you,  th6 
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good  folks  still  talK  about  Ethan  Brand,  in  the  village 
yonder,  and  what  a  strange  errand  took  him  away  from 
his  lime-kiln.  Well,  and  so  you  have  found  the  Unpar- 
donable Sin  ?  " 

*•  Even  so ! "  said  the  stranger,  calmly. 

^  If  the  question  is  a  fair  one,"  proceeded  Bartram, 
"where  might  it  be?" 

Ethan  Brand  laid  his  finger  on  his  own  heart 

"  Here  ! "  replied  he. 

And  then,  without  mirth  in  his  countenance,  but  as  if 
moved  by  an  involuntary  recognition  of  the  infinite 
absurdity  of  seeking  throughout  the  world  for  what  was 
the  closest  of  all  things  to  himself,  and  looking  into 
every  heart,  save  his  own,  for  what  was  hidden  in  no 
other  hreast,  he  broke  into  a  laugh  of  scorn.  It  was  the 
same  slow,  heavy  laugh,  that  had  almost  appalled  the 
lime-burner  when  it  heralded  the  wayfarer's  approach. 

The  solitary  mountain-side  was  made  dismal  by  it. 
Laughter,  when  out  of  place,  mistimed,  or  bursting 
forth  from  a  disordered  state  of  feeling,  may  be  the  most 
terrible  modulation  of  the  human  voice.  The  laughter 
of  one  asleep,  even  if  it  be  a  little  child,  —  the  madman's 
.augh, — the  wild,  screaming  laugh  of  a  bom  idiot,  —  are 
sounds  that  we  sometimes  tremble  ^to  hear,  and  would 
always  willingly  forget.  Poets  have  imagined  no  utter- 
ance of  fiends  or  hobgoblins  so  fearfully  appropriate  as  a 
laugh.  And  even  the  obtuse  lime-burner  felt  his  nerves 
shaken,  as  this  strange  man  looked  inward  at  his  own 
beaic,  and  burst  into  laughter  that  rolled  away  into  the 
night,  and  was  indistinctly  reverberated  among  the  hills. 

**  Joe,"  said  he  to  his  little  son, '  scamper  down  to  the 
tavem  in  the  village,  and  tell  the  jolly  fellows  there  that 
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Ethan  Brand  has  come  back,  and  that  he  lias  found  t&e 
Unpardonable  Sin ! " 

The  boy  darted  away  on  his  errand,  to  which  Ethan 
Brand  made  no  objection,  nor  seemed  hardly  to  notice  it 
He  sat  on  a  log  of  wood,  looking  stead&stly  at  the  iron 
door  of  the  kiln.  When  the  child  was  out  of  sight,  and 
his  swift  and  light  footsteps  ceased  to  be  heard  treading 
first  on  the  fallen  leaves  and  then  on  the  rocky  mountain- 
path,  the  lime-burner  began  to  regret  his  departure.  He 
felt  that  the  little  fellow's  presence  had  been  a  barrier 
between  his  guest  and  himself,  and  that  he  must  now 
deal,  heart  to  heart,  with  a  man  who,  on  his  own  con« 
fession,  had  committed  the  one  only  crime  for  which 
Heaven  could  afford  no  mercy.  That  crime,  in  its  indis- 
tinct blackness,  seemed  to  overshadow  him.  The  lime- 
burner's  own  sins  rose  up  within  him,  and  made  bii 
memory  riotous  with  a  throng  of  evil  shapes  that  asserted 
their  kindred  with  the  Master  Sin,  whatever  it  might  be, 
which  it  was  within  the  scope  of  man's  corrupted  nature 
to  conceive  and  cherish.  They  were  all  of  one  family ; 
they  went  to  and  fro  between  his  breast  and  Ethan 
Brand's,  and  carried  dark  greetings  from  one  to  the 
other. 

Then  Bartram  remembered  the  stories  which  had 
grown  traditionary  in  reference  to  this  strange  man,  who 
had  come  upon  him  like  a  shadow  of  the  night,  and  was 
making  himself  at  home  in  his  old  place,  after  so  long 
absence  that  the  dead  people,  dead  and  buried  for  years, 
would  have  had  more  right  to  be  at  home,  in  any  familiar 
spot,  than  he.  Ethan  Brand,  it  was  said,  had  conversed 
with  Satan  himself  in  the  lurid  blaze  of  this  very  kiln 
The  legend  had  been  matter  of  mirth  heretofore   W 
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looked  grisly  now.  According  to  this  tale,  before  Ethan 
firand  departed  on  his  search,  he  had  been  accustomed 
JO  evoke  a  fiend  from  the  hot  furnace  of  the  lime-kiln, 
night  after  night,  in  order  to  confer  with  him  about  the 
Unpardonable  Sin ;  the  man  and  the  fiend  each  laboring 
to  frame  the  image  of  some  mode  of  guilt  which  could 
neither  be  atoned  for  nor  forgiven.  And,  with  the  first 
gleam  of  light  upon  the  mountain-top,  the  fiend  crept  in 
at  the  iron  door,  there  to  abide  the  intensest  element  of 
fire,  i:ntil  again  summoned  forth  to  share  in  the  dread- 
fill  task  of  extending  man's  possible  guilt  beyond  the 
scope  of  Heaven's  else  infinite  mercy. 

While  the  lime-burner  was  struggling  with  the  horror 
of  these  thoughts,  Ethan  Brand  rose  from  the  log,  and 
flung  open  the  door  of  the  kiln.  The  action  was  in  such 
accordance  with  the  idea  in  Bartram's  mind,  that  he 
almost  expected  to  see  the  Evil  One  issue  forth,  red-hot 
from  the  raging  furnace. 

"  Hold !  hold  I "  cried  he,  with  a  tremulous  attempt  to 
laugh ;  for  he  was  ashamed  of  his  fears,  although  they 
overmastered  him.  **  Don't,  for  mercy's  sake,  bring  out 
your  devil  now ! " 

"Man .'"sternly  replied  Ethan  Brand,  "what  need 
have  I  of  the  devil  ?  I  have  left  him  behind  me,  on  my 
track.  It  is  with  such  half-way  sinners  as  you  that  he 
busies  himself.  Fear  not,  because  I  open  the  door.  I 
do  but  act  by  old  custom,  and  am  going  to  trim  your 
fire,  like  a  lime-burner,  as  I  was  once." 

He  stirred  the  vast  coals,  thrust  in  more  wood,  and 
bent  forward  to  gaze  into  the  hollow  prison-house  tf  the 
fire,  regardless  of  the  fierce  glow  that  reddened  upon  his 
bee.    The  lime-bumer  sat  matching  bim,  and   half 
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suspected  his  strange  guest  of  a  purpose,  if  ntt  to  etoki 
a  fiend,  at  least  to  plunge  bodily  into  the  flames,  and 
thus  vanish  from  the  sight  of  man.  Ethan  Bmnd, 
however,  drew  quietly  back,  and  closed  the  door  of  the 
kiln. 

"  1  have  looked,"  said  he,  "  into  many  a  human  heart 
that  was  seven  times  hotter  with  sinful  passions  than 
yonder  furnace  is  with  fire.  But  I  found  not  there  what 
I  sought.     No,  not  the  Unpardonable  Sin  ! " 

"What  is  the  Unpardonable  Sin?"  asked  the  lime- 
burner  ;  and  then  he  shrank  further  from  his  companion, 
trembling  lest  his  question  should  be  answered. 

"It  is  a  sin  that  grew  within  my  own  breast," 
replied  Ethan  Brand,  standing  erect,  with  a  pride  that 
distinguishes  all  enthusiasts  of  his  stamp.  "  A  sin  that 
grew  nowhere  else !  The  sin  of  an  intellect  that  tri- 
umphed over  the  sense  of  brotherhood  with  man  and 
reverence  for  God,  and  sacrificed  everything  to  its  own 
mighty  claims!  The  only  sin  that  deserves  a  recom- 
pense of  immortal  agony !  Freely,  were  it  to  do  again, 
would  I  incur  the  guilt.  Unshrinkingly  I  accept  the 
retribution ! " 

"  The  man's  head  is  turned,"  muttered  the  lime-burner 
to  himself.  "  He  may  be  a  sinner,  like  the  rest  of  us,  — 
nothing  more  likely,  —  but,  1 11  be  sworn,  he  is  a  mad- 
man too." 

Nevertheless  he  felt  uncomfortable  at  his  situation, 
alone  with  Ethan  Brand  on  the  wild  mountain-side, 
and  was  right  glad  to  hear  the  rough  murmur  of 
tongues,  and  the  footsteps  of  what  seemed  a  pretty 
numeitfus  party,  stumbling  over  the  stones  and  rustling 
through  the  underbrush.     Soon  appeared  the  whole  lazy 
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regiment  that  was  wont  to  infest  the  village  tavern,  com- 
prehending three  or  four  individuals  who  had  drunk  flip 
beside  the  bar-room  fire  through  all  the  winters,  and 
smoked  their  pipes  beneath  the  stoop  through  all  the 
summers,  since  Ethan  Brand's  departure.  Laughing 
boisterously,  and  mingling  all  their  voices  together  in 
unceremonious  talk,  they  now  burst  into  the  moonshine 
and  narrow  streaks  of  fire-light  that  illuminated  the  open 
i::pace  before  the  lime-kiln.  Bartram  set  the  door  ajar 
again,  flooding  the  spot  with  light,  that  the  whole  com- 
pany might  get  a  fair  view  of  Ethan  Brand,  and  he  of 
them. 

There,  among  other  old  acquaintances,  was  a  once 
ubiquitous  man,  now  almost  extinct,  but  whom  we  were 
formerly  sure  to  encounter  at  the  ho^of  every  thriving 
village  throughout  the  country.  It  was  the  stage- 
agent.  The  present  specimen  of  the  genus  was  a  wilted 
and  smoke-dried  man,  wrinkled  and  red-nosed,  in  a 
smartly-cut,  brown,  bob-tailed  coat,  with  brass  buttons, 
who,  for  a  length  of  time  unknown,  had  kept  his  desk 
and  comer  in  the  bar-room,  and  was  still  pufling  what 
seemed  to  be  the  same  cigar  that  he  had  lighted  twenty 
years  before.  He  had  greiait  fame  as  a  dry  joker,  though, 
perhaps,  less  on  account  of  any  intrinsic  humor  than  fron 
a  certain  flavor  of  brandy-toddy  and  tobacco-smoke, 
which  impregnated  all  his  ideas  and  expressions,  as 
well  as  his  person.  Another  well-remembered  though 
strangely-altered  face  was  that  of  Lawyer  Giles,  as 
people  still  called  him  in  courtesy;  an  elderly  raga- 
muffin, in  his  soiled  shirt-sleeves  and  tow-cloth  trousers. 
This  poor  fellow  had  been  an  attorney,  in  what  he 
called  his  better  days,  a  sharp  practitioner,  and  in  great 
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vogue  among  the  village  litigants ;  but  flip,  and  sling, 
and  toddy,  and  cocktails,  imbibed  at  all  hours,  morning, 
noon  and  night,  had  caused  him  to  slide  from  intellect- 
ual to  various  kinds  and  degrees  of  bodily  labor,  till,  at 
last,  to  adopt  his  own  phrase,  he  slid  into  a  soap-vat. 
In  other  words,  Giles  was  now  a  soap-boiler,  in  a  small 
way.  He  had  come  to  be  but  the  fragment  of  a  human 
being,  a  part  of  one  foot  having  been  chopped  off  by  an 
axe,  and  an  entire  hand  torn  away  by  the  devilish  grip 
of  a  steam-engine.  Yet,  though  the  corporeal  hand  was 
gone,  a  spiritual  member  remained ;  for,  stretching  forth 
the  stump,  Giles  steadfastly  averred  that  he  felt  an 
invisible  thumb  and  fingers  with  as  vivid  a  sensation  as 
before  the  real  ones  were  amputated.  A  maimed  and 
miserable  wretch  he  was ;  but  one,  nevertheless,  whom 
th«  world  could  not  irample  on,  and  had  no  right  to 
scorn,  either  in  this  or  any  previous  stage  of  his  misfor- 
tunes, since  he  had  still  kept  up  the  courage  and  spirit 
of  a  man,  asked  nothing  in  charity,  and  with  his  one 
hand  —  and  that  the  left  one  —  fought  a  stem  battlo 
against  want  and  hostile  circumstances. 

Among  the  throng,  too,  came  another  personage,  who, 
with  certain  points  of  similarity  to  Lawyer  Giles,  had 
many  more  of  difference.  It  was  the  village  doctor;  a 
man  of  some  fifty  years,  whom,  at  an  earlier  period  of 
his  life,  we  introduced  as  paying  a  professional  visit  to 
Ethan  Brand  during  the  latter's  supposed  insanity.  He 
was  now  a  purple-visaged,  rude,  and  brutal,  yet  half- 
gentlemanly  figure,  with  something  wild,  ruined,  and 
desperate  in  his  talk,  and  in  all  the  details  of  his  gesture 
and  manners.  Brandy  possessed  this  man  like  an  evil 
spirit,  and  made  him  as  surly  and  savage  as  a  wild 
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beast,  and  as  miserable  as  ^  lost  soul;  but  there  was 
supposed  to  be  in  him  such  wonderful  skill,  such  native 
gifts  of  healing,  beyond  any  which  medical  science  could 
impart,  that  society  caught  hold  of  him,  and  would  not 
let  him  sink  out  of  its  reach.  So,  swaying  to  and  fro 
upon  his  horse,  and  grumbling  thick  accents  at  the  bed- 
fiide,  he  visited  all  the  sick  chambers  for  miles  alxut 
among  the  mountain  towns,  and  sometimes  raised  a 
dying  man,  as  it  were,  by  miracle,  or  quite  as  often,  no 
doubt,  sent  his  patient  to  a  grave  that  was  dug  many  a 
year  too  soon.  The  doctor  had  an  everlasting  pipe  in 
his  mouth,  and,  as  somebody  said,  in  allusion  to  his 
habit  of  swearing,  it  was  always  alight  with  hell-fire. 

These  three  worthies  pressed  forward,  and  greeted 
Ethan  Brand  each  after  his  own  fashion,  earnestly 
inviting  him  to  partake  of  the  contents  of  a  certain  black 
bottle,  in  which,  as  they  averred,  he  would  find  some- 
thing far  better  worth  seeking  for  than  the  Unpardon- 
able Sin.  No  mind,  which  has  wrought  itself  by 
intense  and  solitary  meditation  into  a  high  state  of 
enthusiasm,  can  endure  the  kind  of  contact  with  low 
and  vulgar  modes  of  thought  and  feeling  to  which 
Ethan  Brand  was  now  subjected.  It  made  him  doubt 
—  and,  strange  to  say,  it  was  a  painful  doubt — w^hether 
he  had  indeed  found  the  Unpardonable  Sin,  and  found 
it  within  himself.  The  whole  question  on  which  he 
had  exhausted  life,  and  more  than  life,  looked  like  a 
ielusion. 

"  Leave  me,"  he  said,  bitterly,  "  ye  brute  beasts,  that 
nave  made  yourselves  ^o,  shrivelling  up  your  souls  with 
fiery  liquors !    J  have  done  with  you.     Years  and  years 


114  ETHAN   BRAND. 

ago,  I  groped  into  your  hearts,  and  found  nothing  then 
for  my  purpooe.    Get  ye  gone ! " 

"  Why,  you  uncivil  scoundrel,"  cried  the  fierce  doctor, 
"  is  that  the  way  you  respond  to  the  kindness  of  your 
best  friends?  Then  let  me  tell  you  the  truth.  You 
have  no  more  found  the  Unpardonable  Sin  th&n  yonder 
boy  Joe  has.  You  are  but  a  crazy  fellow,  —  I  told  you 
80  twenty  years  ago,  —  neither  better  nor  worse  than  a 
crazy  fellow,  and  the  fit  companion  of  old  Humphrey, 
here!" 

He  pointed  to  an  old  man,  shabbily  dressed,  with  long 
white  hair,  thin  visage,  and  unsteady  eyes.  For  some 
years  past  this  aged  person  had  been  wandering  about 
among  the  hills,  inquiring  of  all  travellers  whom  he  met 
for  his  daughter.  The  girl,  it  seemed,  had  gone  off 
with  a  company  of  circus-performers ;  and  occasionally 
tidings  of  her  came  to  the  village,  and  fine  stories  were 
told  of  her  glittering  appearance  as  she  rode  on  horse- 
back in  the  ring,  or  performed  marvellous  feats  on  the 
tight-rope. 

The  white-haired  father  now  approached  Ethan 
Brand,  and  gazed  unsteadily  into  his  face. 

"They  tell  me  you  have  been  all  over  the  earth," 
said  he,  wringing  his  hands  with  earnestness.  *<  You 
must  have  seen  my  daughter,  for  she  makes  a  grand 
figure  in  the  world,  and  everybody  goes  to  see  her. 
Did  she  send  any  word  to  her  old  father,  or  say  when 
she  was  coming  back  ?  " 

Ethan  Brandos  eye  quailed  beneath  the  old  man*8 
That  daughter,  from  whom  he  so  earnestly  desired  a 
word  of  greeting,  was  the  Esther  of  our  tale,  the  very 
girl  whom,  with  such  cold  and  remorseless  purpose^ 
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Bthati  Brand  had  made  the  subject  of  a  psychological 
ntperiment,  and  wasted,  absorbed,  and  perhaps  annihi- 
Lited  her  soul,  in  the  process. 

"  Yes,"  murmured  he,  turning  away  from  the  hoary 
wanderer ;  "  it  is  no  delusion.  There  is  ah  Unpardon- 
able Sin!" 

While  these  things  were  passing,  a  merry  scene  was 
going  forward  in  the  area  of  cheerful  light,  beside  the 
spring  and  before  the  door  of  the  hut.  A  number  of  the 
youth  of  the  village,  young  men  and  girls,  had  hurried 
up  the  hill-side,  impelled  by  curiosity  to  see  Ethan 
Brand,  the  hero  of  so  many  a  legend  familiar  to  their 
childhood.  Finding  nothing,  however,  very  remarkable 
in  his  aspect, — nothing  but  a- sun-burnt  wayfarer,  in 
plain  garb  and  dusty  shoes,  who  sat  looking  into  the 
fire,  as  if  he  fancied  pictures  among  tne  coals,  —  these 
young  people  speedily  grew  tired  of  observing  him.  As 
it  happened,  there  was  other  amusement  at  hand.  An 
old  German  Jew,  travelling  with  a  diorama  on  his  back, 
was  passing  down  the  mountain-road  towards  the  village 
iust  as  the  party  turned  aside  from  it,  and,  in  hopes  of 
eking  out  the  profits  of  the  day,  the  showman  had  kept 
them  company  to  the  lime-kiln. 

"  Come,  old  Dutchman,"  cried  one  of  the  young  men, 
*  let  us  see  your  pictures,  if  you  can  swear  they  are 
worth  looking  at ! " 

«•  O,  yes.  Captain,"  answered  the  Jew,  —  whether  as 
a  matter  of  courtesy  or  craft,  he  styled  everybody 
Captain,—  "  I  shall  show  you,  indeed,  some  very  superb 
pictures ! " 

So,  placing  his  box  in  a  proper  position,  he  invited  the 
young  men  and  girls  to  look  through  the  glass  orifices 
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of  the  machine,  and  proceeded  to  exhibit  a  series  of  the 
most  outrageous  sciatchings  and  daubings,  as  specimens 
of  the  fipe  arts,  that  ever  an  itinerant  showman  had  the 
face  to  impose  upon  his  circle  of  spectators.  The  pic- 
tures were  worn  out,  moreover,  tattered,  full  of  cracks  and 
wrinkles,  dingy  with  tobacco-smoke,  and  otherwise  in  a 
most  pitiable  condition.  Some  purported  to  be  cities, 
public  edifices,  and  ruined  castles  in  Europe;  others 
represented  Napoleon's  battles  and  Nelson's  sea-fights ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  these  would  be  seen  a  gigantic, 
brown,  hairy  hand,  —  which  might  have  been  mistaken 
for  the  Hand  of  Destiny,  though,  in  truth,  it  was  only 
the  showman's, —  pointing  its  forefinger  to  various  scenes 
of  the  conflict,  while  its  owner  gave  historical  illu8tra« 
tions.  When,  with  much  merriment  at  its  abominable 
deficiency  of  merit,  the  exhibition  was  concluded,  the 
German  bade  little  Joe  put  his  head  into  the  box. 
Viewed  through  the  magnifying  glasses,  the  boy's  round, 
rosy  visage  assumed  the  strangest  imaginable  aspect  of 
an  immense  Titanic  child,  the  mouth  grinning  broadly, 
and  the  eyes  and  every  other  feature  overflowing  with  fun 
at  the  joke.  Suddenly,  however,  that  merry  face  turned 
pale,  and  its  expression  changed  to  horror,  for  this  easily 
impressed  and  excitable  child  had  become  sensible  that 
the  eye  of  Ethan  Brand  was  fixed  upon  him  through  the 
glass. 

"  You  make  the  little  man  to  be  afraid.  Captain,"  said 
the  German  Jew,  turning  up  the  dark  and  strong  outline 
of  his  visage,  from  his  stooping  posture.  "But  look 
again,  and,  by  chance,  I  shall  cause  you  to  see  some* 
what  that  is  very  fine,  upon  my  word  ! " 

Bthm  Bmnd  gazed  into  the  box  for  an  instant,  and 
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then  starting  back,  looked  fixedly  at  the  German.  What 
had  he  seen  ?  Nothing,  apparently ;  for  a  curious  youth, 
who  had  peeped  in  almost  at  the  same  moment,  beheld 
&nly  a  vacant  space  of  canvas. 

**  I  remember  you  now,"  muttered  Ethan  Brand  to  the 
showman. 

"  Ah,  Captain,"  whisperecf  the  Jew  of  Nuremburg, 
with  a  dark  smile,  '*  I  find  it  to  be  a  heavy  matter  in  my 
nhow-box, —  th^  Unpardonable  Sin!  By  my  &ith. 
Captain,  it  has  wearied  my  shoulders,  this  long  day,  to 
carry  it  over  the  mountain." 

"Peace,"  answered  Ethan  Brand,  sternly,  "or  get 
thee  into  the  furnace  yonder ! " 

The  Jew's  exhibition  had  scarcely  concluded,  when  a 
great,  elderly  dog,  —  who  seemed  to  be  his  own  master, 
as  no  person  in  the  company  laid  claim  to  him,  —  saw 
fit  to  render  himself  the  object  of  public  notice.  Hith- 
erto, he  had  diown  himself  a  very  quiet,  well-disposed 
old  dog,  gping  round  from  one  to  another,  and,  by  way 
of  being  sociable,  ofiering  his  rough  head  to  be  patted  by 
any  kindly  hand  that  would  take  so  much  trouble.  But 
now,  all  of  a  sudden,  this  grave  and  venerable  quad- 
ruped, of  his  own  mere  motion,  and  without  the  slightest 
suggestion  from  anybody  else,  began  to  run  round  after 
his  tail,  which,  to  heighten  the  absurdity  of  the  proceed- 
ing, was  a  great  deal  shorter  than  it  should  have  been. 
Never  vgis  seen  such  headlong  eagerness  in  pursuit  of 
an  object  that  could  not  possibly  be  attained ;  never  was 
heard  such  a  tremendous  outbreak  of  growling,  snarling, 
barking,  and  snapping, —  as  if  one  end  of  the  ridiculous 
brute's  body  were  at  deadly  and  most  unforgivable 
enmity  with  the  other.     Faster  and  faster,  round  about 
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went  the  cur ;  and  faster  and  stili  faster  fled  the  unap- 
proacnable  brevity  of  his  tail;  and  loader  and  fiercer 
grew  his  yells  of  rage  and  animosity;  until,  utterly 
exhausted,  and  as  far  from  the  goal  as  ever,  the  foolish 
old  dog  ceased  his  performance  as  suddenly  as  he  had 
begun  it.  The  next  moment  he  was  as  mild,  quiet,  sen- 
sible, and  respectable  in  his  deportment,  as  when  he  first 
scmped  acquaintance  with  the  company. 

As  may  be  supposed,  the  exhibition  was  greeted  with 
universal  laughter,  clapping  of  hands,  and  shouts  of 
encore,  to  which  the  canine  performer  responded  by 
wagging  all  that  there  was  to  wag  of  his  tail,  but 
appeared  totally  unable  to  repeat  his  very  successful 
effort  to  amuse  the  spectators. 

J  7hile,  Ethan  Brand  had  resumed  his  seat  upon 

the  log,  and  moved,  it  might  be,  by  a  perception  of  some 
remote  analogy  between  his  own  case  and  that  of  this 
self-pursning  cur,  he  broke  into  the  awful  laugh,  which, 
more  ttian  any  other  token,  expressed  the  condition  of 
his  inward  being.  From  that  moment,  the  merriment 
of  the  party  was  at  an  end  ;  they  stood  aghast,  dreading 
lest  the  inauspicious  sound  should  be  reverberated  around 
the  horizon,  and  that  mountain  would  thunder  it  to 
mountain,  and  so  the  horror  be  prolonged  upon  their 
ears.  Them,  whispering  one  to  another  that  it  was  late, 
—  that  the  moon  was  ahnost  down,  —  that  the  August 
night  was>  growing  chill,  —  they  hurried  homewards 
leaving  the  lime-burner  and  little  Joe  to  deal  as  they 
might  with  their  unwelcome  guest.  Save  for  these  three 
human  beings,  the  open  space  on  the  hill-side  was  a  soli- 
tude, set  in  a  vast  gloom  of  forest.  Beyond  that  dark- 
tome  verge,  the   fire-light  glimmered  on  the   stately 
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minks  and  almost  black  foliage  of  piaes,  intermixed  with 
the  lighter  verdure  of  sapling  oaks,  maples,  and  poplars, 
while  here  anl  there  lay  the  gigantic  corpses  of  dead 
trees,  decaying  on  the  leaf-strewn  soil.  And  it  soemed 
to  little  Joe  —  a  timorous  and  imaginative  child  — that 
the  silent  forest  was  holding  its  breath,  until  some  fear- 
ful thing  should  happen. 

Ethan  Brand  thrust  more  wood  into  the  fire,  and 
closed  the  door  of  the  kiln ;  then  lookmg  over  his 
shoulder  at  the  lime-burner  and  his  son,  he  bade,  rather 
than  advised,  them  to  retire  to  rest. 

"  For  myself,  I  cannot  sleep,"  said  he.  "  I  have  mat- 
ters that  it  concerns  me  to  meditate  upon.  I  will  watch 
the  fire,  as  I  used  to  do  in  the  old  time.'* 

"  And  call  the  devil  out  of  the  furnace  to  keep  you 
company,  I  suppose,"  muttered  Bartram,  who  had  been 
making  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  black  bottle 
above-mentioned.  **  But  watch,  if  you  like,  and  call  as 
many  devils  as  you  like  !  For  my  part,  I  shall  be  all 
the  better  for  a  snooze.     Come,  Joe  !  " 

As  the  boy  followed  his  father  into  the  hut,  he  looked 
back  at  the  wayfarer,  and  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes, 
for  his  tender  spirit  had  an  intuition  of  the  bleak  and 
terrible  loneliness  in  which  this  man  had  enveloped 
himself 

When  tney  had  gone,  Ethan  Brand  sat  listening  to 
the  crackling  of  the  kindled  wood,  and  looking  at  the 
little  spirts  of  fire  that  issued  through  the  chinks  of  the 
door.  These  trifles,  however,  once  so  familiar,  had  ou' 
the  slightest  hold  of  his  attention,  while  deep  within  his 
mind  he  was  reviewing  the  gradual  but  marvellous  change 
that  had  been  vrought  upon  him  by  the  sewch  to  whifii 


120  ETHAN  BSAKD. 

he  had  devoted  himself.  He  lemembered  how  llie  ni^t 
dew  had  fiiUen  upon  him,  —  how  the  dark  forest  had 
whispeied  to  him,  —  how  the  stars  had  gleamed  upon 
him,  —  a  simple  and  loving  man,  watching  his  fire  in  the 
years  gone  by,  and  ever  musing  as  it  burned.  He 
remembered  with  what  tenderness,  with  what  love  and 
sympathy  for  mankind,  and  what  pity  for  human  guilt 
and  woe,  he  had  first  begun  to  contemplate  those  ideas 
which  afterwards  became  the  inspiration  of  his  life  ;  with 
what  reverence  he  had  then  looked  into  the  heart  of 
man,  viewing  it  as  a  temple  originally  divine,  and,  how- 
ever desecrated,  still  to  be  held  sacred  by  a  brother; 
with  what  awful  fear  he  had  deprecated  the  success  of 
his  pursuit,  and  prayed  that  the  Unpardonable  Sin  might 
never  be  revealed  to  him.  Then  ensued  that  vast  intel- 
lectual development,  which,  in  its  progress,  disturbed  the 
counterpoise  between  his  mind  and  heart.  The  Idea 
that  possessed  his  life  had  operated  as  a  means  of  educa* 
tlun ;  it  had  gone  on  cultivating  his  powers  to  the 
highest  point  of  which  they  were  susceptible;  it  had 
raised  him  from  the  level  of  an  unlettered  laborer  to 
stand  on  a  star-lit  eminence,  whither  die  philosophers 
of  the  earth,  laden  widi  the  lore  of  universities,  might 
vainly  strive  to  clamber  after  htm.  So  much  for  the  ' 
intellect!  But  where  was  the  heart?  That,  indeed, 
had  withered  —  had  contracted  —  had  hardened  —  had 
perilled !  It  had  ceased  to  partake  of  the  universal  throb. 
He  had  lost  his  hold  of  the  magnetic  chain  of  humanity 
He  was  no  longer  a  pother-man,  opening  the  chambers 
or  the  dungeons  of  our  common  nature  by  the  key  of 
holy  sympathy,  which  gave  him  a  right  to  share  in  al 
its  secrets ;  he  was  now  a  cold  observer,  loold'ig  on  man 
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kind  as  the  subject  of  his  experiment,  and,  at  ength, 
converting  man  and  woman  to  be  his  puppets,  and  pulU 
ing  the  wires  that  moved  them  to  such  degrees  of  crime 
as  were  demanded  for  his  study. 

Thus  Ethan  Brand  became  a  fiend.  He  began  to  be 
so  from  the  moment  that  his  moral  nature  had  ceased  to 
keep  the  pace  of  improvement  with  his  intellect  And 
now,  as  his  highest  efifort  and  inevitable  development,  -— 
as  the  bright  and  gorgeous  flower,  and  rich,  delicious 
fruit  of  his  life's  labor,  —  he  had  produced  the  Unpardon- 
able Sin! 

"  What  more  have  I  to  seek  ?  What  more  to  achieve  ?  '• 
said  Ethan  Brand  to  himself.  **  My  task  is  done,  and 
well  done !  *' 

Starting  from  the  lo^  with  a  certain  alacrity  in  his 
gait,  and  ascending  the  hillock  of  earth  that  was  raised 
against  the  stone  circumference  of  the  lime-kiln,  he  thus 
reached  the  top  of  the  structure.  It  was  a  space  of  per- 
haps ten  feet  across,  from  edge  to  edge,  presenting  a 
view  of  the  upper  surfiice  of  the  immense  mass  of  broken 
marble  with  which  the  kiln  was  heaped.  All  these  innu- 
meraUe  blocks  and  fragments  of  marble  were  red-hot 
and  vividly  on  fire»  sending  up  great  spouts  of  blue 
flame,  which  quivered  aloft  and  danced  madly,  as  within 
a  magic  circle,  and  sank  and  rose  again,  with  continual 
and  multitudinous  activity.  As  the  lonely  man  bent 
forward  over  this  terrible  body  of  fire,  the  bkisting  heat 
smote  up  against  his  person  with  a  breath  diat,  it  might 
be  supposed,  would  have  scorched  and  shrivelled  him  up 
in  a  moment 

Ethan  Brand  stood  erect,  and  raised  his  arms  on  hign. 
rhe  blue  flames  played  upon  his  &ce,  and  imparted  the 
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wild  and  ghastly  light  which  alone  cculd  have  salted  ilf 
expression ;  it  was  that  of  a  fiend  on  the  verge  of  plong 
ing  into  his  gulf  of  intensest  tonnent 

"  O  Mother  Earth,"  cried  he,  "  who  art  no  more  my 
Mother,  and  into  whose  bosom  this  frame  shall  never  be 
resolved !  O  mankind,  whose  brotherhood  1  have  cast 
effj  and  trampled  thy  great  heart  beneath  my  feet !  O 
stars  of  heaven,  that  shone  on  me  of  old,  as  if  to  light 
me  onward  and  upward !  —  fisirewell  all,  and  forevei 
Come,  deadly  element  of  Fire, — henceforth  my  familiar 
friend !     Embrace  me,  as  I  do  thee  !  *' 

That  night  the  sound  of  a  fearful  peal  of  laughter 
rolled  heavily  through  the  sleep  of  the  lime-burner  and 
his  little  son ;  dim  shapes  of  horror  and  anguish  haunted 
their  dreams,  and  seemed  still  present  in  the  r«ide  hovel, 
when  they  opened  their  eyes  to  the  daylight. 

"  Up,  boy,  up ! "  cried  the  lime-burner,  staring  about 
him.  **  Thank  Heaven,  the  night  is  gone,  at  last ;  and 
rather  than  pass  such  another,  1  would  watch  my  lime- 
kiln,  wide  awake,  for  a  twelvemonth.  This  Ethan 
Brand,  with  his  humbug  of  an  Unpardonable  Sin,  has 
done  me  no  such  mighty  favor,  in  taking  my  place  ! " 

He  issued  from  the  hut,  followed  by  little  Joe,  whc 
kept  fast  bold  of  his  father's  hand.  The  early  sunshine 
was  already  pouring  its  gold  upon  the  mountain-tops ; 
and  though  the  valleys  were  still  in  shadow,  they  smiled 
cheerfully  in  the  promise  of  the  bright  day  that  was 
hastening  onward.  The  village,  completely  shut  in  by 
hills,  which  swelled  away  gently  about  it,  looked  as  if 
it  had  rested  peacefully  in  the  hollow  (if  the  great  hand 
if  Providence.  Every  dwelling  was  distinctly  visible  ; 
iie  little  spiras  of  the  two  chuiches  pointed  upward  s^  an  J 
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caught  a  fore-glimmering  of  brightness  from  the  sun-gilt 
skies  upon  their  gilded  weather-cocks.  The  tavern  was 
astir,  and  the  figure  of  the  old,  smoke-dried  stage  agent, 
cigar  in  n.outh,  was  seen  beneath  the  stoop.  OU  Gray- 
lock  was  glorified  with  a  golden  cloud  upon  ais  head. 
Scattered  likewise  over  the  breasts  of  the  surrounding 
mountains,  there  were  heaps  of  hoary  mist,  in  fantastic 
shapes,  some  of  them  far  down  into  the  valley,  others 
high  up  towards  the  summits,  and  still  others,  of  the 
same  family  of  mist  or  cloud,  hovering  in  the  gold  radi- 
ance of  the  upper  atmosphere.  Stepping  from  one  to 
another  of  the  clouds  that  rested  on  the  hills,  and  thence 
to  the  loftier  brotherhood  that  sailed  in  air,  it  seemed 
almost  as  if  a  mortal  man  might  thus  ascend  into  the 
heavenly  regions.  Earth  was  so  mingled  with  sky  that 
it  was  a  day-dream  to  look  at  it. 

To  supply  that  charm  of  the  familiar  and  homely, 
Vhich  Nature  so  readily  adopts  into  a  scene  like  this, 
the  stage-coach  was  'nttling  down  the  mountain-road, 
and  the  driver  sounded  Vis  horn,  while  echo  caught  up 
the  notes,  and  intertwined  them  into  a  rich  and  varied 
and  elaborate  harmony,  of  which  the  original  performer 
could  lay  claim  to  little  share.  The  great  hills  played  a 
concert  among  themselves,  each  contributing  a  strain  of 
aiiy  sweetness. 

Little  Joe's  face  brightened  at  once. 

"  Dear  father,"  cried  he,  skipping  cheerily  to  and  fro, 
**  that  strange  man  is  gone,  and  the  sky  and  the  moun- 
tains all  seem  glad  of  it !  " 

"  Yes,"  growled  the  lime-burner,  with  an  oath,  "  but 
he  has  let  the  fire  go  down,  and  no  thanks  to  him  if  five 
aundred  bushels  of  lime  ate  not  spoiled.     If  I  catch  tho 
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fellow  hereabouts  again,  I  shall  feel  like  tossing  him  into 
the  furnace ! " 

With  his  long  pole  in  his  hand,  he  ascended  to  the  top 
of  the  Jciln.  After  a  moment's  pause,  he  called  to  his 
son. 

"  Gome  up  here,  Joe  ! "  said  he. 

So  little  Joe  ran  up  the  hillock,  and  stood  by  his 
father's  side.  The  marble  was  all  burnt  into  perfect, 
8now*white  lime.  But  on  its  surface,  in  the  midst  of  the 
circle, —  snow-white  too,  and  thoroughly  converted  into 
lime, —  lay  a  human  skeleton,  in  the  attitude  of  a  person 
who,  after  long  toil,  lies  down  to  long  repose.  Within 
the  ribs  —  strange  to  say  —  was  the  shape  of  a  human 
heart. 

••Was  the  fellow's  heart  made  of  marble?"  cried 
Bartram,  in  some  perplexity  at  this  phenomenon.  <<  At 
any  rate,  it  is  burnt  into  what  looks  like  special  good 
lime ;  and,  taking  all  the  bones  together,  my  kiln  is  half 
a  bushel  the  richer  for  him." 

So  saying,  the  rude  lime-burner  lifted  his  pole,  and, 
letting  it  fall  upon  the  skeleton,  the  relics  of  Ethan 
Brand  were  crumbled  into  fragments. 
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Heark£n  to  our  neighbor  with  the  iron  tongue 
While  I  sit  musing  over  my  sheet  of  foolscap,  he 
emphatically  tells  the  hour,  in  tones  loud  enough  for  all 
the  town  to  hear,  though  doubtless  intended  only  as  a 
gentle  hint  to  myself,  that  I  may  begin  his  biography 
before  the  evening  shall  be  further  wasted.  Unquestion- 
ably, a  personage  in  sucn  an  elevated  position,  and 
making  so  grept  a  noise  in  the  Miorld,  has  a  fair  claim 
to  the  services  of  a  biographer,  he  is  the  representa- 
tive and  mo^t  illustrious  member  ot  vhat  innumerable 
class,  whose  characteristic  feature  is  tne  tongue,  and 
fvhose  sole  business,  to  clamor  for  the  puuiic  good.  If 
*ny  of  his  noisy  brethren,  in  our  tongue-governed 
democracy,  be  envious  of  the  superiority  which  I  have 
assigned  him,  they  have  my  free  consent  to  hang  them- 
aelves  as  high  as  he.  And,  for  his  history,  lei  not  the 
reader  apprehend  an  empty  repetition  of  ding-dong-bell. 
He  has  been  the  passive  hero  of  wonderful  vicissitudes, 
with  which  I  have  chanced  t^  become  acquainted,  possi- 
bly from  his  own  mouth ;  while  the  careless  multitude 
supposed  him  to  be  talking  merely  of  the  time  of  day, 
or  calling  them  to  dinner  or  to  church,  or  bidding  drowsy 
people  go  bedward,  or  the  dead  to  their  graves.  Many 
a  revolution  has  it  been  his  fate  to  go  through,  and  inva 
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riaVy  with  a  prodigious  uproar.  And  whether  oi  no  he 
have  told  me  his  reminiscences,  this  at  least  is  true,  that 
the  more  1  study  his  deep-toned  language,  the  moixs 
sense,  and  sentiment,  and  soul,  do  I  discover  in  it. 

This  bell  —  for  we  may  as  well  drop  our  quaint  per- 
sonification —  is  of  antique  French  manufacture,  and  the 
symbol  of  the  cross  betokens  that  it  was  meant  to  be 
suspended  in  the  belfry  of  a  Romish  place  of  worship. 
The  old  people  hereabout  have  a  tradition,  that  a  con- 
siderable part  of  the  metal  was  supplied  by  a  brass 
cannon,  captured  in  one  of  the  victories  of  Louis  the 
Fourteenth  oyer  the  Spaniards,  and  that  a  Bourbon 
princess  threw  her  golden  crucifix  into  the  molten  mass. 
It  is  said,  likewise,  that  a  bishop  baptized  and  blessed 
the  bell,  and  prayed  that  a  heavenly  influence  might 
mingle  with  its  tones.  When  all  due  ceremonies  had 
been  performed,  the  Grand  Monarque  bestowed  the  gift 
--than  which  none  could  resound  his  beneficence  more 
loudly  —  on  the  Jesuits,  who  were  then  converting  the 
American  Indians  to  the  spiritual  dominion  of  the  Pope. 
So  the  bell,  —  our  self-same  bell,  whose  familiar  voice 
we  may  hear  at  all  hours,  in  the  streets,  —  this  very  bell 
sent  forth  its  first-bom  accents  from  the  tower  of  a  log- 
built  chapel,  westward  of  Lake  Champlain,  ani  near  the 
mighty  stream  of  the  Saint  Lawrence.  It  was  called 
Our  Lady's  Chapel  of  the  Forest.  The  peal  went  forth 
as  if  to  redeem  and  consecrate  the  heathen  wilderness. 
The  wolf  growled  at  the  sound,  as  he  prowled  stealthily 
ihrough  the  underbrush;  the  grim  bear  turned  his 
back,  and  stalked  sullenly  away ;  the  startled  doe  leaped 
up,  and  led  her  fawn  into  a  deeper  solitude.  The 
red  men  wondered  what  awful  voice  was  speaking  an  id 
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the  wind  that  roared  through  the  tree-tops ;  and  follow- 
ing  reverentially  its  summons,  the  dark-robed  fathers 
blessed  them  as  they  drew  near  the  c^ss-crowned 
chapel.  In  a  little  time,  there  was  a  crucifix  on  every 
dusky  bosom.  The  Indians  knelt  beneath  the  lowly 
roof,  worshipping  in  the  same  forms  that  were  observed 
under  the  vast  dome  of  Saint  Peter*s,  when  the  Ptpe 
performed  high  mass  in  the  presence  of  kneeling  princes. 
All  the  religious  festivals,  that  awoke  the  chiming  bells 
of  lofty  cathedrals,  called  forth  a  peal  from  Our  Lady's 
Chapel  of  the  Forest.  Loudly  rang  the  bell  of  the 
wilderness  while  the  streets  of  Paris  echoed  with 
rejoicings  for  the  birth-day  of  the  Bourbon,  or  whenever 
France  had  triumphed  on  some  European  battle-field. 
And  the  solemn  woods  were  saddened  with  a  melancholy 
knell,  as  often  as  the  thick-strewn  leaves  were  swept 
away  from  the  virgin  soil,  for  the  burial  of  an  Indian 
chief. 

Meantime,  the  bells  of  a  hostile  people  and  a  hostile 
faith  were  ringing  on  Sabbaths  and  lecture-days,  at 
Boston  and  other  Puritan  towns.  Their  echoes  died 
away  hundreds  of  miles  south-eastward  of  Our  Lady's 
Chapel.  But  scouts  had  threaded  the  pathless  desert 
that  lay  between,  and,  from  behind  the  huge  tree-trunks, 
perceived  the  Indians  assembling  at  the  summons  of  the 
bell.  Some  bore  flaxen-haired  scalps  at  their  girdles,  as 
if  to  lay  those  bloody  trophies  on  Our  Lady's  altar.  It 
was  reported,  and  believed,  all  through  New  England, 
that  the  Pope  of  Rome,  and  the  King  of  France,  had 
established  this  little  chapel  in  the  forest,  for  the  purpose 
of  stirring  up  the  red  men  to  a  crusade  against  the 
English  settlers.     The  latter  took  energetic  measures  to 
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secure  their  religion  and  their  lives.  On  the  eve  of  bm 
especial  fast  of  the  Komish  church,  while  the  bell  tolled 
dismally,  and  the  priests  were  chanting  a  doleful  staire. 
a  band  of  New  England  rangers  rushed  from  the  aur- 
rounding  woods.  Fierce  shouts,  and  the  report  of 
musketry,  pealed  suddenly  within  the  chapel.  The 
ministering  priests  threw  themselves  before  the  altar,  and 
were  slain  even  on  its  steps.  If,  as  antique  traditions 
tell  us,  no  grass  will  grow  where  the  blood  of  martyrs 
has  been  shed,  there  should  be  a  barren  spot,  to  this  very 
day,  on  the  site  of  that  desecrated  altar. 

While  the  blood  was  still  plashing  from  step  to  step 
the  leader  of  the  rangers  seized  a  torch,  and  applied  it  t» 
the  drapery  of  the  shrine.  The  flame  and  smoke  arose 
as  from  a  burnt-sacrifice,  at  once  illuminating  and 
obscuring  the  whole  interior  of  the  chapel,  —  now  hiding 
the  dead  priests  in  a  sable  shroud,  now  revealing  them 
and  their  slayers  in  one  terrific  glare.  Some  already 
wished  that  the  altar-smoke  could  cover  the  deed  from 
the  sight  of  Heaven.  But  one  of  the  rangers  —  a  man 
of  sanctified  aspect,  though  his  hands  were  bloody  — 
approached  the  captain. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "our  village  meeting-house  lacks  a 
bell,  and  hitherto  we  have  been  fain  to  summon  the  good 
people  to  worship  by  beat  of  drum.  Give  me,  I  pray 
you,  the  bell  of  this  popish  chapel,  for  the  sake^of  the 
godly  Mr.  Rogers,  who  doubtless  hath  remembered  us  in 
the  prayers  of  the  congregation,  ever  since  we  began  our 
inarch.  Who  can  tell  what  share  of  this  night's  good 
luccess  we  owe  to  that  holy  man's  wrestling  with  the 
Lord?" 

"  Nay,  then,"  answered  the  captain,  "  if  good  Mr 
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lb)geT8  nath  holpen  our  enterprise,  it  is  right  that  he 
should  shar»>  the  spoil.  Take  the  hell  and  welcome, 
Deacon  Lawson,  if  you  will  be  at  the  trouble  of  carrying 
it  home.  Hitherto  it  hath  spoken  nothing  but  papistry, 
and  that  too  in  the  French  or  Indian  gibberish ;  but  1 
warrant  me,  if  Mr.  Rogers  consecrate  it  anew,  it  will 
talk  like  a  good  English  and  Protestant  bell." 

So  Deacon  Lawson  and  half  a  score  of  his  townsmen 
took  down  the  bell,  suspended  it  on  a  pole,  and  boie  it 
away  on  their  sturdy  shoulders,  meaning  to  carry  it  to 
die  shore  of  Lake  Champlain,  and  thence  homeward  by 
water.  Far  through  the  woods  gleamed  the  flames  of 
Our  Lady's  Chapel,  flinging  fantastic  shadows  from  the 
clustered  foliage,  and  glancing  on  brooks  that  had  never 
caught  the  sunlight.  As  the  rangers  traversed  the  mid- 
night forest,  staggering  under  their  heavy  burden,  the 
tongue  of  the  bell  gave  many  a  tremendous  stroke,  — 
clang,  clang,  clang !  —  a  most  doleful  sound,  as  if  it  were 
tollinjg  for  the  slaughter  of  the  priests  and  the  ruin  of 
the  chapel.  Little  dreamed  Deacon  Lawson  and  his 
townsmen  that  it  was  their  own  funeral  knell.  A  war* 
|iarty  of  Indians  hkd  heard  the  report  of  musketry,  and 
seen  the  blaze  of  the  chapel,  and  now  were  on  the  track 
of  the  rangers,  summoned  to  vengeance  by  the  bell^ 
dismal  murmura.  In  the  midst  of  a  deep  swamp,  they 
made  a  sudden  onset  on  the  retreating  foe.  Good  Dea* 
con  Lawson  battled  stoutly,  but  had  his  skull  cloven  by 
a  tomahawk,  and  sank  into  the  depths  of  the  morass, 
with  the  ponderous  bell  above  him.  And,  for  many  a 
year  thereafter,  our  hero's  voice  was  heard  no  more  on 
earth,  neither  at  the  hour  of  worship,  nor  at  festivals 
nor  funerals. 
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And  is  he  still  buried  in  that  unknown  graver 
Scarcely  so,  dear  reader.  Hark !  How  plainly  we  heai 
him  at  this  moment,  the  spokesman  of  Time,  proclaim 
ing  that  it  is  nine  o'clock  at  night !  We  may  therefore 
safely  conclude  that  some  happy  chance  has  restored 
him  to  upper  air. 

^  But  there  lay  the  bell,  for  many  silent  years  ;  and  the 
wonder  is,  that  he  did  not  lie  silent  there  a  century,  oi 
perhaps  a  dozen  centuries,  till  the  world  should  have  for- 
gotten not  only  his  voice,  but  the  voices  of  the  whole 
orotherhood  of  bells.  How  would  the  first  accent  of  hia 
iron  tongue  have  startled  his  resurrectionists !  But  he 
was  not  fated  to  be  a  subject  of  discussion  among  the 
antiquaries  of  far  posterity.  Near  the  close  of  the  Old 
French  War,  a  party  of  New  England  axe-men,  who 
preceded  the  march  of  Colonel  Bradstreet  toward  Lake 
Ontario,  were  building  a  bridge  of  logs  through  a  swamp. 
Plunging  down  a  stake,  one  of  these  pioneers  felt  it 
graze  against  some  hard,  smooth  substance.  He  called 
his  comrades,  and,  by  their  united  efforts,  the  top  of  the 
bell  was  raised  to  the  surface,  a  rope  made  fast  to  it,  and 
thence  passed  over  the  horizontal  limb  of  a  tree.  Heave- 
oh  !  up  they  hoisted  tbeir  prize,  dripping  with  moisture, 
and  festooned  with  verdant  water-moss.  As  the  base  of 
the  bell  emerged  from  the  swamp,  the  pioneers  perceived 
that  a  skeleton  was  clinging  with  its  bony  fingers  to  the 
clapper,  but  immediately  relaxing  its  nerveless  grasp 
sank  back  into  the  stagnant  water.  The  bell  then  gave 
forth  a  sullen  clang.  No  wonder  that  he  was  in  haste 
to  speak,  after  holding  his  tongue  for  such  a  length  of 
dme !  The  pioneers  shoved  the  bell  to  and  fro,  thus 
luging  a  loud  and  heavy  peal,  which  echoed  widely 
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tbrough  (lie  fo/est,  and  reached  the  ears  of  Oo]one! 
Bradstreet,  and  his  three  thousand  men.  The  soldien 
paused  on  their  march ;  a  feeling  of  religion,  mingled 
with  home-tenderness,  overpowered  their  rude  hearts; 
each  seemed  to  hear  the  clangor  of  the  old  church-bell, 
which  had  been  familiar  to  him  from  infancy,  and  had 
tolled  at  the  funerals  of  all  his  forefathers.  By  what 
magic  had  that  holy  sound  strayed  over  the  wide-mur- 
muring ocean,  and  become  audible  amid  the  clash  of 
arms,  the  loud  crashing  of  the  artillery  ovier  the  rough 
wilderness-path,  and  the  melancholy  roar  of  the  wind 
among  the  boughs  ? 

The  New  Englanders  hid  their  prize  in  a  shadowy 
nook,  betwixt  a  large  gray  stone  and  the  earthy  roots  of 
an  overthrown  tree ;  and  when  the  campaign  was  ended, 
they  conveyed  our  friend  to  Boston,  and  put  him  up  at 
auction  on  the  side-walk  of  King-street.  He  was  sus- 
pended, for  the  nonce,  by  a  block  and  tackle,  and  being 
swung  backward  and  forward,  gave  such  loud  and  clear 
testimony  to  his  own  merits,  that  the  auctioneer  had  no 
need  to  say  a  word.  The  highest  bidder  was  a  rich  old 
representative  from  our  town,  who  piously  bestowed  tho 
bell  on  the  meeting-house  where  he  had  been  a  worship- 
per for  half  a  century.  The  good  ittftn  had  his  reward. 
By  a  strange  coincidence,  the  very  first  duty  of  the  sex- 
ton, after  the  bell  had  been  hoisted  into  the  belfry,  was 
to  toll  the  funeral  knell  of  the  donor.  Soon,  however, 
those  doleful  echoes  were  drowned  by  a  tr'iumphant  peal 
for  the  surrender  of  Quebec. 

Ever  since  that  period,  our  hero  has  occupied  the 
same  elevated  station,  and  has  put  in  his  word  on  ail 
matters  of  public  importance,  civil,  military,  or  religious, 
9 
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On  ^e  day  when  Independence  was  fiist  proclaimed  id 
tbe  street  beneath,  he  uttered  a  peal  which  many  deemed 
ominous  and  fearful,  mther  than  triumphant.  But  he 
has  told  the  same  story  these  sixty  years,  and  none  mis- 
take his  meaning  now.  When  Washington,  in  the 
fulness  of  his  glory,  rode  through  our  flower^mewn 
streets,  this  was  the  tongue  that  bade  the  Father  of  his 
Country  welcome !  Again  the  same  voice  was  heard, 
when  La  Fayette  came  to  gather  in  his  half-century's 
harvest  of  gratitude.  Meantime,  vrst  changes  have  been 
going  on  below.  His  voice,  which  once  floated  over  a 
little  provincial  seaport,  is  now  reverbemted  between 
brick  edifices,  and  strikes  the  ear  amid  the  buzz  and 
tumult  of  a  city.  On  the  Sabbaths  of  olden  time,  the 
summons  of  the  bell  was  obeyed  hy  a  picturesque  and 
varied  throng;  stately  gentlemen  in  purple  velvet  coats, 
embroidered  waistcoats,  white  wi;^  and  gold-laced  hats, 
stepping  with  grave  courtesy  beside  ladies  in  flowered 
satin  gowns,  and  hoop-petticoats  of  majestic  circumfer 
ence ;  while  behind  followed  a  liveried  slave  or  bonds- 
man, bearing  the  psalm-book,  and  a  stove  for  his  mistress* 
feet  The  commonalty,  clad  in  homely  garb,  gave  pre* 
cedence  to  their  betters  at  the  door  of  the  meeting-house, 
as  if  admitting. «Aat  there  were  distinctions  between 
them,  even  in  the  sight  of  God.  Yet,,  as  their  cofiins 
were  borne  one  after  another  through  the  street,  the  beU 
has  tolled  a  requiem  for  all  alike.  What  mattered  it 
whether  or  no  there  were  a  silver  scutcheon  on  the 
coffin-lid  ?  "  Open  thy  bosom,  Mother  Earth ! "  Tha. 
tpake  the  bell.  ''  Another  of  thy  children  is  coming  to 
tiis  long  rest  Take  him  to  thy  bosom,  and  let  him 
•lumber  in  peace.**    Thus  spake  the  bell,  and  Mothc  \ 
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Earth  received  her  child.  With  the  self-same  tones  will 
the  present  generation  be  ushered  to  the  embraces  of 
their  mother ;  and  Mother  Earth  will  still  receive  her 
children.  Is  not  thy  tongue  a-weary,  mournful  talker 
of  two  centuries  ?  O,  funeral  bell !  wilt  thou  never  be 
shattered  with  thine  own  melancholy  strokes  ?  Yea, 
and  a  trumpet-call  shall  aroiise  the  sleepers,  whom  thy 
heavy  clang  could  awake  no  more ! 

Again — again,  thy  voice,  reminding  me  that  i  am 
wasting  the  **  midnight  oil."  In  my  lonely  fantasy,  I 
can  scarce  believe  that  other  mortals  have  caught  the 
sound,  or  that  it  vibrates  elsewhere  than  in  my  secret 
soul.  But  to  many  hast  thou  spoken.  Anxious  men 
have  heard  thee  on  their  sleepless  pillows,  and  bethought 
themselves  anew  of  to-morrow*s  care.  In  a  brief  inter* 
val  of  wakefulness,  the  sons  of  toil  have  heard  thee,  and 
say,  "Is  so  much  of  our  quiet  slumber  spent? — is  the 
morning  so  near  at  hand  ?  **  Crime  bias  heard  thee,  and 
mutters,  "  Now  is  the  very  hour !  '*  Despair  answers 
thee,  "  Thus  much  of  this  weary  life  is  gone  ! "  The 
young  mother,  on  her  bed  of  pain  and  ecstasy,  has 
counted  thy  echoing  strokes,  and  dates  from  them  her 
first-bom's  share  of  life  and  immortality.  The  bride- 
groom and  the  bride  have  listened,  and  feel  that  their 
night  of  rapture  flits  like  a  dream  away.  Thine  accents 
have  fallen  faintly  on  the  ear  of  the  dying  man,  and 
warned  him  that,  ere  thou  speakest  again,  his  spirit  shall 
have  passed  whither  no  voice  of  time  can  ever  reach. 
Aks  for  the  departing  traveller,  if  thy  voice  —  the  voice 
of  fleeting  time  — have  taught  him  no  lessons  fci  Eter- 
nity! 
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Otx  a  bright  summer  evening,  two  persons  stood 
Among  the  shrubbery  of  a  garden,  stealthily  watching  a 
young  girl,  who  sat  in  die  window-seat  of  a  neighboring 
mansion.  One  of  these  unseen  observers,  a  gentleman, 
was  youthful,  and  had  an  air  of  high  breeding  and 
refinement,  and  a  face  marked  with  intellect,  though 
otherwise  of  unprepossessing  aspect.  His  features  wore 
even  an  ominous,  though  somewhat  mirthful  expression, 
while  he  pointed  his  long  forefinger  at  the  girl,  and 
seemed  to  regard  her  as  a  creature  completely  within 
the  scope  of  his  influence. 

"  The  charm  works ! "  said  he,  in  a  low,  but  emphatic 
whisper. 

"Do  you  know,  Edward  Hamilton,  —  since  so  you 
choose  to  be  named,  —  do  you  know,"  said  the  lady 
beside  him,  "  that  I  have  almost  a  mind  to  break  the 
spell  at  once?  What  if  the  lesson  should  prove  too 
severe !  True,  if  my  ward  could  be  thus  laughed  out 
of  her  fantastic  nonsense,  she  might  be  the  better  for  it 
through  life.  But  then,  she  is  such  a  delicate  creature ! 
And,  besides,  are  you  noi  ruining  your  own  chance,  by 
putting  forward  this  shadow  of  a  rival  ?" 

"  But  will  he  not  vanish  into  thin  air,  at  my  bid* 
ding?"  rejoined  Edward  Hamilton.  "Let  the  charm 
work!" 
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The  girl's  slender  and  sylph-like  figure,  tinged  with 
ladiance  from  the  sunset  clouds,  and  overhung  witli  the 
rich  drapery  of  the  silken  curtains,  and  set  within  the 
deep  frame  of  the  window,  was  a  perfect  picture;  or, 
rather,  it  wtis  like  the  original  loveliness  in  a  painter's 
fancy,  from  which  the  most  finished  picture  is  hut 
an  imperfect  copy.  ^Though  her  occupation  excited  so 
much  interest  in  the  two  spectators,  she  was  merely 
gazing  at  a  miniature  which  she  held  in  her  hand, 
encased  in  white  satin  and  red  morocco ;  nor  did  there 
appear  to  he  any  other  cause  for  the  smile  of  mockery 
and  malice  with  which  Hamilton  regarded  her. 

"  The  charm  works ! "  muttered  he,  again.  "  Oui 
pretty  Sylvia's  scorn  will  have  a  dear  retribution !  '* 

At  this  moment  the  girl  raised  her  eyes,  and,  instead 
if  a  life-like  semblance  of  the  miniature,  beheld  the  ill* 
OHijned  shape  of  Edward  Hamilton,  who  now  stepped 
forth  from  his  concealment  in  the  shrubbery. 

t^ylvia  Etherege  was  an  orphan  girl,  who  had  spent 
her  life,  till  within  a  few  months  past,  under  the  guard- 
ianship, and  in  the  secluded  dwelling,  of  an  old  bachelor 
uncle.  While  yet  in  her  cradle,  she  had  been  the  des- 
tined bride  of  a  cousin,  who  was  no  less  passive  in  the 
betrothal  than  herself.  Their  future  union  had  been 
projected,  as  the  means  of  uniting  two  rich  estates,  and 
was  rendered  highly  expedient,  if  not  indispensable,  by 
the  testamentary  dispositions  of  the  parents  on  both 
sides.  Edgar  Vaughain,  the  promised  bridegroom,  had 
been  bred  from  infancy  in  Europe,  and  had  never  seen 
the  beautiful  girl  whose  heart  he  was  to  claim  as  hia 
inheritance.  But  already,  for  several  years,  a  corre- 
spondence had  been  kept  up  between  the  cousins,  am 
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had  piodttced  an  intellectaal  intimacy,  though  it  could 
but  imperfectly  acquaint  them  with  each  othex  s  char- 
acter. 

Sylvia  was  shy,  sensitive,  and  fanciful;  and  hex 
gruardian's  secluded  habits  had  shut  her  out  from  even 
so  much  of  the  world  as  is  generally  open  to  maidens 
of  her  age.  She  had  been  left  to  seek  associates  and 
fhends  for  herself  in  the  haunts  of  imagination,  and 
to  converse  with  them,  sometimes  in  the  language  of 
dead  poets,  oftener  in  the  poetry  of  her  own  mind. 
The  companion  vdiom  she  chiefly  summoned  up  was 
the  cousin  with  whose  idea  her  earliest  thoughts  had 
been  connected.  She  made  a  vision  of  Edgar  Vaughan, 
and  tinted  it  with  stronger  hues  than  a  mere  fancy- 
picture,  yet  graced  it  with  so  many  bright  and  delicate 
perfections,  that  her  cousin  could  nowhere  have  encoun- 
tered so  dangerous  a  rival.  To  this  shadow  she  cher- 
ished a  romantic  fidelity.  With  its  airy  presence  sitting 
by  her  side,  or  gliding  along  her  favorite  paths,  the 
loneliness  of  her  young  life  was  blissful ;  her  heart  was 
satisfied  with  love,  while  yet  its  virgin  purity  was 
untainted  by  the  earthliness  that  the  touch  of  a  reai 
lover  would  have  left  there.  Edgar  Vaughan  seemed 
to  be  conscious  of  her  character ;  for,  in  his  letters,  he 
gave  her  a  name  that  was  happily  appropriate  to  the 
sensitiveness  of  her  disposition,  the  delicate  peculiarity 
of  her  manners,  and  the  ethereal  beauty  both  of  hex 
mind  and  person.  Instead  of  Sylvia,  he  called  hex 
Sylph, — with  the  prerogat  ^e  of  a  cousin  and  a  lover,  ^- 
his  dear  Sylph  Etherege. 

^*hen  Sylvia  was  seventeen,  her  guardian  died,  and 
she  passed  under  the  care  of  M  ^    Grosvenor,  a  lady 
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nf  wealth  and  fashion,  and  Sylvia's  nearest  relatiye« 
though  a  distant  one.  While  an  inmate  of  Mrs.  Grosve* 
nor's  family,  she  still  preserved  somewhat  of  her  life- 
long habits  of  seclusion,  and  shrank  from  a  too  familiar 
intercourse  with  those  around  her.  Still,  too,  she  way 
faithful  to  her  cousin,  or  to  the  shadow  which  bore  hit 
name. 

The  time  now  drew  near  when  Edgar  Yaughan 
whose  education  had  been  completed  by  an  extensive 
range  of  travel,  was,  to  revisit  the  soil  of  his  nativity. 
Edward  Hamilton,  a  young  gentleman,  who  had  been 
Vaughan's  companion,  both  in  his  studies  and  rambleSt 
had  already  recrossed  the  Atlantic,  bringing  letters  to 
Mrs.  Orosvenor  and  Sylvia  Etherege.  These  creden* 
tials  insured  him  an  earnest  welcome,  which,  however, 
on  Sylvia's  part,  was  not  followed  by  personal  partiality, 
or  even  the  regard  that  seemed  due  to  her  cousin's  most 
intimate  friend.  As  she  herself  could  have  assigned  no 
cause  for  her  repugnance,  it  might  be  termed  instinctive. 
Hamilton's  person,  it  is  true,  was  the  reverse  of  attract* 
nre,  especially  when  beheld  for  the  first  time.  Yet,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  most  fastidious  judges,  the  defect  of 
natural  grace  was  compensated  by  the  polish  of  his 
manners,  and  by  the  intellect  which  so  often  gleamed 
through  his  dark  features.  Mrs.  Grosvenor,  with  whom 
he  unmediately  became  a  prodigious  favorite,  exerted 
herself  to  overcome  Sylvia's  dislike.  But,  in  this 
matter,  her  ward  could  neither  be  reasoned  with  nor 
persuaded.  The  presence  of  Edward  Hamilton  was 
sure  to  render  hei  ^old,  shy,  and  distant,  abstracting  all 
the  vivacity  from  her  deportment,  as  if  a  cloud  had 
tome  betwixt  her  and  the  sunshine. 
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The  simplicity  of  Sylvia's  demeanor  rendered  it  easj 
for  so  keen  an  observer  as  Hamilton  to  detect  her  feel« 
ings.  Whenever  any  slight  circumstance  made  him 
sensible  of  them,  a  smile  might  be  seen  to  flit  over  the 
young  man's  sallow  visage.  None,  that  had  once  beheld 
this  smile,  were  in  any  danger  of  forgetting  it ;  when- 
ever they  recalled  to  memory  the  features  of  Edward 
Hamilton,  they  were  always  duskily  illuminated  by  thii 
expression  of  mockery  and  malice. 

In  a  few  weeks  after  Hamilton'sjarrival,  he  presented 
to  Sylvia  Etherege  a  miniature  of  her  cousin,  which, 
as  he  informed  her,  would  have  been  delivered  sooner, 
but  was  detained  with  a  portion  of  his  baggage.  This 
was  the  miniature  in  the  contemplation  of  which  we 
beheld  Sylvia  so  absorbed,  at  the  commencement  of  oui 
story.  Such,  in  truth,  was  too  often  the  habit  of  the 
shy  and  musing  girl.  The  beauty  of  the  pictured  coun- 
tenance was  almost  too  perfect  to  represent  a  human 
creature,  that  had  been  bom  of  a  fallen  and  world-worn 
race,  and  had  lived  to  manhood  amid  ordinary  troubles 
and  enjoyments,  and  must  become  wrinkled  with  age 
and  care.  It  seemed  too  bright  for  a  thing  formed  of 
dust,  and  doomed  to  crumble  into  dust  again.  Sylvia 
feared  that  such  a  being  would  be  too  refined  and  deli- 
cate to  love  a  simple  girl  like  her.  Yet,  even  while  her 
spirit  drooped  with  that  apprehension,  the  picii^e  was 
but  the  masculine  counterpart  of  Sylph  Etherege's 
sylph-like  beauty.  There  was  that  resemblance  between 
her  own  face  and  the  miniature  which  is  said  often 
to  exist  between  loveiB  whom  Heaven  has  destined  for 
mich  other,  and  which,  in  this  instance,  might  be  owing 
to  the  kindred  blood  of  the  two  parties.     Sylvia  Usll 
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mdeed,  that  there  was  something  familiar  in  the  counte- 
nance, so  like  a  friend  did  the  eyes  smile  upon  her, 
i^nd  seem  to  imply  a  knowledge  of  her  thoughts.  She 
could  account  for  this  impression  only  hy  supposing 
that,  in  some  of  her  day-dreams,  imagination  had  con- 
jured up  the  true  similitude  of  her  distant  and  unseen 
lover. 

But  now  could  Sylvia  give  a  brighter  semblance  of 
reality  to  those  day-dreams.  Clasping  the  miniature  to 
her  heart,  she  could  summon  forth,  from  that  haunted 
cell  of  pure  and  blissful  fantasies,  the  life-like  shadow, 
to  roam  with  her  in  the  moonlight  garden.  Even  at 
noontide  it  sat  with  her  in  the  arbor,  when  the  sunshine 
threw  Its  broken  flakes  of  gold  into  the  clustering  shade. 
The  eflect  upon  her  mind  was  hardly  less  powerful 
than  if  she  had  actually  listened  to,  and  reciprocated, 
the  vows  of  Edgar  Vaughan;  for,  though  the  illusion 
never  quite  deceived  her,  yet  the  remembrance  was  as 
distinct  as  of  a  remembered  interview.  Those  heavenly 
eyes  gazed  forever  into  her  soul,  which  drank  at  them 
as  at  a  fountain,  and  was  disquieted  if  reality  threw  a 
momentary  cloud  between.  She  heard  the  melody  of  a 
voice  breathing  sentiments  with  which  her  own  chimed 
in  like  music.  O,  happy,  yet  hapless  girl !  Thus  to 
create  the  being  whom  she  loves,  to  endow  him  with  all 
the  attributes  that  were  most  fascinating  to  her  heart, 
and  then  to  flit  with  the  airy  creature  into  the  realm 
of  fantasy  and  moonlight,  where  dwelt  his  dreamy  kin- 
dred !  For  her  lover  wiled  Sylvia  away  from  earth 
which  seemed  strange,  and  dull,  and  darksome,  and 
lured  her  to  a  country  where  her  spirit  roamed  in 
peaceful  rapture,  deeming  that  it  had  found  its  home, 
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Many,  in  their  youth,  have  visited  that  land  d  dieamt, 
and  wandered  so  long  in  its  enchanted  groves,  that, 
when  hanishrd  thence,  they  feel  like  exiles  everywhere. 

The  dark-browed  Edward  Hamilton,  like  the  villain 
of  a  tale,  would  often  glide  through  the  romance  wherein 
poor  Sylvia  walked.  Sometimes,  at  the  most  blissful 
moment  of  her  ecstasy,  when  the  features  of  the  minia- 
ture were  pictured  brightest  in  the  air,  they  would  sud- 
denly change,  and  darken,  and  be  transformed  into  his 
visage.  And  always,  when  such  change  occurred,  the 
intrusive  visage  wore  that  peculiar  smile  with  which 
Hamilton  had  glanced  at  Sylvia. 

Before  the  close  of  summer,  it  was  told  Sylvia 
Etherege  that  Vaughan  had  arrived  from  France,  and 
that  she  would  meet  him  —  would  meet,  for  the  first 
time,  the  loved  of  years  —  that  very  evening.  We  will 
not  tell  how  often  and  how  earnestly  she  gazed  upon 
the  miniature,  thus  endeavoring  to  prepare  herself  for 
the  approaching  interview,  lest  the  throbbing  of  her 
timorous  heart  should  stifle  the  words  of  welcome. 
While  the  twilight  grew  deeper  and  duskier,  she  sat 
with  Mrs.  Grosvenor  in  an  inner  apartment,  lighted  only 
by  the  softened  gleam  from  an  alabaster  lamp,  which 
was  burning  at  a  distance  on  the  centre-table  of  the 
drawing-room.  Never  before  had  Sylph  Etherege 
looked  so  sylph-like.  She  had  communed  with  a  crea- 
ture of  imagination,  till  her  own  loveliness  seemed  but 
the  creation  of  a  delicate  and  dreamy  fancy.  Every 
vibration  of  her  spirit  was  visible  in  her  frame,  as  she 
listened  to  the  rattling  of  wheels  and  the  tramp  upon  the 
pavement,  and  deemed  that  even  the  bieeze  bore  the 
sound  of  her  lover's  footsteps,  as  if  he  trode  upon  the 
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newless  air.  Mrs.  Grosvenor,  too,  while  she  watched 
the  tremulous  flow  of  Sylvia's  feelings,  was  deeply 
moved;  she  looked  uneasily  at  the  agitated  girl,  and 
was  about  to  speak,  when  the  opening  of  the  street  door 
arrested  the  words  upon  her  lips. 

Footsteps  ascended  the  staircase,  with  a  confident  and 
familiar  tread,  and  some  one  entered  the  drawing-room. 
From  the  sofa  where  they  sat,  in  the  inner  apartment, 
Mrs.  Grosvenor  and  Sylvia  could  not  discern  the  visiter. 

"  Sylph ! "  cried  a  voice.  "  Dearest  Sylph !  Where 
are  you,  sweet  Sylph  Etherege  ?  Here  is  your  Edgar 
Vaughan!" 

But  instead  of  answering,  or  rising  to  meet  her  lover, 
-—  who  had  greeted  her  by  the  sweet  and  fanciful  name, 
which,  appropriate  as  it  was  to  her  character,  was  known 
only  to  him,  —  Sylvia  grasped  Mrs.  Grosvenor's  arm, 
while  her  whole  frame  shook  with  the  throbbing  of  her 
heart. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  gasped  she.     "  Who  calls  me  Sylph  ?  " 

Before  Mrs.  Grosvenor  could  reply,  the  stranger 
entered  thp  room,  bearing  the  lamp  in  his  hand. 
Approaching  the  sofa,  he  displayed  to  Sylvia  the  feat- 
ures  of  Edward  Hamilton,  illuminated  by  that  evil 
smile,  from  which  his  face  derived  so  marked  an  individ- 
uality. 

**k  not  the  miniature  an  admirable  likeness?"  in- 
quired he. 

Sylvia  shuddered,  but  had  not  power  to  turn  away 
her  white  face  from  his  gaze.  The  miniature,  which 
i^e  had  been  holding  in  her  hand,  fell  down  upon  the 
floor,  where  Hamilton,  or  Yaughan,  set  his  foot  upov  it 
and  crushed  the  ivory  counterfeit  to  fragments. 
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*  There,  my  sweet  Sylph!"  he  exclaimed.  *'  It  wai 
1  that  created  your  phantom-lover,  i-nd  now  I  annihilate 
him!  Your  dream  is  rudely  brcii^ai.  Awake,  Sylph 
Etherege,  awake  to  truth!  I  am  the  only  Edgar 
Viughan!" 

*  We  have  gone  too  far,  Edgar  Vaughan,"  said  Mrs. 
Grosvenor,  catching  Sylvia  in  her  arms.  The  revenge- 
ful freak,  which  Vaughan's  wounded  vanity  had  sug- 
gested, had  been  countenanced  by  this  lady,  in  the  hope 
of  curing  Sylvia  of  her  romantic  notions,  and  reconciling 
her  to  the  truths  and  realities  of  life.  "Look  at  the 
poor  child!"  she  continued.  "I  protest  I  tremble  for 
the  consequences ! " 

"Indeed,  madam!"  replied  Vaughan,  sneeringly,  as 
he  threw  the  light  of  the  lamp  on  Sylvia's  closed  eyes 
and  marble  features.  "Well,  my  conscience  is  clear. 
I  did  but  look  into  this  delicate  creature's  heart ;  and 
with  the  pure  fantasies  that  I  found  there,  I  made  what 
peemed  a  man, — and  the  delusive  shadow  has  wiled  her 
away  to  Shadow-land,  and  vanished  there !  It  is  no 
new  tale.  Many  a  sweet  maid  has  shared  the  lot  of 
poor  Sylph  Etherege ! " 

"And  now,  Edgar  Vaughan,"  said  Mrs.  Grosvenor, 
as  Sylvia's  heart  began  faintly  to  throb  again,  "  now  try, 
in  good  earnest,  to  win  back  her  love  from  the  phantom 
which  you  conjured  up.  If  you  succeed,  she  will  be  the 
better,  her  whole  life  long,  for  the  lesson  we  have  given 
her." 

Whether  the  result  of  the  lesson  corresponded  with 
Mrs.  Grbsvenor's  hopes,  may  be  gathered  frcm  the 
clcsing  scene  of  our  story.  It  had  been  made  known 
to  the  fashionable  world  that   Edgar    Vaughan    had 
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returned  from  France,  and,  under  the  assumed  name 
of  Edwari  Hamilton,  had  won  the  affections  of  the 
lovely  girl  to  whom  he  had  been  affianced  in  his  boy- 
hood. The  nuptials  were  to  take  place  at  an  early 
date.  One  evening,  before  the  day  of  anticipated  bliss 
arrived,  Edgar  Vaughan  entered  Mrs.  Grosvenor's  draw- 
ing-room, where  he  found  that  lady  and  Sylph  Etherege. 

"  Only  that  Sylvia  makes  no  complaint,"  remarked 
Mrs.  Grosvenor,  "  I  should  apprehend  that  the  town  air 
is  ill-suited  to  her  constitution.  She  was  always, 
indeed,  a  delicate  creature ;  but  now  she  is  a  mere  gos- 
samer. Do  but  look  at  her!  Did  you  ever  imagine 
anything  so  fragile  ?  " 

Vaughan  was  already  attentively  observing  his  mis- 
tress, who  sat  in  a  shadowy  and  moonlighted  recess  of 
the  room,  with  her  dreamy  eyes  fixed  steadfastly  upon 
his  own.  The  bough  of  a  tree  was  waving  before  the 
window,  and  sometimes  enveloped  her  in  the  gloom  of 
its  shadow,  in.to  which  she  seemed  to  vanish. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  to  Mrs?  Grosvenor.  "  I  can  scarcely 
deem  her  '  of  the  earth,  earthy.'  No  wonder  that  I  call 
her  Sylph !  Methinks  she  will  fade  into  the  moonlight, 
which  falls  upon  her  through  the  window.  Or,  in  the 
open  air,  she  might  flit  away  upon  the  breeze,  like  a 
wreath  of  mist ! " 

Sylvia's  eyes  grew  yet  brighter.  She  waved  hei 
hand  to  Edgar  Vaughan,  with  a  gesture  of  ethereal 
triumph. 

"  Farewell ! "  she  said.  "  I  will  neither  fade  into  the 
moonlight,  nor  flit  away  upon  the  breeze.  Yet  you 
cannot  keep  me  here  ! " 

There  was  something  in  Sylvia's  look  and  tones  that 
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Startled  Mrs.  Grosvenoi  with  a  terrible  apprehensioii. 
But,  as  she  wiis  rushing  towards  the  girl,  Vaughan  held 
her  back. 

^*  Stay ! "  cried  he,  with  a  strange  smile  of  mockery 
and  anguish.  ^*Can  our  sweet  Sylph  be  going  to 
heaven,  to  seek  the  rriginal  of  the  miniature  ?" 
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Thb  summer  moon,  which  shmes  m  so  many  a  tale 
beaming  over  a  broad  extent  of  uneven  country 
Some  of  its  brightest  rays  were  flung  into  a  spring  of 
water,  where  no  tmyeller,  toiling,  as  the  writer  has,  up 
the  hilly  road  beside  which  it  gushes,  ever  failed  to 
quench  his  thirst.  The  work  of  neat  hands  and  consid 
erate  art  was  visible  about  this  blessed  fountain.  An 
open  cistern,  hewn  and  hollowed  out  of  solid  stone,  was 
placed  above  the  waters,  which  filled  it  to  die  brim,  but, 
by  some  invisible  outlet,  were  conveyed  away  without 
drippmg  down  its  sides.  Though  the  basin  had  not 
room  for  another  drop,  and  the  continual  gush  of  water 
made  a  tremor  on  the  surface,  there  was  a  secret  charm 
that  forbade  it  to  overflow.  I  remember,  that  when  I 
nad  slaked  my  summer  thirst,  and  sat  panting  by  the 
cistern,  it  was  my  fanciful  theory,  that  nature  could  not 
afford  to  lavish  so  pure  a  liquid,  as  she  does  the  waters 
of  all  meaner  fountains. 

White  the  moon  was  hanging  almost  perpendicularly 
>ver  this  spot,  two  figures  appeared  oa  the  summit  of  the 
nill,  and  came  with  noiseless  footsteps  down  towards  the 
spring.  They  were  then  in  the  first  freshness  of  youth ; 
nor  is  there  a  wrinkle  now  on  either  of  their  brows,  and 
yet  they  wore  a  strange,  old-fashioned  garb.  One,  a 
foung  man  with  ruddy  cheeks,  walked  beneath  the 
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canopy  of  a  broad-brimmed  gray  hat;  he  seemed  to 
have  inherited  his  grreat-grandsire's  square- skirted  coat, 
!ind  a  waistcoat  that  extended  its  immense  fla{)s  to  his 
knees ;  his  brown  locks,  also,  hung  down  behind,  in  a 
mode  unknown  to  our  times.  By  his  side  was  a  .sweet 
young  damsel,  her  fair  features  sheltered  by  a  prim  little 
bonnet,  within  which  appeared  the  vestal  muslin  of  a 
cap;  her  close,  long-waisted  gown,  and  indeed  her  whole 
attire,  might  have  been  worn  by  some  rustic  beauty  who 
had  faded  half  a  century  before.  But  that  there  was 
something  too  warm  and  life-like  in  them,  I  would  here 
have  compared  this  couple  to  the  ghosts  of  two  young 
.overs,  who  had  died  long  since  in  the  glow  of  passion, 
and  now  were  straying  out  of  their  graves,  to  renew  the 
M  vows,  and  shadow  forth  the  unforgotten  kiss  of  their 
earthly  lips,  beside  the  moonlit  spring. 

"  Thee  and  I  will  rest  here  a  moment,  Miriam,"  said 
the  young  man,  as  they  drew  near  the  stone  cistern,  «*  for 
theie  is  no  fear  that  the  elders  know  what  we  have 
done ;  and  this  may  be  the  last  time  we  shall  ever  taste 
this  water." 

Thus  speaking,  with  a  little  sadness  in  his  face,  which 
was  also  visible  in  that  of  his  companion,  he  made  her 
sit  down  on  a  stone,  and  was  about  to  place  himself  very 
close  to  her  side;  she,  however,  repelled  him,  though  not 
unkindly. 

"Nay,  Josiah,"  said  she,  giving  him  a  timid  push  with 
her  maiden  hand,  "thee  must  sit  further  off,  on  that 
other  stone,  with  the  spring  between  us.  What  would 
the  sisters  say,  if  thee  were  to  sit  so  close  to  me  ?  " 

"But  we  are  of  the  world's  people  now,  Minam/ 
answered  Josiah.  - 
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The  girl  persisted  in  her  prudery,  nor  did  the  youth, 
in  fact,  seem  altogether  free  from  a  similar  sort  of  shy- 
ness ;  so  they  sat  apart  from  each  other,  gazing  up  the 
hill,  where  the  moonlight  discovered  the  tops  of  a  group 
of  buildings.  While  their  attention  was  thus  occupied, 
a  party  of  travellers,  who  had  come  wearily  up  the  long 
ascent,  made  a  halt  to  refresh  themselves  at  the  spring. 
There  were  three  men,  a  woman,  and  a  little  girl  and 
boy.  Their  attire  was  mean,  covered  with  the  dust  of 
the  summer's  day,  and  damp  with  the  night-dew ;  they 
all  looked  woe-begone,  as  if  the  cares  and  sorrows  of  the 
world  had  made  their  steps  heavier  as  they  climbed  the 
hill;  even  the' two  little  children  appeared  older  in  evil 
days  than  the  young  man  and  maiden  who  had  first 
approached  the  spring. 

"  Good-evening  to  you,  young  folks,"  was  the  saluta- 
tion of  the  travellers;  and  "Good-evening,  friends,* 
replied  the  youth  and  damsel. 

"  Is  that  white  building  the  Shaker  meeting-house  ?  " 
asked*  one  of  the  strangers.  "And  are  those  the  red 
roofs  of  the  Shaker  village  ?  " 

"  Friend,  it  is  the  Shaker  village,"  answered  Josiah, 
after  some  hesitation. 

The  travellers,  who,  from  the  first,  had  looked  suspi- 
ciously at  the  garb  of  these  young  people,  now  taxed  them 
with  an  intention  which  all  the  circumstances,  indeed, 
rendered  too  obvious  to  be  mistaken. 

"  It  is  true,  friends,"  replied  the  young  man,  summon 

ing  up  his  courage.     "  Miriam  and  I  have  a  gift  to  love 

each  other,  and  we  are  going  among  the  world's  people, 

to  live  after  their  fashion.     And  ye  know  that  we  do  not 

10 
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transgress  the  law  of  the  land ;  and  neither  ye,  nor  tiio 
elders  themselves,  have  a  right  to  hinder  us.'' 

'*  Yet  you  tliink  it  expedient  to  depart  without  leave* 
taking,"  remarked  one  of  the  travellers. 

"  Yea,  ye-a,"  said  Josiah,  reluctantly,  *'  because  &thei 
Job  is  a  very  awful  man  to  speak  with ;  and  being  aged 
himself,  he  has  but  little  charity  for  what  he  calls  the 
iniquities  of  the  flesh." 

"  Well,"  said  the  stranger,  "  we  will  neither  use  force 
to  bring  you  back  to  the  village,  nor  will  we  betray  you 
to  the  elders.  But  sit  you  here  a  while,  and  when  you 
have  heard  what  we  shall  tell  you  of  the  world  which 
we  have  left,  and  into  which  you  are  going,  perhaps  you 
will  turn  back  with  us  of  your  own  accord.  What  say 
you  ?  "  added  he,  turning  to  his  companions.  "  We  have 
travelled  thus  far  without  becoming  known  to  each 
other.  Shall  we  tell  our  stories,  here  by  this  pleasant 
spring,  for  our  own  pastime,  and  the  benefit  of  these 
misguided  young  lovers  ?  " 

In  accordance  with  this  proposal,  the  whole  -party 
stationed  themselves  round  the  stone  cistern;  the  ti^eo 
children,  being  very  weary,  fell  asleep  upon  the  damp 
earth,  and  the  pretty  Shaker  girl,  whose  feelings  were 
those  of  a  nun  or  a  Turkish  lady,  crept  as  close  as  pos- 
sible to  the  female  traveller,  and  as  far  as  she  well  could 
from  the  unknown  men.  The  same  person  who  had 
hitherto  been  the  chief  spokesman  now  stood  up,  waving 
his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  suflered  the  moonlight  to  iall 
full  upon  his  front. 

"  In  me,"  said  he,  with  a  certain  majesty  of  utterance^ 
"  in  me,  you  behold  a  poet." 

Though    a  lithographic  print  of  this  gentleman  is 
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extant,  it  may  'oe  well  to  notice  that  he  was  now  nearly 
forty,  a  thin  and  stooping  figure,  in  a  black  coat,  out  at 
elbows ;  notwithstanding  the  ill  condition  of  his  attire, 
there  were  about  him  several  tokens  of  a  peculiar  sort  of 
foppery,  unworthy  of  a  mature  man,  particularly  in  the 
arrangement  of  his  hair,  which  was  so  disposed  as  to  give 
all  possible  loftiness  and  breadth  to  his  forehead.  How- 
ever, he  had  an  intelligent  eye,  and,  on  the  whole,  a 
marked  countenance. 

"  A  poet ! "  repeated  the  young  Shaker,  a  little  puzzled 
how  to  understand  such  a  designation,  seldom  heard  in 
the  utilitarian  community  where  he  had  spent  his  life. 
'*  O,  ay,  Miriam,  he  means  a  varse*maker,  thee  must 
know." 

This  remark  jarred  upon  the  susceptible  nerves  of  the 
poet ;  nor  could  he  help  wondering  what  strange  fatality 
had  put  into  this  young  man's  mouth  an  epithet,  which 
ill-natured  people  had  affirmed  to  be  more  proper  to  hia 
merit  than  the  one  assumed  by  himself. 

"  True,  I  am  a  verse-maker,"  he  resumed,  "  but  my 
verse  is  no  more  than  the  material  body  into  which  I 
breathe  the  celestial  soul  of  thought.  Alas !  how  many 
a  pang  has  it  cost  me,  this  same  insensibility  to  the 
etliereal  essence  of  poetry,  with  which  you  have  here 
tortured  me  again,  at  the  moment  when  I  am  to 
relinquish  my  profession  forever !  O  Fate !  why  hast 
thou  warred  with  Nature,  turning  all  her  higher  and 
more  perfect  gifts  to  the  ruin  of  me,  their  possessor  ? 
What  is  the  voice  of  song,  when  the  world  lacks  the  ear 
of  taste  ?  How  can  I  rejoice  in  my  strength  and  deli- 
cacy of  feeling,  when  they  have  but  made  great  sorrows 
out  of  little  ones  ?     Have  I  dreaded  scorn  like  death. 
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tnd  yrmrned  for  fame  as  others  pant  for  vital  air,  only  to 
6nd  myself  in  a  middle  state  between  3bscuTity  and 
jnfa-ny  ?  But  I  have  my  revenge  !  I  coald  have  given 
existence  to  a  thousanc  bright  creations.  I  crush  them 
into  my  heart,  and  there  let  them  putrefy !  1  shake  off 
the  dust  of  my  feet  against  my  countrymen !  But  pos- 
terity, tracing  my  footsteps  up  this  weary  hill,  will  cry 
shame  upon  the  unworthy  age  that  drove  one  of  the 
fathers  of  American  song  to  end  his  days  in  a  Shaker 
village ! " 

During  this  harangue,  the  speaker  gesticulated  with 
great  energy ;  and,  as  poetry  is  the  natural  language  of 
passion,  there  appeared  reason  to  apprehend  his  final 
explosion  into  an  ode  extempore.  The  reader  must 
undeflstand  that,  for  all  these  bitter  words,  he  was  a  kind, 
gentle,  harmless,  poor  fellow  enough,  whom  Nature,  toss- 
ing her  ingredients  together  without  looking  at  her  recipe, 
had  sent  into  the  world  with  too  much  of  one  sort  of 
brain,  and  hardly  any  of  another. 

"Friend,"  said  the  young  Shaker,  in  some  perplexity, 
■**  thee  seemest  to  have  met  with  great  troubles ;  and, 
doubtless,  I  should  pity  them,  if — if  I  could  but  under- 
stand what  they  were." 

"  Happy  in  your  ignorance  ! "  replied  the  poet,  with  an 
air  of  sublime  superiority.  "To  your  coarser  mind, 
perhaps,  I  may  seem  to  speak  of  more  important  griefs, 
when  I  add,  what  I  had  well-nigh  forgotten,  that  I  am 
out  at  elbows,  and  almost  starved  to  death.  At  any  rate, 
you  have  the  advice  and  example  of  one  individual  to 
warn  you  back;  for  I  am  come  hither,  a  disappointed 
mai^    flinging  aside  the  fragments  of  my  hopes,  and 
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seeking  shelter  in  the  calm  retreat  which  you  a^^  so 
anxious  to  leave." 

*  I  thank  thee,  friend,"  rejoined  the  youth,  "  but  I  do 
not  mean  to  be  a  poet,  nor.  Heaven  be  praised  !  do  I  think 
Miriam  ever  made  a  varse  in  her  life.  So  we  need  not 
fear  thy  disappointments.  But,  Miriam,"  he  added, 
with  real  concern,  "  thee  knowest  that  the  elders  admit 
'nobody  that  has  not  a  gift  to  be  useful.  Now,  what 
under  the  sun  can  they  do  with  this  poor  varse-maker  ?  " 

"  Nay,  Josiah,  do  not  thee  discourage  the  poor  man," 
said  the  girl,  in  all  simplicity  and  kindness.  **  Our 
hymns  are  very  rough,  and  perhaps  they  may  trust  him 
to  smooth  them." 

Without  noticing  this  hint  of  professional  employment, 
the  poet  turned  away,  and  gave  himself  up  to  a  sort  of 
vague  reverie,  which  he  called  thought.  Sometimes  he 
watched  the  moon,  pouring  a  silvery  liquid  on  the  clouds, 
through  which  it  slowly  melted  till  they  became  all 
bright;  then  he  saw  the  same  sweet  radiance  dancing  on 
the  leafy  trees  which  rustled  as  if  to  shake  it  oflf,  or 
sleeping  on  the  high  tops  of  hills,  or  hovering  down  in 
distant  valleys,  like  the  material  of  unshaped  dieams ; 
lastly,  he  looked  into  the  spring,  and  there  the  light  was 
mingling  with  the  water.  In  its  crystal  bosom,  too, 
beholding  all  heaven  reflected  there,  he  found  an  emblem 
of  a  pure  and  tranquil  breast.  He  listened  to  that  most 
ethereal  of  all  sounds,  the  song  of  crickets,  coming  in 
full  choir  upon  the  wind,  and  fancied  that,  if  moonlight 
could  be  heard,  it  would  sound  just  like  that.  Finally, 
he  took  a  draught  at  the  Shaker  spring,  and,  as  if  it 
were  the  true  Castalia,  was  forthwith  moved  to  com- 
pose a  lyn:,  a  Farewell  to  his  Harp,  which  he  swore 
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should  be  its  closing  strain,  the  last  veise  tfaa*  an 
nngr&'.eful  world  should  have  from  him.  This  effusion, 
with  two  or  three  other  little  pieces,  subsequently  written 
he  took  the  first  opportunity  to  send,  by  one  of  the 
Shaker  bicthren,  to  Concord,  where  they  were  published 
in  the  Nei^*  Hampshire  Patriot 

Meantime,  another  of  the  Canterbury  pilgrims,  one  so 
different  from  the  poet  that  the  delicate  fancy  of  thc 
latter  could  hardly  have  conceived  of  him,  b^;an  tc 
relate  his  sad  experience.  He  was  a  small  man,  of 
quick  and  unquiet  gestures,  about  fifty  years  old,  with  a 
narrow  forehead,  all  wrinkled  and  drawn  together.  He 
held  in  his  hand  a  pencil,  and  a  card  of  some  commis- 
sion-merchant in  foreign  parts,  on  the  back  of  which,  for 
there  was  light  enough  to  read  or  write  by,  he  seemed 
ready  to  figure  out  a  calculation. 

"  Young  man,"  said  he,  abruptly,  "  what  quantity  of 
land  do  the  Shakers  own  here,  in  Canterbury  ?  " 

"  That  is  more  than  I  can  tell  thee,  friend,"  answered 
Josiah,  "but  it  is  a  very  rich  establishment,  and  for  a 
long  way  by  the  road-side  thee  may  guess  the  land  to 
be  ours,  by  the  neatness  of  the  fences." 

"  And  what  may  be  the  value  of  the  whole,"  continued 
the  stranger,  "  with  all  the  buildings  and  improvements, 
pretty  nearly,  in  round  numbers  ?  " 

"O,  a  monstrous  sum,  —  more  than  I  can  reckon," 
replied  the  young  Shaker. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  pilgrim,  "  there  was  a  day,  and 
not  very  long  ago,  neither,  when  I  stood  at  my  counting- 
room  window,  and  watched  the  signal  flags  of  three  of 
my  own  ships  entering  the  harbor,  from  the  East  Indies 
from  Liver]  ool,  and  from  up  the  Straiti ,  and  I  wciulo 
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not  have  giren  the  invoice  of  the  least  of  thenl  for  the 
title-deeds  of  this  whole  Shaker  settlement.  You  stare. 
Perhaps,  now,  you  won't  believe  that  I  could  have  put 
more  value  on  a  little  piece  of  paper,  no  bigger  than  the 
palm  of  your  hand,  than  all  these  solid  acres  of  grain, 
grass  and  pasture-land,  would  sell  for  ?  " 

"  I  won't  dispute  it,  friend,"  answered  Josiah,  "  but  I 
know  I  had  rather  have  fifty  acres  of  this  good  land  than 
a  whole  sheet  of  thy  paper." 

"  You  may  say  so  now,"  said  the  ruined  merchant, 
bitterly,  "  for  my  name  would  not  be  worth  the  paper  I 
should  write  it  on.  Of  course,  you  must  have  heard  of 
my  failure  ?  " 

And  the  stranger  mentioned  his  name,  which,  however 
mighty  it  might  have  been  in  the  commercial  world,  the 
young  Shaker  had  never  heard  of  among  the  Canterbury 
hiUs. 

"  Not  heard  of  my  failure  !  "  exclaimed  the  merchant, 
considerably  piqued.  "  Why,  it  was  spoken  of  on 
'Change  in  London,  and  from  Boston  to  New  Orleans 
men  trembled  in  their  shoes.  At  all  events,  I  did  fail, 
and  you  see  me  here  on  my  road  to  the  Shaker  village, 
where,  doubtless  (for  the  Shakers  are  a  shrewd  sect), 
♦hey  will  have  a  due  respect  for  my  experience,  and 
give  me  the  management  of  the  trading  part  of  the  con- 
cern, in  which  case,  I  think  I  can  pledge  myself  to  double 
their  capital  in  four  or  five  years.  Turn  back  with  me, 
voung  man;  for  though  you  will  never  meet  with  my 
good  luck,  you  can  hardly  escape  my  bad." 

"  I  will  not  turn  back  for  this,"  replied  Josiah,  calmly, 
"any  more  than  for  the  advice  of  the  varse-maker, 
Detweon  whom  and  thee,  friend,  I  see  a  sort  of  likeness, 
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though  I  can't  justly  say  where  it  lies.  But  Mir  mm  aiMf 
I  can  earn  our  daily  bread  among  the  world's  people,  as 
well  as  in  the  Shaker  village.  And  do  we  want  any* 
thing  n: ore,  Miriam  ?  " 

"  Nothing  more,  Joslah,"  said  the  girl,  quietly. 

*  Yea,  Miriam,  and  daily  bread  for  some  other  little 
mouths,  if  God  send  them,"  observed  the  simple  Shaker 
lad. 

Miriam  did  not  reply,  but  looked  down  into  the  spring, 
where  she  encountered  the  image  of  her  own  pretty  face, 
blushing  within  the  prim  little  bonnet.  The  third  pil- 
grim now  took  up  the  conversation.  He  was  a  sunburnt 
countryman,  of  tall  frame  and  bony  strength,  on  whose 
rude  and  manly  face  there  appeared  a  darker,  more 
sullen  and  obstinate  despondency,  than  on  those  of  either 
the  poet  or  the  merchant. 

"  Well,  now,  youngster,"  he  began,  "  these  folks  have 
had  their  say,  so  I  'II  take  my  turn.  My  story  will  cut 
but  a  poor  figure  by  the  side  of  theirs ;  for  I  never 
supposed  that  I  could  have  a  right  to  meat  and  drink, 
and  great  praise  besides,  only  for  tagging  rhymes 
together,  as  it  seems  this  man  does ;  nor  ever  tried  to 
get  the  substance  of  hundreds  into  my  own  hands,  like 
tlie  trader  there.  When  I  was  about  of  your  years,  1 
married  me  a  wife,  — just  such  a  neat  and  pretty  young 
woman  as  Miriam,  if  that 's  her  name,  —  and^U  I  asked 
of  Providence  was  an  ordinary  blessing  on  the  sweat  of 
my  brow,  so  that  we  might  be  decent  and  comfortable 
and  have  daily  bread  for  ourselves,  and  for  some  other 
little  mouths  that  we  soon  had  to  feed.  We  had  no  very 
great  prospects  before  us ;  but  I  never  wanted  to  be  idle 
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and  1  thought  it  a  matter  of  course  that  the  Lonl  wouli 
help  me,  because  I  was  willing  to  help  myself." 

**  And  did  n't  he  help  thee,  friend  ? "  demanded 
Josiah,  with  some  eagerness. 

"  No,"  said  the  yeoman,  sullenly ;  "  for  then  you 
would  not  have  seen  me  here.  I  have  lacored  hard  fot 
years ;  and  my  means  have  been  growing  narrower,  and 
my  living  poorer,  and  my  heart  colder  and  heavier,  all 
the  time ;  till  at  last  I  could  bear  it  no  longer.  I  set 
myself  down  to  calculate  whether  I  had  best  go  on  the 
Oregon  expedition,  or  come  here  to  the  Shaker  village  ; 
but  I  had  not  hope  enough  left  in  me  to  begin  the  world 
over  again ;  and,  to  make  my  story  short,  here  I  am« 
And  now,  youngster,  take  my  advice,  and  turn  back ;  or 
else,  some  few  years  hence,  you  *11  have  to  climb  this 
hill,  with  as  heavy  a  heart  as  mine," 

This  simple  story  had  a  strong  effect  on  the  young 
(ugitiveb.  The  misfortunes  of  the  poet  and  merchant 
had  won  little  sympathy  from  their  plain  good  sense  and 
unworldly  feelings,  qualities  w^hich  made  ,them  such 
unprejudiced  and  inflexible  judges,  that  few  men  would 
have  chosen  to  take  the  opinion  of  this  youth  and 
maiden  as  to  the  wisdom  or  folly  of  their  pursuits.  But 
here  was  one  whose  simple  wishes  had  resembled  their 
own,  and  who,  after  efforts  which  almost  gave  him  a 
right  to  claim  success  from  fate,  had  failed  in  accom 
plishing  them. 

**  But  thy  wife,  friend  ?  "  exclaimed  the  young  man 
"  What  became  of  the  pretty  girl,  like  Miriam  ?  O,  J 
am  afraid  she  is  dead !  " 

<<  Vea,  poor  man,  she  must  be  deadj  <-  she  and  thd 
children,  too,"  sobbed  Miriam. 
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The  female  pilgiim  had  been  leaning  over  the  sprung 
wherein  latterly  a  tear  or  two  might  ha^e^  been  seen  to 
fiill,  and  form  its  little  circle  on  the  sor&ce  of  the  water. 
She  now  looked  up,  disclosing  features  still  comely,  bat 
which  had  acquired  an  expression  of  fretfiilness,  in  the 
same  long  course  of  evil  fortune  that  had  thiown  a 
sullen  gloom  over  the  temper  of  the  unprosperous  yeo* 


"  I  am  his  wife,'*  said  she,  a  shade  of  irritability  just 
perceptible  in  the  sadness  of  her  tone.  '*  These  poor 
little  things,  asleep  on  the  ground,  are  two  of  oof 
children.  We  had  two  more,  but  God  has  provided 
better  for  them  than  we  could,  by  taking  them  to  him- 
self." 

**  And  what  would  thee  adyise  Josiah  and  me  to  do?  ** 
asked  Miriam,  this  being  the  first  question  which  she 
had  put  to  either  of  the  strangers. 

<<  'T  is  a  thing  almost  against  nature  for  a  woman  to 
try  to  part  true  lovers,"  answered  the  yeoman's  wife, 
after  a  pause ;  "  but  I  '11  speak  as  truly  to  you  as  if  these 
were  my  dying  words.  Though  my  husband  told  you 
some  of  our  troubles,  he  did  n't  mention  the  greatest,  and 
that  which  makes  all  the  rest  ^o  hard  to  bear.  If  you  and 
your  sweetheart  marry,  you  '11  be  kind  and  pleasant  to 
each  other  for  a  year  or  two,  and  while  that 's  the  case, 
you  never  will  repent ;  but,  by  and  by,  he  'U  grow 
gloomy,  rough,  and  hard  to  please,  and  you  '11  be  peevish, 
and  full  of  little  angry  fits,  and  apt  to  be  complaining  by 
the  fireside,  when  he  comes  to  rest  himself  from  hn 
troubles  out  of  doors ;  .so  your  love  will  wear  away  by 
Httle  and  little,  and  leave  you  mverable  at  last,    it  hat 
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seen  bo  with  us ;  and  yet  my  husband  and  I  were  true 
lovers  once,  if  ever  two  young  folks  were." 

As  she  ceased,  the  yeoman  and  his  wife  exchanged  a 
glance,  in  which  there  was  more  and  warmer  affection 
than  they  had  supposed  to  have  escaped  the  frost  of  a 
wintry  fate,  in  either  of  their  breasts.  At  that  moment, 
when  they  stood  on  the  utmost  verge  of  married  life,  one 
word  fitly  spoken,  or  perhaps  one  peculiar  look,  had  they 
had  mutual  confidence  enough  to  reciprocate  it,  might 
have  renewed  all  their  old  feelings^  and  sent  them  back, 
resoived  to  sustain  each  other  amid  the  struggles  of  the 
woiid.  But  the  crisis  passed,  and  never  came  again.  Just 
then,  also,  the  children,  roused  by  their  mother's  voice, 
looked  up,  and  added  their  wailing  accents  to  the  testi- 
mony borne  by  all  the  Canterbury  pilgrims  against  the 
world  from  which  they  fled. 

"  We  are  tired  and  hungry ! "  cried  they.  "  Is  it  far  to 
the  Shaker  village  ?  " 

The  Shaker  youth  and  maiden  looked  mournfully  into 
each  other's  eyes.  They  had  but  stepped  across  the 
threshold  of  their  homes,  when  lo !  the  dark  array  of 
cares  and  sorrows  that  rose  up  to  warn  them  back.  The 
varied  narratives  of  the  strangers  had  arranged  them- 
selves into  a  parable  ;  they  seemed  not  merely  instances 
of  woful  fate  that  had  befallen  others,  but  shadowy 
omens  of  disappointed  hope,  and  unavailing  toil,  domes- 
tic grief,  and  estranged  affection,  that  would  cloud  the 
onward  path  of  these  poor  fugitives.  But  after  one 
instant's  hesitation,  they  opened  their  arms,  and  sealed 
dieir  resolve  with  as  pure  and  fond  an  embrace  as  ever 
youthful  love  had  hallowed. 

**We  will  not  go  back,"  said  they.    "The  world 
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never  can  be  dark  to  us,  for  we  will  always  love  one 
another." 

Then  the  Canterbury  pilgrims  went  up  the  hill,  w  die 
the  poet  chanted  a  drear  and  desperate  stanza  of  the 
Farewell  to  his  Harp,  fitting  music  for  that  melancholy 
band.  They  sought  a  home  where  ail  former  ties  of 
nature  or  society  would  be  sundered,  and  aU  old  distinc- 
tions levelled,  and  a  cold  and  passionless  security  be 
substituted  for  mortal  hope  and  fear,  as  in  that  other 
%fuge  of  the  world's  weary  outcasts,  the  grave.  Tb^ 
overs  drank  at  the  Shaker  spring,  and  then,  witi* 
chastened  hopes,  but  more  confiding  afl«^tio<vi  went  or" 
ID  minirle  m  an  untrLv^  ^i^ 
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Hers  is  a  volume  of  what  were  once  newspapezs, 
ea:h  on  a  small  half-sheet,  yellow  and  time-stamed,  of 
a  coarse  fabric,  and  imprinted  with  a  rude  old  type. 
Their  aspect  conveys  a  singular  impression  of  antiquity, 
in  a  species  of  literature  which  we  are  accustomed  to 
consider  as  connected  only  with  the  present  moment. 
Ephemeral  as  they  were  intended  and  supposed  to  be, 
they  have  long  outlived  the  printer  and  his  whole  sub- 
scription-list, and  have  proved  more  durable,  as  to  their 
physical  existence,  than  most  of  the  timber,  bricks,  and 
stone,  of  the  town  where  they  were  issued.  These  are 
but  the  least  of  their  triumphs.  The  government, 
the  interests,  the  opinions,  in  short,  all  the  moral  cir- 
cumstances that  were  contemporary  with  their  publica- 
tion, have  passed  away,  and  left  no  better  record  of  what 
they  were  than  may  be  found  in  these  fail  leaves. 
Ilappy  are  the  editors  of  newspapers!  Their  produc- 
t  dns  excel  all  others  in  immediate  popularity,  and  are 
certain  to  acquire  another  sort  of  value  with  the  lapse  of 
time.  They  scatter  their  leaves  to  the  wind,  as  the 
syoil  d  d,  and  posterity  collects  them,  to  be  treasured  up 
among  the  best  materials  of  its  wisdom.  With  hasty 
pens  they  write  for  immoTtality. 
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It  is  pleasant  to  take  one  of  these  little  dingy  half- 
sheets  between  the  thumb  and  finger,  and  picture  forth 
the  personage  who,  above  ninety  years  ago,  held  it,  wet 
from  the  press,  and  steaming,  before  the  fire.  Many  of 
the  numbers  bear  the  name  of  an  old  colonial  dignitary 
There  he  sits,  a  majort  a  member  of  the  council,  and  a 
weighty  merchant,  in  his  high-backed  arm-chair,  wear- 
ing a  solemn  wig  and  grave  attire,  such  as  befits  his 
imposing  gravity  of  mien,  and  displaying  but  little 
finery,  except  a  huge  pair  of  silver  shoe-buckles,  curi- 
ously carved.  Observe  the  awful  reverence  of  his  vis- 
age, as  he  reads  His  Majesty's  most  gracious  speech; 
and  the  deliberate  wisdom  with  which  he  ponders  over 
some  paragraph  of  provincial  politics,  and  the  keener 
intelligence  with  which  he  glances  at  the  ship-news  and 
commercial  advertisements.  Observe,  and  smile  !  He 
may  have  been  a  wise  man  in  his  day ;  but,  to  us,  the 
wisdom  of  the  politician  appears  like  folly,  because  we 
can  compare  its  prognostics  with  actual  results ;  and  the 
old  merchant  seems  to  have  busied  himself  about  vani* 
ties,  because  we  know  that  the  expected  ships  have  been 
lost  at  sea,  or  mouldered  at  the  wharves;  that  his 
imported  broadcloths  were  long  ago  worn  to  tatters,  and 
his  caigoes  of  wine  quaffed  to  the  lees ;  and  that  the 
most  precious  leaves  of  his  ledger  have  become  waste* 
paper.  Yet,  his  avocations  were  not  so  vain  as  our 
philosophic  moralizing.  In  this  world,  we  are  the  things 
of  a  moment,  and  are  made  to  pursue  momentary  things, 
with  here  and  there  a  iL  /Ught  that  stretches  mistily 
towards  eternity,  and  perhaps  may  endure  as  long.  All 
philosophy  that  would  abstract  mankind  from  the  pres- 
ent is  no  more  than  words. 
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The  Biat  pages  of  most  of  these  old  papers  are  as 
copuri£c  as  a  bed  of  poppies.  Here  we  have  an  erudite 
clergyman,  or  perhaps  a  Cambridge  professor,  occupying 
several  successive  weeks  with  a  criticism  on  Tate  and 
Brady,  as  compared  with  the  New  England  version  of 
the  Psalms.  Of  course,  the  preference  is  given  to  the 
native  article.  Here  are  doctors  disagreeing  about  the 
treatment  of  a  putrid  fever  then  prevalent,  and  black- 
guarding each  other  with  a  characteristic  virulence  that 
renders  the  controversy  not  altogether  unreadable.  Here 
are  President  Wigglesworth  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Colman, 
endeavoring  to  raise  a  fund  for  the  support  of  missiona- 
ries among  the  Indians  of  Massachusetts  Bay.  Easy 
would  be  the  duties  of  such  a  mission  now !  Here  — 
fear  there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun  —  are  frequent 
complaints  of  the  disordered  state  of  the  currency,  and 
the  project  of  a  bank  with  a  capital  of  five  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  secured  on  lands.  Here  are  literary 
essays,  from  the  Gentleman's  Magazine;  and  squibs 
against  the  Pretender,  from  the  London  newspapers. 
And  here,  occasionally,  are  specimens  of  New  England 
humor,  laboriously  light  and  lamentably  mirthful,  as  if 
some  very  sober  person,  in  his  zeal  to  be  merry,  were 
dancing  a  jig  to  the  tune  of  a  funeral-psalm.  -All  this  is 
wearisome,  and  we  must  turn  the  leaf. 

There  is  a  good  deal  of  amusement,  and  some  profit, 
in  the  perusal  of  those  little  items  which  characterize 
the  manners  and  circumstances  of  the  country.  New 
England  was  then  in  a  state  incomparably  more  pictur- 
esque tlian  at  present,  or  than  it  has  been  within  the 
memory  of  man;  there  being,  as  yet,  only  a  narrow 
strip  of  civilization  along  the  edge  of  a  vast  forest,  peo- 
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pled  with  enough  of  its  original  Tace  to  contiasl  tht 
savage  life  with  the  old  customs  of  another  world.  The 
white  population,  also,  was  diversified  hy  the  influx  of 
aU  sorts  of  expatriated  vagabonds,  and  by  the  continual 
importation  of  bond-servants  from  Ireland  and  elsewhere, 
80  that  there  was  a  wild  and  unsettled  multitude,  form- 
ing a  strong  minority  to  the  sober  descendants  of  the 
Puritans.  Then,  there  were  the  slaves,  contributing 
their  dark  shade  to  the  picture  of  society.  The  conse* 
quence  of  all  this  was  a  great  variety  and  singularity  of 
action  and  incident,  many  instances  of  which  might  be 
selected  from  these  columns,  where  they  arc  told  with  » 
simplicity  and  quaintness  of  style  that  bring  the  striking 
points  into  very  strong  relief.  It  is  natural  to  suppose, 
too,  that  these  circumstances  afiected  the  body  of  the 
|ieople,  and  made  their  course  of  life  generally  less 
regular  than  that  of  their  descendants.  There  is  no 
evidence  that  the  moral  standard  was  higher  then  than 
now ;  or,  indeed,  that  morality  was  so  well  defined  as  it 
has  since  become.  There  seem  to  have  been  quite  as 
many  frauds  and  robberies,  in  proportion  to  the  number 
of  honest  deeds ;  thero  were  murdera,  in  hot-blood  and 
in  malice;  and  bloody  quarrels  over  liquor.  Some  of  oar 
fathers  also  appear  to  have  been  yoked  to  unfaithfu. 
wives,  if  we  may  trust  the  frequent  notices  of  elope* 
ments  from  bed  and  board.  The  pillory,  the  whipping- 
post, the  prison,  and  the  gallows,  each  had  their  use  in 
those  old  times ;  and,  in  short,  as  often  as  our  imagina- 
tion lives  in  the  past,  we  find  it  a  ruder  and  rougher  age 
than  our  own,  with  hardly  any  perceptible  advantages 
and  much  that  gave  life  a  gloomier  tinge. 
In  vain  we  endeavor  to  throw  a  sunny  and  joyous  air 
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over  OUT  picture  of  this  penod ;  nothing  passes  before  our 
&ncy  but  a  crowd  of  sad-visaged  people,  moving  duskily 
through  a  dull  gray  atmosphere.  It  is  certain  that  win- 
ter rushed  upon  them  with  fiercer  storms  than  now, 
blocking  up  the  narrow  forest-paths,  and  overwhelming 
the  roads  along  the  sea-coast  with  mountain  snow- 
drifts ;  so  that  weeks  elapsed  before  the  newspaper  could 
announce  how  many  travellers  had  perished,  or  what 
wrecks  had  strewn  the  shore.  The  cold  was  more 
piercing  then,  and  lingered  further  into  the  spring,  mak 
ing  the  chimuey-comer  a  comfortable  seat  till  long  past 
May-day.  By  the  number  of  such  accidents  on  record, 
we  might  suppose  that  the  thunder-stone,  as  they  termed 
It,  fell  oftener  and  deadlier,  on  steeples,  dwellings,  and 
unsheltered  wretches.  In  fine,  our  fathers  bore  the 
brant  of  more  raging  and  pitiless  elements  than  we. 
There  were  forebodings,  also,  of  a  more  fearful  tempest 
than  those  of  the  elements.  At  two  or  three  dates,  we 
have  stories  of  drums,  trumpets,  and  all  sorts  of  martial 
music,  passing  athwart  the  midnight  sky,  accompanied 
with  the  roar  of  cannon  and  rattle  of  musketry,  prophetic 
echoes  of  the  sounds  that  were  soon  to  shake  the  land. 
Besides  these  airy  prognostics,  there  were  rumors  of 
French  fleets  on  the  coast,  and  of  the  march  of  French 
iind  Indians  through  the  wilderness,  along  the  borders 
of  the  settlements.  The  country  was  saddened,  more- 
over, with  grievous  sickness.  The  small-pox  raged  in 
many  of  the  towns,  and  seems,  though  so  familiar  a 
scourge,  to  have  been  regarded  with  as  much  aflTright 
as  that  which  drove  the  throng  from  Wall-street  and 
Broadway  at  the  approach  of  a  new  pestilence.  There 
were  autumnal  fevers  too,  and  a  contagious  and  dest no- 
il 
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tiTe  diroat-distemper — diseases  unwritten  in  medics! 
books.  The  daik  snpeistition  of  fonner  days  had  not 
yet  been  so  far  dispelled  as  not  to  heighten  the  gloom 
of  the  piesent  times.  Theie  is  an  advertisement,  indeed, 
by  a  committee  of  the  Legislatuie,  calling  for  information 
as  to  the  circumstances  of  sufiereis  in  the  '*Iate  calamity 
of  1692,"  with  a  view  to  reparation  for  their  losses  and 
misfortunes.  But  the  tenderness  with  which,  after  above 
forty  years,  it  was  thought  expedient  to  allude  to  the 
witchcraft  delusion,  indicates  a  good  deal  of  lingering 
error,  as  well  as  the  advance  of  more  enlightened  opin- 
ions. The  rigid  hand  of  Puritanism  might  yet  be  fek 
upon  the  reins  of  government,  while  some  of  the  ordi* 
nances  intimate  a  disorderly  spirit  on  the  part  of  the 
people.  The  Suffolk  justices,  after  a  preamble  that 
great  disturbances  have  been  committed  by  persons 
entering  town  and  leaving  it  in  coaches,  chaises,  ca- 
lashes, and  other  wheel-carriages,  on  the  evening  before 
the  Sabbath,  give  notice  that  a  watch  will  hereafter  be 
set  at  the  **  fortification-gate,"  to  prevent  these  outrages. 
It  is  amusing  to  see  Boston  assuming  the  aspect  of  a 
walled  city,  guarded,  probably,  by  a  detachment  of 
church-members,  with  a  deacon  at  their  head.  Gov- 
ernor Belcher  makes  proclamation  against  certain  "loose 
and  dissolute  people"  who  have  been  wont  to  stop  pas- 
sengers in  the  streets,  on  the  Fifth  of  November,  "other* 
wise  called  Pope's  Day,"  and  levy  contributions  for  the 
building  of  bonfires.  In  this  instance,  the  populace  are 
more  puritanic  than  the  magistrate. 

The  elaborate  solemnities  of  funerals  were  in  accord- 
ance with  the  sombre  character  of  the  times.  In  cases 
of  ordinary  death,  the  printer  seldom  fails  to  notice  that 
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♦lie  corpse  was  "very  decently  interred."  But  when 
iome  mightier  mortal  has  yielded  to  his  fate,  the  decease 
of  the  «*  worshipful "  such-a-one  is  announced,  with  all 
nis  titles  of  deacon,  justice,  counsellor,  and  colonel;  then 
follows  an  heraldic  sketch  of  his  honorable  ancestors, 
and  lastly  an  account  of  the  black  pomp  of  his  funeral, 
and  the  liberal  expenditure  of  scarfs,  gloves,  and  mourn- 
ing-rings. The  burial  train  glides  slowly  before  us,  as 
we  have  seen  it  represented  in  the  wood-cuts  of  that  day, 
the  coffin,  and  the  bearers,  and  the  lamentable  friends, 
trailing  their  long  black  garments,  while  grim  death,  a 
most  misshapen  skeleton,  with  all  kinds  of  doleful  em- 
blems, stalks  hideously  in  front.  There  was  a  coach- 
maker  at  this  period,  one  John  Lucas,  who  seems  to 
have  gained  the  chief  of  his  living  by  letting  out  a  sable 
coach  to  funerals. 

It  would  not  be  fair,  however,  to  leave  quite  so  dismal 
an  impression  on  the  reader's  mind ;  nor  should  it  be 
forgotten  that  happiness  may  walk  soberly  in  dark  attire, 
as  well  as  dance  lightsomely  in  a  gala-dress.  And  this 
reminds  us  that  there  is  an  incidental  notice  of  the 
"dancing-school  near  the  Orange-Tree,"  whence  we 
may  infer  that  the  saltatory  art  was  occasionally  prac- 
tised, though  perhaps  chastened  into  a  characteristic 
gravity  of  movement.  This  pastime  was  probably  con- 
fined to  the  aristocratic  circle,  of  which  the  royal  gov- 
ernor was  the  centre.  But  we  are  scandalized  at  the 
attempt  of  Jonathan  Fumess  to  introduce  a  more  repre- 
hensible amusement :  he  challenges  the  whole  country 
to  match  his  black  gelding  in  a  race  for  a  hundred 
pounds,  to  be  decided  on  Metonomy  Common  or  Chelsea 
Beach.    Nothing  as  to  the  manners  of  the  times  can  be 
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inferred  from  this  freak  of  an  individnai.  There  were 
no  daily  and  continual  opportunities  of  being  merry ;  but 
sometimes  the  people  rejoiced,  in  their  own  peculiar 
fashion,  oftener  with  a  calm,  religious  smile  than  with  a  ' 
broad  laugh,  as  when  they  feasted,  like  one  great  family, 
at  Thanksgiving  time,  or  indulged  a  livelier  mirth 
throughout  the  pleasant  days  of  Election-week.  This 
latter  was  the  true  holiday-season  of  New  England. 
Military  musters  were  too  seriously  important  in  that 
warlike  time  to  be  classed  among  amusements ;  but  they 
stirred  up  and  enlivened  the  public  mind,  and  were  occa- 
sions of  solemn  festival  to  the  governor  and  great  men 
of  the  province,  at  the  expense  of  the  field-officers.  The 
Revolution  blotted  a  feast-day  out  of  our  calendar ;  foi 
the  anniversary  of  the  king's  birth  appears  to  have 
been  celebrated  with  most  imposing  pomp,  by  salutes 
from  Castle  William,  a  military  parade,  a  grand  dinnei 
at  the  town-house,  and  a  brilliant  illumination  in  the 
evening.  There  was  nothing  forced  nor  feigned  in 
these  testimonials  of  loyalty  to  Geofge  the  Second.  So 
long  as  they  dreaded  the  reiestablishment  of  a  popish 
dynasty,  the  people  werie  fervent  for  the  house  of  Han- 
over: and,  besides,  the  immediate  magistracy  of  the 
country  was  a  barrier  between  the  monarch  and  the 
occasional  discontents  of  the  colonies;  the  waves  of 
faction  sometimes  reached  the  governor's  chair,  but 
never  swelled  against  the  throne.  Thus,  until  oppres« 
eion  was  felt  to  proceed  frcm  the  king's  own  hand,  New 
England  rejoiced  with  her  whole  heart  on  His  Majesty's 
birth-day. 

But  the  slaves,  we  suspect,  were  the  merriest  part  of 
the  population,  sincf  it  was  their  gift  to  be  merry  in  the 
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«iorst  of  circums  ances ;  and  they  endured,  conipara^ 
tively,  few  hardships,  under  the  domestic  sway  of  out 
fathers.  There  seems  to  have  been  a  great  trade  in 
these  human  commodities.  No  advertisemei^ts  are  more 
frequent  than  those  if  "  a  negro  fellow,  fit  for  almost  any 
household  work ;"  "  a  negro  woman,  honest,  healthy  and 
capable;"  "a  young  negro  wench,  of  many  desirable 
qualities ;"  "  a  negro  man,  very  fit  for  a  taylor."  We 
know  not  in  what  this  natural  fitness  for  a  tailor  con- 
sisted, unless  it  were  some  peculiarity  of  conformation 
that  enabled  him  to  sit  cross-legged.  When  the  slaves 
of  a  family  were  inconveniently  prolific,  —  it  being  not 
quite  orthodox  to  drown  the  superfluous  offspring,  like  a 
litter  of  kittens,  —  notice  was  promulgated  of  "  a  negro 
child  to  be  given  away."  Sometimes  the  slaves  assumed 
the  property  of  their  own  persons, and  made  their  escape: 
among  many  such  instances,  the  governor  raises  a  hue- 
and-cry  after  his  negro  Juba.  But,  without  venturing  a 
word  in  extenuation  of  the  general  system,  we  confess 
our  opinion  that  CaBsar,  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  all  such 
great  Roman  namesakes,  would  have  been  better  advised 
had  they  staid  at  home,  foddering  the  cattle,  cleaning 
dishes,  —  in  fine,  performing  their  moderate  share  of  the 
labors  of  life,  without  being  harassed  by  its  cares.  The 
sable  inmates  of  the  mansion  were  not  excluded  from 
the  domestic  affections:  in  families  of  middling  rank, 
they  had  their  places  at  the  board ;  and  when  the  circle 
closed  round  the  evening  hearth,  its  blaze  glowed  on 
their  dark  shining  faces,  intermixed  familiarly  with  their 
master's  children.  It  must  have  contributed  to  reconcile 
them  to  their  lot,  that  they  saw  white  men  and  women 
imported  from  Eurore  as  they  had  beien  from  Airictv 
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an<i  i$old,  though  only  for  a  term  of  years,  ye^  as  actnai 
slaves  to  the  highest  bidder.  Slave  labor  being  but  a 
small  part  of  the  industry  of  the  country,  it  did  not 
change  the  character  of  the  people ;  the  latter,  on  the 
contrary,  modified  and  softened  the  institution,  making 
it  a  patriarchal,  and  almost  a  beautiful,  peculiarity  of 
the  times. 

Ab  !  We  had  forgotten  the  good  old  merchant,  over 
whose  shoulder  we  were  peeping,  while  he  read  the 
newspaper.  Let  us  now  suppose  him  putting  on  his 
three-cornered  gold-laced  hat,  grasping  his  cane,  with  a 
head  inlaid  of  ebony  and  mother-of-pearl,  and  setting 
forth,  through  the  crooked  streets  of  Boston,  on  various 
srrands,  suggested  by  the  advertisements  of  the  day. 
Thus  he  communes  with  himself :  I  must  be  mindful, 
says  he,  to  call  at  Captain  Scut's,  in  Creek-lane,  and 
examine  his  rich  velvet,  whether  it  be  fit  for  my  apparel 
on  Election-day,  —  that  I  may  wear  a  stately  aspect  iJk 
presence  of  the  governor  and  my  brethren  of  the  council 
I  will  look  in,  also,  at  the  shop  of  Michael  Cario,  the 
jeweller :  he  has  silver  buckles  of  a  new  fashion ;  and 
mine  have  lasted  me  some  half-score  years.  My  fail 
daughter  Miriam  shall  have  an  apron  of  gold  brocade, 
and  a  velvet  mask,  —  though  it  would  be  a  pity  the 
wench  should  hide  her  comely  visage ;  and  also  a  French 
cap,  from  Robert  Jenkins',  on  the  north  side  of  the  town- 
house.  He  hath  beads,  too,  and  ear-rings,  and  neck- 
laces, of  all  sorts ;  these  are  but  vanities  -  -  nevertheless, 
they  would  please  the  silly  maiden  wtU.  My  dame 
desiroth  another  female  in  the  kitchen;  wherefore,  i 
must  mspect  the  lot  of  Irish  lasses,  for  sale  by  Samuel 
Waldo,  aboard  the  schooner  Endeavor    as  also  the  likely 
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negto  wench,  at  Captain  Bulfinch's.  It  were  not  amiss 
that  1  took  my  daughter  Miriam  to  see  the  royal  wax- 
work, near  the  town-dock,  that  she  may  learn  to  honor 
our  most  gracious  King  and  Queen,  and  their  royal  pror 
geny,  even  in  their  waxen  images ;  not  that  I  would 
approve  of  image-worship.  The  camel,  too,  that  strange 
beast  from  Africa,  with  two  great  humps,  to  be  seen  near 
the  common ;  methinks  I  would  fain  go  thither,  and  see 
how  the  old  patriarchs  were  wont  to  ride.  I  will  tarry 
a  while  in  Queen-street,  at  the  book-store  of  my  good 
friends  Kneeland  &;  Green,  and  purchase  Doctor  Coi- 
man's  new  sermon,  and  the  volume  of  discourses  by  Mr. 
Henry  Flynt ;  and  look  over  the  controversy  on  baptism, 
between  the  Reverend  Peter  Clarke  and  an  unknown 
adversary ;  and  see  whether  this  George  Whitefield  be 
as  great  in  print  as  he  is  famed  to  be  in  the  pulpit.  By 
that  time,  the  auction  will  have  commenced  at  the  Royal 
Exchange,  in  King-street.  Moreover,  I  must  look  to  the 
disposal  of  my  last  cargo  of  West  India  rum  and  musco- 
vado sugar;  and  also  the  lot  of  choice  Cheshire  cheese, 
lest  it  grow  mouldy.  It  were  well  that  I  ordered  a  cask 
of  good  English  beer,  at  the  lower  end  of  Milk-street. 
Then  am  I  to  speak  with  certain  dealers  about  the  lot  of 
stout  old  Vidonia,  rich  Canary,  and  Oporto  Wines,  which 
I  have  now  lying  in  the  cellar  of  the  Old  South  meeting- 
house. But,  a  pipe  or  two  of  the  rich  Canary  shall  be 
reserved,  that  it  may  grow  mellow  in  mine  own  wine- 
cellar,  and  gladden  my  heart  when  it  beginss  to  droop 
with  old  age. 

Provident  old  gentleman !  But,  was  he  mindful  of 
his  sepulchre  ?  Did  he  bethink  him  to  call  at  the  work" 
shop  of  Timothy  Sheaffe,  in  Cold-lane,  and  select  f  u::h 
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a  giavB-etone  as  would  best  please  him  ?  lliere  wroaghP« 
the  man  whose  handiwork,  or  that  of  his  fellow-crafts- 
men, was  ultimately  in  demand  by  all  the  busy  multi- 
tude who  have  left  a  record  of  their  earthly  toil  in  these 
old  time-stained  papers.  And  now,  as  we  turn  over  the 
volume,  we  seem  to  be  wandering  among  the  mossy 
stones  of  a  buiial-ground. 


U.      THE   OLD  FRENCH   WAR. 

At  a  period  about  twenty  years  subsequent  to  that  of 
our  former  sketch,  we  again  attempt  a  delineation  of 
some  of  the  characteristics  of  life  and  manners  in  New 
England.  Our  text-book,  as  before,  is  a  file  of  antique 
newspapers.  The  volume  which  serves  us  for  a  writing- 
desk  is  a  folio  of  larger  dimensions  than  the  one  before 
described;  and  the  papers  are  generally  printed  on  a 
whole  sheet,  sometimes  with  a  supplemental  leaf  of  news 
and  advertisements.  They  have  a  venerable  appearance, 
being  overspread  with  the  duskiness  of  more  than  seventy 
years,  and  discolored,  here  and  there,  with  the  deeper 
stains  of  some  liquid,  as  if  the  contents  of  a  wine-glass 
had  long  since  been  splashed  upon  the  page.  Still,  the 
old  book  conveys  an  impression  that,  when  the  separate 
numbers  were  flying  about  town,  in  the  first  day  or  two 
of  their  respective  existences,  they  might  have  been  fit 
reading  for  very  stylish  people.  Such  newspapers  could 
have  been  issued  nowhere  but  in  a  metropolis  the  centre 
not  onl}  of  public  and  prii'ate  affairs  but  of  fashion  pnd 


OLD   NEWS.  171 

gayety.  Without  any  discredit  to  the  colonial  press,  tliese 
might  have  been,  and  probably  were,  spread  out  on  tlie 
tables  of  the  British  coffee-house,  in  King-street,  for  the 
perusal  of  the  throng  of  officers  who  then  drank  their 
wine  81  that  celebrated  establishment.  To  interest  these 
military  gentlemen,  there  were  bulletins  of  the  war 
between  Prussia  and  Austria ;  between  England  and 
France,  on  the  old  battle-plains  of  Flanders ;  and  between 
the  same  antagonists,  in  the  newer  fields  of  the  East 
Indies,  —  and  in  our  own  trackless  woods,  where  white 
men  never  trod  until  they  came  to  fight  there.  Or, 
the  travelled  American,  the  petit-maitre  of  the  colo- 
nies,—  the  ape  of  London  foppery,  as  the  newspaper 
was  the  semblance  of  the  London  journals, — he,  with 
his  gray  powdered  periwig,  his  embroidered  coat,  lace 
ruffles,  and  glossy  silk  stockings,  golden-clocked,  —  his 
buckles,  of  glittering  paste,  at  knee-band  and  shoe-strap, 
—  his  scented  handkerchief,  and  chapeau  beneath  his 
arm, —  even  such  a  dainty  figure  need  not  have  disdained 
to  glance  at  these  old  yellow  pages,  while  they  were  the 
mirror  of  passing  times.  For  his  amusement,  there  were 
essays  of  wit  and  humor,  the  light  literature  of  the  day, 
which,  for  breadth  and  license,  might  have  proceeded 
from  the  pen  of  Fielding  or  Smollet;  while,  in  other 
columns,  he  wrould  delight  his  imagination  with  the 
r-numerated  items  of  all  sorts  of  finery,  and  with  the 
rival  advertisements  of  half  a  dozen  peruke-makers.  In 
short,  newer  manners  and  customs  had  ahnrBt  entirely 
superseded  those  of  the  Puritans,  even  in  their  own  city 
of  refuge. 

It  was  natural  that,  with  the  lapse  of  time  and  increase 
of  wealth  and  population,  the  peculiarities  of  the  early 
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.settlers  should  have  waxed  fainter  and  ialnter  through 
the  generations  of  their  descendants,  who  also  had  been 
alloyed  by  a  continual  accession  of  emigrants  from  many 
countries  and  of  all  characters.  It  tended  to  assimilate 
the  colonial  manners  to  those  of  the  mother  country, 
that  the  commercial  intercourse  was  great,  and  that  the 
merchants  often  went  thither  in  their  own  ships.  Indeed^ 
almost  every  man  of  adequate  fortune  felt  k  yearning 
desire,  and  even  judged  it  a  filial  duty,  at  ie^st  once  in 
his  life,  to  visit  the  home  of  his  ancestors.  They  still 
called  it  their  own  home,  as  if  New  England  were  to 
them,  what  many  of  the  old  Puritans  had  considered  it, 
not  a  permanent  abiding-place,  but  merely  a  lodge  in 
the  wilderness,  until  the  trouble  of  the  times  should  be 
passed.  The  example  of  the  rojral  govemofs  must  have 
had  much  influence  on  the  manners  of  the  colonists ;  for 
these  rulers  assumed  a  degree  of  state  find  splendor 
which  had  never  been  practised  by  their  predecessors, 
who  differed  in  nothing  from  republican  chief-magistrates, 
under  the  old  charter.  The  officers  of  the  crown,  the 
public  characters  in  the  interest  of  the  administration, 
and  the  gentlemen  of  wealth  and  good  descent,  generally 
noted  for  their  loyalty,  would  constitute  a  dignified  circle 
with  the  governor  in  the  centre,  bearing  a  very  passable 
resemblance  to  a  court.  Their  ideas,  their  habits,  tlieii 
code  of  courtesy,  and  their  dress,  would  have  all  the 
fresh  glitter  of  fashions  immediately  derived  from  the 
fountain-head,  in  England.  To  prevent  their  modes  of 
life  from  becoming  the  standard  with  all  who  had  the 
ability  to  imitate  them,  there  was  no  longer  an  undu< 
severity  of  religion,  nor  as  ypt  any  dl' affection  to  Pntish 
supremacy    nor  democrat^      prejy      es   aga>  ^  p^^^if 
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Thus,  whih  tlie  colonies  were  attaining  that  strength 
which  was  §oon  to  render  them  an  independent  republic^ 
it  might  ha  re  been  supposed  that  the  wealthier  classes 
were  growng  into  an  aristocracy,  and  ripening  for 
hereditary  r  ink,  while  the  poor  were  to  be  stationary  in 
their  abasement,  and  the  country,  perhaps,  to  be  a  sister 
monarchy  w.Hh  England.  Such,  doubtless,  were  the 
plausible  conjectures  deduced  from  the  superficial  phe- 
nomena of  our  cconection  with  a  monarchical  government, 
•jmtil  the  prospec+iv«  nobility  were  levelled  with  the  mob, 
by  the  mere  gathex^ng  of  winds  that  preceded  the  storm 
of  the  Revolution.  The  portents  of  that  storm  were  not 
yet  visible  in  the  air.  A  true  picture  of  society,  there- 
fore, would  have  the  rich  effect  produced  by  distinctions 
of  rank  that  seemed  permanent,  and  by  appropriate  habits 
of  splendor  on  the  part  of  the  gentry. 

The  people  at  large  had  b^en  somewhat  changed  in 
character,  since  the  period  of  eur  last  sketch,  by  their 
great  exploit,  the  conquest  of  Louisburg.  After  that 
event,  the  New  Englanders  never  settled  into  precisely 
the  same  quiet  race  which  all  the  world  had  imagined 
them  to  be.  They  had  done  a  deed  of  history,  and  were 
anxious  to  add  new  ones  to  the  record.  They  had 
proved  themselves  powerful  enough  to  influence  the 
result  of  a  war,  and  were  thenceforth  called  upon,  and 
willingly  consented,  to  join  their  strength  against  tht 
enemies  of  England;  on  those  fields,  at  least,  wher» 
victory  would  redound  to  their  peculiar  advantage.  And 
new,  in  the  heat  of  the  Old  French  War,  they  might  well 
be  termed  a  martial  people.  Every  man  was  a  soldier, 
or  the  father  or  brother  of  a  soldier;  and  the  whole  Knd 
literally  echoed  with  the" roll  of  tlie  drum,  either  Ivatinj^ 
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ap  for  recniits  among  the  towns  and  villages,  or  striking 
the  march  towards  the  frontiers.  Besides  the  provincial 
tioops,  there  were  twenty-three  British  regiments  in  the 
northern  colonies.  The  country  has  never  known  a 
period  of  such  excitement  and  warlike  life,  except  during 
the  Revolution  —  perhaps  scarcely  then ;  for  that  was  a 
lingering  war,  and  this  a  stirring  and  eventful  one. 

One  would  think  that  no  very  wonderful  talent  was 
requisite  for  an  historical  novel,  when  the  rough  and 
hurried  paragraphs  of  th^se  newspapers  can  recall  the 
past  so  magically.  We  seem  to  be  waiting  in  the  street 
for  the  arrival  of  the  post-rider — who  is  seldom  more 
than  twelve  hours  beyond  his  time  —  with  letters,  by 
way  of  Albany,  from  the  various  departments  of  the 
army.'  Or,  we  may  fancy  ourselves  in  the  circle  of  lis- 
teners, all  with  necks  stretched  out  towards  an  old 
gentleman  in  the  centre,  who  deliberately  puts  on  his 
spectacles,  unfolds  the  wet  newspaper,  and  gives  us  the 
details  of  the  broken  and  contradictory  reports,  which 
have  been  flying  from  mouth  to  mouth,  ever  since  the 
courier  alighted  at  Secretary  Oliver's  office.  Sometimes 
we  have  an  account  of  the  Indian  skirmishes  near  Lake 
George,  and  how  a  ranging  party  of  provincials  were  so 
closely  pursued,  that  they  threw  away  their  arms,  and 
eke  their  shoes,  stockings,  and  breeches,  oareiy  reaching 
the  camp  in  their  shirts,  which  also  were  territly  tattered 
by  the  bushes.  Then,  there  is  a  journal  of  the  siege  of 
Fort  Niagara,  so  minute  that  it  almost  numbera  the 
cannon-6hot  and  bombs,  and  describes  the  eflect  of  the 
latter  missiles  on  the  French  commandant's  stone  man- 
sion, within  the  fortress.  In  the  letters  of  the  provincial 
officers     t  is  amusing  to  observe  hew  some  of  thfrii 
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endeavor  to  catch  the  careless  and  jovial  tuin  of  ola 
campaigners.  One  gentleman  tells  us  that  he  holds  a 
brimming  glass  in  his  hand,  intending  to  drink  the  health 
of  his  correspondent,  unless  a  cannon-ball  should  dash 
the  liquor  from  his  lips ;  in  the  midst  of  his  letter,  he 
hears  the  bells  of  the  French  churches  ringing,  in  Quebec, 
and  recollects  that  it  is  Sunday ;  whereupon,  like  a  good 
Protestant,  he  resolves  to  disturb  the  Catholic  worship  by 
a  few  thirty-two  pound  shot.  While  this  wicked  man 
of  war  was  thus  making  a  jest  of  religion,  his  pious 
mother  had  probably  put  up  a  note,  that  very  Sabbath 
day,  desiring  the  "  prayers  of  the  congregation  for  a  so? 
gone  a  soldiering."  We  trust,  however,  that  there  were 
some  stout  old  worthies  who  were  not  ashamed  to  do  as 
their  fathers  did,  but  went  to  prayer,  with  their  soldiers, 
before  leading  them  to  battle  ;  and  doubtless  fought  none 
the  worse  for  that.  If  we  had  enlisted  in  the  Old  French 
War,  it  should  have  been  under  such  a  captain ;  for  we 
love  to  see  a  man  keep  the  characteristics  of  his  country.* 
These  letters,  and  other  intelligence  from  the  army. 
are  pleasant  and  lively  reading,  and  stir  up  the  mind 
like  the  music  of  a  drum  and  fife.  It  is  less  agreeable 
to  meet  with  accounts  of  women  slain  and  scalped,  and 
infants  dashed  against  trees,  by  the  Indians  on  the  fron 

*  The  contemptuous  jealousy  of  the  British  army,  from  the 
general  downwards,  i^ras  very  galling  to  the  provincial  troops.  In 
^ne  of  the  newspapers,  there  is  an  admirable  letter  ^  a  New 
England  man,  copied  from  the  London  Chronicle,  defending  the 
provincials  with  an  ability  worthy  of  Franklin,  and  somewhat  in 
his  style.  The  letter  is  remarkable,  also,  because  it  takes  up  the 
cause  of  the  whole  range  of  colonies,  as  if  the  writer  looked  upon 
them  all  as  constitruting  one  country,  and  that  nis  own.  Colon/  il 
patriotism  had  not  hitherto  been  so  broad  a  sentimert. 
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tiers.  It  is  a  striking  circumstance,  that  iniiQUieimlik 
bears,  driven  from  the  woods,  by  the  uproar  of  contend- 
ing armies  in  their  accustomed  haunts,  broke  into  the 
settlements,  and  committed  great  ravages  among  children 
as  well  as  sheep  and  swine.  Some  of  them  prowled 
where  bears  had  never  been  for  a  century,  penetratuig 
within  a  mile  or  two  of  Boston ;  a  fact  that  gives  a 
strong  and  gloomy  impression  of  something  very  terrific 
going  on  in  the  forest,  since  these  savage  beasts  flet^ 
townward  to  avoid  it.  But  it  is  impossible  to  moralize 
about  such  trifles,  when  every  newspaper  contains  talev 
of  military  enterprise,  and  often  a  huzz.i  for  victory  ;  as 
for  instance,  the  taking  of  Ticonderoga,  long  a  place  of 
awe  to  the  provincials,  and  one  of  the  bloodiest  spots  ir 
the  present  war.  Nor  is  it  unpleasant,  among  whol^ 
pages  of  exultation,  to  find  a  note  of  sorrow  for  the  faU 
of  some  brave  officer ;  it  comes  wailing  in,  like  a  funeraJ 
strain  amidst  a  peal  of  triumph,  itself  triumphant  too 
Such  was  the  lamentation  over  ^olfe.  Somewhere,  ir 
this  volume  of  newspapers,  though  we  cannot  now  lay 
our  finger  upon  the  passage,  we  recollect  a  report,  that 
General  Wolfe  was  slain,  not  by  the  enemy,  but  by  a 
shot  from  his  own  soldiers. 

In  the  advertising  columns,  also,  we  are  continually 
reminded  that  the  country  was  in  a  state  of  ^'ar.  Gc^ 
emor  Pownall  makes  proclamation  for  the  enlisting  of 
soldiers,  and  directs  the  militia  colonels  to  attend  to  the 
discipline  of  their  regiments,  and  the  selectmen  of  every 
town  to  replenish  their  stocks  of  ammunitiija.  The 
magazine,  by  the  way,  was  generally  kept  in  the  upper 
lo^t  of  the  village  meeting-house.  The  provmcial  cap 
taiiis  are  drimtning  up  for  soldiers,  in  every  newspajier 
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Sir  Jeffroy  Amherst  advertises  for  batteaux-men,  to  be 
eniploypil  on  the  lakes ;  and  gives  notice  to  the  officers 
of  seven  British  regiments,  dispersed  on  the  recruiting 
service,  to  rendezvous  in  Boston.  Captain  Hallowell,  of 
the  province  ship-of-war  Kmg  George,  invites  able-bodied 
seamen  to  serve  his  Majesty,  for  fifteen  pounds,  old  tenor, 
per  month.  By  the  rewards  offered,  there  would  appear 
to  have  been  frequent  desertions  from  the  New  England 
forces ;  we  applaud  their  wisdom,  if  not  their  valor  or 
integrity.  Cannon  of  all  calibres,  gunpowder  and  balls, 
nrelocks,  pistols,  swords,  and  hangers,  were  common 
articles  of  merchandise.  Daniel  Jones,  at  the  sign  of 
the  hat  and  helmet,  offers  to  supply  officers  with  scarlet 
broadcloth,  gold  lace  for  hats  and  waistcoats,  cockades, 
and  other  military  foppery,  allowing  credit  until  the  pay- 
rolls shall  be  made  up.  This  advertisement  gives  us 
quite  a  gorgeous  idea  of  a  provincial  captain  in  fuU 
dress. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  campaign  of  1759,  the 
British  general  informs  the  farmers  of  New  England 
that  a  regular  market  will  be  established  at  Lake  George, 
whither  they  are  invited  to  bring  provisions  and  refresh- 
ments of  all  sorts,  for  the  use  of  the  army.  Hence,  we 
may  form  a  singular  picture  of  petty  traffic,  far  away 
from  any  permanent  settlements,  among  the  hills  which 
border  that  romantic  lake,  with  the  solemn  woods  over- 
shadowing the  scene.  Carcasses  of  bullocks  and  fat 
porkers  are  placed  upright  against  the  huge  trunks  of 
the  trees ;  fowls  hang  from  the  lowei  branches,  bobbing 
against  the  heads  of  those  beneath ;  butter-firkins,  great 
cheeses,  and  brown  loaves  of  household  bread,  baked  in 
distant  ov  3ns,  are  rollected  under  temporary  shelters  «r 
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pire-boughs,  with  s^ngerbread,  and  pumpkm-pies,  per- 
haps, and  other  toothsome  dainties.  Barrels  of  cider 
and  spruce-beer  are  running  freely  into  the  wooden 
canteens  of  the  soldiers.  Imagine  such  a  scene,  beneath 
the  dark  forest  canopy,  with  here  and  there  a  few 
struggling  sunbeai^s,  to  dissipate  the  gloom.  See  the 
shrewd  yeomen,  haggling  with  their  scarlet-coated  cus 
tomers,  abating  somewhat  in  their  prices,  but  still  dealing 
at  monstrous  profit ;  and  then  complete  the  picture  with 
circumstances  that  bespeak  war  and  danger.  A  cannon 
shall  be  seen  to  belch  its  smoke  from  among  the  trees, 
against  some  distant  canoes  on  the  lake  ;  the  traffickers 
shall  pause,  and  seem  to  hearken,  at  intervals,  as  if  they 
heard  the  rattle  of  musketry  or  the  shout  of  Indians  ;  a 
scouting-party,  shall  be  driven  in,  with  two  or  three  faint 
and  bloody  men  among  them.  And,  in  spite  of  these 
disturbances,  business  goes  on  briskly  in  the  market  of 
the  wilderness. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  martial  character  of 
the  times  interrupted  all  pursuits  except  those  connected 
with  war.  On  the  contrary,  there  appears  to  have  beeh 
a  general  vigor  and  vivacity  diffused  into  the  whole 
round  of  colonial  life.  During  the  winter  of  1759,  it 
was  computed  that  about  a  thousand  sled-loads  of  coun« 
trr  produce  were  daily  brought  into  Boston  market.  It 
was  a  symptom  of  an  irregular  and  unquiet  course  of 
affairs,  that  innumerable  lotteries  were  projec  led,  osten* 
sibly  for  the  purpose  of  public  improvements,  such  as 
roads  and  bridges.  Many  females  seized  the  opportunity 
to  engage  in  business :  as,  among  others,  Alice  Quick^ 
who  dealt  in  crockery  and  hosiery,  next  door  to  Deacon 
Beautineau's  ;  Mary  Jackson,  who  sold   butter,  at  the 
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Brazen-Head,  in  Conihill ;  Abigail  Hiller,  who  taught 
ornamental" •^nrk  near  the  Orange-Tree,  where  also  were 
to  be  seen  the  King  and  Queen,  in  wax-work;  Sarah 
Morehead,  an  instructor  in  glass-painting,  drawing  and 
japanning ;  Mary  Salmon,  who  shod  horses,  at  the  south- 
end  ;  Harriet  Pain,  at  the  Buck  and  Glove,  and  Mrs. 
Henrietta  Maria  Caine,  at  the  Golden  Fan,  both  fashion- 
able milliners;  Anna  Adams,  who  advertises  Quebec 
and  Garrick  bonnets,  Prussian  cloaks,  and  scarlet  cardi- 
nals, opposite  the  old  brick  meeting-house;  besides  a 
lady  at  the  head  of  a  wine  and  spirit  establishment. 
Little  did  these  good  dames  expect  to  reappear  before  the 
public,  so  long  after  they  had  made  their  last  courtesies 
behind  the  counter.  Our  great-grandmothers  were  a 
stirring  sisterhood,  and  seem  not  to  have  been  utterly 
despised  by  the  gentlemen  at  the  British  coffee-house ; 
at  least,  some  gracious  bachelor,  there  resident,  gives 
public  notice  of  his  willingness  to  take  a  wife,  provided 
she  be  not  above  twenty-three,  and  possess  brown  hair, 
regular  features,  a  brisk  eye,  and  a  fortune.  Now,  this 
was  great  condescension  towards  the  ladies  of  Massachu« 
setts  Bay,  in  a  threadbare  lieutenant  of  foot. 

Polite  literature  was  beginning  to  make  its  appearance. 
Few  native  works  were  advertised,  it  is  true,  except  ser- 
mons and  treatises  of  controversial  divinity;  nor  were 
the  English  authors  of  the  day  much  known  on  this 
side  of  the  Atlantic.  But  catalogues  were  frequently 
Dfiered  at  auction  or  private  sale,  comprising  the  standard 
English  books,  history,  essays,  and  poetry,  of  Queen 
Anne's  age,  and  the  preceding  century.  We  see  nothing 
in  the  nature  of  a  novel,  unless  it  be  "The  Two 
Mothers,  price  four  cappers."  There  was  an  Americar 
12 
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poet,  however,  of  whom  Mr.  Kettell  has  preserved  s« 
specimen, — the  author  of  "  War,  an  Heroic  Poera :"  hr 
publishes  by  subscnption,  and  threatens  to  prosecute  hif 
patrons  for  not  taking  their  books.  We  have  duLtrovered 
a  periodical,  also,  and  one  that  has  a  peculiar  cla>m  U 
be  recorded  here,  since  it  bore  the  title  of  "  The  Neh 
England  Magazine,'*  a  forgotten  predecessor,  for  whick 
we  should  have  a  filial  respect,  and  take  its  excellence 
on  trust.  The  fine  arts,  too,  were  budding  into  exist 
ence.  At  the  *'  old  glass  and  picture  shop,"  in  Comhill 
various  maps,  plates,  and  views,  are  advertised,  and 
among  them  a  "Prospect  of  Boston,"  a  copper-plate 
engraving  of  Quebec,  and  the  efi%ies  of  all  the  Nen 
England  ministers  ever  done  in  mezzotinto.  All  these 
must  have  been  very  salable  articles.  Other  ornamental 
wares  were  to  be  found  at  the  same  shop ;  such  as  vi(^ 
lins,  flutes,  hautboys,  musical  books,  English  and  Dutcb 
toys,  and  London  babies.  About  this  period,  Mr.  Dipper 
gives  notice  of  a  concert  of  vocal  and  instrumental 
music.  There  had  already  been  an  attempt  at  theatricai 
exhibitions. 

There  are  tokens,  in  every  newspaper,  of  a  style  of 
luxury  and  magnificence  which  we  do  not  usually  asso- 
ciate with  our  ideas  of  the  times.  When  the  property 
of  a  deceased  person  was  to  be  sold,  we  find,  among  the 
household  furniture,  silk  beds  and  hangings,  damask 
table-cloths,  Turkey  carpets,  pictures,  pier-glasses,  mas- 
sive plate,  and  all  things  proper  for  a  noble  mansion 
Wine  was  more  generally  drunk  than  now,  though  by 
no  means  to  the  neglect  of  ardent  spirits.  For  the 
apparel  of  both  sexes,  the  mercera  and  millineis  imported 
good  store  of  fine  broadcloths,  espesially  scarlet,  crimson 
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tad  ifky-blue,  silks,  satins,  lawns,  and  velyets,  gold 
Dfocade,  and  gold  and  silver  lace,  and  silver  tassels,  and 
nlver  spangles,  until  Comhill  shone  and  sparkled  with 
their  meschandise.  The  gaudiest  dress  permissible  by 
modem  taste  fades  into  a  Quaker-like  sobriety,  compared 
witii  the  deep,  rich,  glowing  splendor  of  our  ancestcn. 
Such  figures  were  almost  too  fine  to  go  about  town  on 
foot;  accordingly,  carriages  were  so  numerous  as  to 
lequire  a  tax ;  and  it  is  recorded  that,  when  Governor 
Bernard  came  to  the  province,  he  was  met,  between 
Dedham  and  Boston,  by  a  multitude  of  gentlemen  in 
their  coaches  and  chariots. 

Take  my  arm,  gentle  reader,  and  come  with  me  mto 
some  street,  perhaps  trodden  by  your  daily  footsteps,  but 
which  now  has  such  an  aspect  of  half-familiar  strange* 
ness,  that  you  suspect  yourself  to  be  walking  abroad  in  a 
dream.  True,  <  there  are  some  brick  edifices  which  you 
remember  from  childhood,  and  which  your  father  and 
grandfather  remembered  as  well ;  but  you  are  perplexed 
by  the  absence  of  many  that  were  here  only  an  hour  or 
two  since;  and  still  more  amazing  is  the  presence  of 
whole  rows  of  wooden  and  plastered  houses,  projecting 
over  the  side-walks,  and  bearing  iron  figures  on  their 
fronts,  which  prove  them  to  have  stood  on  the  same  sites 
above  a  century.  Where  have  your  eyes  been,  that  you 
never  saw  them  before  ?  Along  the  ghostly  street  —  for» 
at  length,  you  conclude  that  all  is  unsubstantial,  though 
if  be  so  good  a  mockery  of  an  antique  town  —  along  the 
ghostly  street,  there  are  ghostly  people  too.  Every 
gentleman  has  his  three<omered  hat,  either  on  hvj  head 
or  under  his  arm ;  and  all  wear  wigs,  in  infinite  variety 
«—  the  Tie,  die  Brigadier,  the  Spencer,  the  Albemarle,  the 
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Major,  the  Ramillies,  the  grave  Full-bottom,  or  the  giddy 
Feather-top.  Look  at  the  elaborate  lace-ruffles,  and  the 
square-skirted  coats  of  gorgeous  hues,  bedizened  with 
silver  and  gold!  Make  way  for  the  phantom-ladies, 
whose  hoops  require  such  breadth  of  passage,  as  they 
pac  3  majestically  along,  in  silken  gowns,  blue,  green,  or 
yellow,  brilliantly  embroidered,  and  with  small  satin  hats 
surmounting  their  powdered  hair.  Make  way;  for  the 
whole  spectral  show  will  vanish,  if  your  earthly  gar- 
ments brush  against  their  robes.  Now  that  the  scene  is 
brightest,  and  the  whole  street  glitters  with  imaginary 
sunshine,  —  now  hark  to  the  bells  of  the  Old  South  and 
the  Old  North,  ringing  out  with  a  sudden  and  merry 
peal,  while  the  cannon  of  Castle  William  thunder  below 
the  town,  and  those  of  the  Diana  frigate  repeat  the  sound, 
and  the  Charlestown  batteries  reply  with  a  nearer  roar ! 
You  see  the  crowd  toss  up  their  hats,  in  visionary  joy. 
You  hear  of  illuminations  and  fire-works,  and  of  bon- 
fires, built  on  scafiblds,  raised  several  stories  above  the 
ground,  that  are  to  blaze  all  night,  in  King-street,  and  on 
Beacon-hill.  And  here  come  the  trumpets  and  kettle- 
drums, and  the  tramping  hoofs  of  the  Boston  troop  of 
horse-guards,  escorting  the  governor  to  King's  Chapel, 
where  he  is  to  return  solemn  thanks  for  the  surrender 
of  Quebec.  March  on,  thou  shadowy  troop !  and  vanish 
ghostly  crowd !  and  change  again,  old  street !  for  those 
stirring  times  are  gone. 

Opportunely  for  the  conclusion  of  our  sketch,  a  fire 
broke  out,  on  the  twentieth  of  March,  1760,  at  the 
Brazen-Head,  in  Comhill,  and  consumed  nearly  four 
Hundred  buildings.  Similar  disasters  have  always  been 
epochs  in  the  chronology  of  Boston.     That  of  1711  had 
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hitherto  been  termed  the  Great  Fire,  but  now  resigned 
its  baleful  dignity  to  one  which  has  ever  since  retained 
it.  Did  we  desire  to  move  the  reader's  sympathies  on 
this  subject,  we  would  not  be  grandiloquent  about  the 
sea  of  billowy  flame,  the  glowing  and  crumbling  streets, 
the  broad,  black  firmament  of  smoke,  and  the  blast  of 
wind  that  sprang  up  with  the  conflagration  and  roared 
behind  it.  It  would  be  more  effective  to  mark  out  a 
single  family,  at  the  moment  when  the  flames  caught 
upon  an  angle  of  their  dwelling :  then  would  ensue  the 
removal  of  the  bed-ridden  grandmother,  the  cradle  with 
the  sleeping  infant,  and,  most  dismal  of  all,  the  dying 
man  just  at  the  extremity  of  a  lingering  disease.  Do 
but  imagine  the  confused  agony  of  one  thus  awfully  dis- 
turbed in  his  last  hour ;  his  fearful  glance  behind  at  the 
consuming  fire,  raging  after  him,  from  house  to  housei 
as  its  devoted  victim ;  and,  finally,  the  almost  eagerness 
with  which  he  would  seize  some  calmer  interval  to  die . 
The  Great  Fire  must  have  realized  many  such  a  scene. 
Doubtless  posterity  has  acquired  a  better  city  by  the 
calaniity  of  that  generation.  None  will  be  inclined  to 
lament  it  at  this  late  day,  except  the  lover  of  antiquity, 
who  would  have  been  glad  to  walk  among  those  streets 
of  venerable  houses,  fancying  the  old  inhabitants  stiU 
there,  that  he  might  commune  with  their  shadows,  and 
paint  a  n^ore  vivid  picture  of  their  times. 
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Again  we  take  a  leap  of  about  twenty  yeaTs,  and 
alight  in  the  midst  of  the  Revolution.  Indeed,  having 
just  closed  a  volume  of  colonial  newspapers,  which 
represented  the  period  when  monarchical  and  aristo- 
cratic sentiments  were  at  the  highest,  —  and  now  opening 
another  volume  printed  in  the  same  metropolis,  after 
such  sentiments  had  long  been  deemed  a  sin  and  shame, 
— we  feel  as  if  the  leap  were  more  than  figumtive.  Our 
late  course  of  reading  has  tinctured  us,  for  the  moment, 
with  antique  prejudices;  and  we  shrink  from  the 
stmngely-contrasted  times  into  which  we  emerge,  like 
one  of  those  immutable  old  Tories,  who  acknowledge  no 
oppression  in  the  Stan.p-act.  It  may  be  the  most  effect- 
ive method  of  going  through  the  present  file  of  papers,  to 
foUow  out  this  idea,  and  transform  ourself,  perchance, 
from  a  modem  Tory,  into  such  a  sturdy  King-man  aa 
once  wore  that  pliable  nickname. 

Well,  then,  here  we  sit,  an  old,  gray,  withered,  sour- 
visaged,  threadbare  sort  of  gentleman,  erect  enough,  here 
in  our  solitude,  but  marked  out  by  a  depressed  and  dis- 
trustful mien  abroad,  as  one  conscious  of  a  stigma  upon 
his  forehead,  though  for  no  crime.  We  were  already  in 
the  decline  of  life  when  the  first  tremors  of  the  earth- 
quake that  has  convulsed  the  continent  were  felt.  Out 
mind  had  grown  too  rigid  to  change  any  of  its  opinions, 
when  the  voice  of  the  peo;  .e  demanded  that  all  should 
oe  changed.  We  are  an  Episcopalian,  and  sat  undel 
the  high-church  doctrines  of  Doctor  Caner;  we  have 
been  a  captain  of  the  provincial  forces,  and  love  our  king 
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die  better  for  the  blood  that  we  shed  in  his  cause  on  the 
Plains  of  Abraham.  Among  all  the  refugees,  there  is 
not  one  more  loyal  to  the  back-Kone  than  we.  Still  we 
angered  behind  when  the  British  army  evacuated  Boston^ 
sweeping  in  its  train  most  of  those  with  whom  we  held 
communion;  the  old,  loyal  gentlemen,  the  aristocracy 
of  the  colonies,  the  hereditary  Englishman,  imbued  with 
more  than  native  zeal  and  admiration  for  the  glorious 
island  and  its  monarch,  because  the  far  intervening 
ocean  threw  a  dim  reverence  aroamd  them.  liVhen  our 
brethren  departed,  we  could  not  tear  our  aged  roots  out 
of  the  soil.  We  have  remained,  therefore,  enduring  to 
be  outwardly  a  freeman,  but  idolizing  King  George  in 
secrecy  and  silence,  —  one  true  old  heart  amongst  a  host 
of  enemies.  We  watch,  with  a  weary  hope,  for  the 
moment  when  all  this  turmoil  shall  subside,  and  the 
impious  novelty  that  has  distracted  our  latter  years,  like 
a  wild  dream,  give  place  to  the  blessed  quietude  of  royal 
sway,  with  the  king*s  name  in  every  ordinance,  his 
prayer  in  the  church,  his  health  at  the  board,  and  his 
love  in  the  people's  heart.  Meantime,  our  old  age  finds 
little  honor.  Hustled  have  we  been,  till  driven  from 
town-meetings;  dirty  water  has  been  cast  upon  our 
ruffles  by  a  Whig  chambermaid ;  John  Hancock's  coach» 
Bfian  saizes  every  opportunity  to  bespatter  us  with  mud ; 
daily  are  we  hooted  by  the  unbreeched  rebel  brats ;  and 
narrowly,  once,  did  our  gray  hairs  escape  the  ignominy 
of  tar  and  feathers.  Alas !  only  that  we  cannot  bear  to 
die  till  the  next  royal  governor  comes  over,  we  would 
fiaiin  be  in  oui  quiet  grave. 

Such  an  old  man  among  new  things  are  we  who  now 
bold  at  arm's  length  the  rebel  newspaper  of  the  day 
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The  very  figure-head,  for  the  thousandth  time,  elicits  « 
groan  of  spiteful  lamentation.  Wliere  are  the  united 
heart  and  crown,  the  loyal  emblem,  that  used  to  hallow 
the  sheet  on  which  it  was  impressed,  in  our  younger 
days  ?  In  its  stead  we  find  a  continental  officer,  with 
the  Declaration  of  Independence  in  one  hand,  a  drawn 
sword  in  the  other,  and  above  his  head  a  scroll,  besLTing 
the  motto,  "  We  appeal  to  Heaven."  Then  say  we, 
with  a  prospective  triumph,  let  Heaven  judge,  in  its  own 
good  time!  The  material  of  the  sheet  attracts  our 
ecom.  It  is  a  fair  specimen  of  rebel  manufacture,  thick 
and  coarse,  like  wrapping-paper,  all  overspread  with 
Uttle  knobs ;  and  of  such  a  deep,  dingy  blue  color,  that 
we  wipe  our  spectacles  thrice  before  we  can  distinguish 
a  letter  of  the  wretched  print.  Thus,  in  all  points,  the 
newspaper  is  a  type  of  the  times,  far  more  fit  for  the 
vough  hands  of  a  democratic  mob,  than  for  our  own 
delicate,  though  bony  fingers.  Nay ;  we  will  not  handle 
•'t  without  our  gloves  ! 

Glancing  down  the  page,  our  eyes  are  greeted  every- 
i^here  by  the  offer  of  lands  at  auction,  for  sale  or  to  be 
leased,  not  by  the  rightful  owners,  but  a  rebel  commit- 
tee; notices  of  the  town  constable,  that  he  is  author- 
ized to  receive  the  taxes  on  such  an  estate,  in  default 
of  which,  that  also  is  to  be  knocked  down  to  the 
highest  bidder;  and  notifications  of  complaints  filed 
by  the  Attorney-general  against  certain  traitorous  absen- 
tees, and  of  confiscations  that  are  to  ensue.  And  who 
are  these  traitors?  Our  own  best  friends;  names  as 
old,  once  as  honored,  as  any  in  the  land  where  they 
are  no  longer  to  have  a  patrimony,  nor  to  be  remem- 
bered as  good  men  who  have  passed  away.    We  are 
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•shamed  of  not  relinquishing  our  little  property,  too; 
but  cornfort  ourselves  because  we  still  keep  our  princi- 
ples, without  gratifying  the  rebels  with  our  phmder. 
Plunder,  indeed,  they  are  seizing  every where^  —  by  the 
strong  hand  at  sea,  as  well  as  by  legal  forms  on  shore. 
Here  are  prize-vessels  for  sale ;  no  French  nor  Spanish 
merchantmen,  whose  wealth  is  the  birthright  of  British 
subjects,  but  hulls  of  British  oak,  from  Liverpool,  Bristol, 
and  the  Thames,  laden  with  the  king's  own  stores,  for 
his  army  in  New  York.  And  what  a  fleet  of  privateers 
— pirates,  say  we — are  ifitting  out  for  new  ravages,  with 
rebellion  in  their  very  names !  The  Free  Yankee,  the 
General  Green,  the  Saratoga,. the  Lafayette,  and  the 
Grand  Monarch !  Yes,  the  Grand  Monarch ;  so  is  a 
French  king  styled,  by  the  sons  of  Englishmen.  And 
here  we  have  an  wdinance  from  the  Court  of  Versailles, 
with  the  Bourbon's  own  signature  aflixed,  as  if  New 
England  were  already  a  French  province.  Everything 
is  French,  —  French  soldiers,  French  sailors,  French 
surgeons,  and  French  diseases  too,  I  trow;  besides 
French  dancing-masters  and  French  milliners,  to  de- 
bauch our  daughters  with  French  fashions!  Every- 
thing in  America  is  French,  except  the  Canadas,  the 
loyal  Canadas,  which  we  helped  to  wrest  from  France. 
And  to  that  old  French  province  the  Englishman  of  the 
colonies  must  go  to  find  his  country ! 

O  the  misery  of  seeing  the  whole  system  of  things 
changed  in  my  old  days,  when  I  would  be  loth  to  change 
even  a  pair  of  buckles !  The  British  coffee-house, 
where  oft  we  sat,  brimfull  of  wine  and  loyalty,  with  the 
gallant  gentlemen  of  Amherst's  army,  when  we  wore  a 
red-coat  too,  —  the  British  coffee-house,  forscoth  i^ust 
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now  be  styled  the  American,  with  a  golden  eagle  instead 
of  the  royal  arms  above  the  door.  Even  the  street  it 
stands  in  is  no  longer  King-street!  Nothing  is  the 
kmg^Si  except  this  heavy  heart  in  my  old  bosom. 
Wherever  I  glance  my  eyes,  they  meet  something  that 
pricks  them  like  a  needle.  This  soap-maker,  for 
instance,  this  Robert  Hewes,  has  conspired  against  my 
peace,  by  notifying  that  his  shop  is  situated  near  Liberty 
Stump.  But  when  will  their  misnamed  liberty  have  its 
true  emblem  in  that  Stump,  hewn  down  by  British 
steel ! 

Where  shall  we  buy  our  next  year's  almanac  ?  Not 
this  of  Weatherwise's,  certainly ;  for  it  contains  a  like- 
ness of  George  Washington,  the  upright  rebel,  whom  we 
most  hate,  though  reverentially,  as  a  fallen  angel,  with 
his  heavenly  brightness  undiminished,  evincing  pure 
£une  in  an  unhallowed  cause.  And  here  is  a  new  book 
for  my  evening's  recreation, — a  History  of  the  War  till 
the  close  of  the  year  1779,  with  the  heads  of  thirteen 
distinguished  officers,  engraved  on  copper-plate.  A 
plague  upon  their  heads  !  We  desire  not  to  see  them 
till  they  grin  at  us  from  the  balcony  before  the  town- 
house,  fixed  on  spikes,  as  the  heads  of  traitors.  How 
bloody-minded  the  villains  make  a  peaceable  old  man ! 
What  next?  An  Oration,  on  the  Horrid  Massacre  of 
1770.  When  that  blood  was  shed,  —  the  first  that  the 
British  soldier  ever  drew  from  the  bosoms  of  our  country- 
men, —  we  turned  sick  at  heart,  and  do  so  still,  as  often 
as  they  make  it  reek  anew  from  among  the  stones  in 
King-street.  The  pool  that  we  saw  that  night  has 
swelled  into  a  lake, — English  blood  and  American, — no 
ajl  British,  all  blood  of  my  brethren.     And  here  come 
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ilown  tears.  Shame  on  me,  since  half  of  them  are  shed 
for  rebels !  Who  are  not  rebels  now !  Even  the  women 
are  thrusting  their  white  hands  into  the  war,  and  come 
out  in  this  very  paper  with  proposals  to  form  a  society 
—  the  lady  of  George  Washington  at  their  head  —  for 
clothing  the  continental  troops.  They  will  strip  off 
their  stiff  petticoats  to  cover  the  ragged  rascals,  and  then 
enlist  in  the  ranks  themselves. 

What  have  we  here  ?  BClrgoyne's  proclamation 
turned  into  Hudibrastic  rhyme !  And  here,  some  verses 
against  the  king,  in  which  the  scribbler  leaves  a  blank 
for  the  name  of  George,  as  if  his  doggerel  might  yet 
^calt  him  to  the  pillory.  Such,  after  years  of  rebellion, 
is  the  heart's  unconquerable  reverence  for  the  Lord's 
anointed !  In  the  next  coliunn,  we  have  scripture  paro- 
died in  a  squib  against  his  sacred  Majesty.  What 
would  our  Puritan  great-grandsires  have  said  to  that  ? 
They  never  laughed  at  God's  word,  though  they  cut  off 
a  king'js  head. 

Yes ;  it  was  for  us  to  prove  how  disloyalty  goes  hand 
in  hand  with  irreligion,  and  all  other  vices  come  troop- 
ing in  the  train.  Now-a-days  men  commit  robbery  and 
sacrilege  for  the  mere  luxury  of  wickedness,  as  this 
advertisement  testifies.  Three  hundred  pounds  leward 
for  the  detection  of  the  villains  who  stole  and  destroyed 
the  cusdiions  and  pulpit  drapery  of  the  Brattle-street  and 
Old  South  churches.  Was  it  a  crime  ?  I  can  scarcely 
think  our  temples  hallowed,  since  the  king  ceased  to  be 
prayed  for.  But  it  is  not  temples  only  thsit  they  rob. 
Here  a  man  offers  a  thousand  dollars  —  a  thousand  dol- 
lars, in  Continental  rags! — for  the  recovery  of  his  stolen 
cloak,  anl  other  articles  of  clothing.    Horse-thieves  ore 
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innumerable.  Now  is  the  day  when  every  beggar  gets 
on  horse-back.  And  is  not  the  whole  land  like  a  beggsj 
on  horse-back  riding  post  to  the  devil  ?  Ha !  here  is  a 
murder,  too.  A  woman  slain  at  midnight,  by  an 
unknown  ruffian,  and  found  cold,  stiff  and  bloody,  in  her 
violated  bed !  Let  the  hue  and  cry  follow  hard  after 
the  man  in  the  uniform  of  blue  and  buff  who  last 
went  by  that  way.  My  life  on  it,  he  is  the  blood- 
stained  ravisher!  These  deserters  whom  we  see  pro- 
claimed in  every  column,  -^  proof  that  the  banditti  axe 
as  false  to  their  stars  and  stripes  as  to  1^  Holy  Red- 
cross,  —  they  bring  the  crimes  of  a  rebel  camp  into  a 
soil  well  suited  to  them ;  the  bosom  of  a  people,  without 
the  heart  that  kept  them  virtuous  —  their  king ! 

Here,  flaunting  down  a  whole  column,  with  officiat 
seal  and  signature,  here  comes  a  proclamation.  By 
whose  authority  ?  Ah !  the  United  States  —  these  thir- 
teen little  anarchies,  assembled  in  that  one  grand 
anarchy,  their  Congress.  And  what  the  import?  A 
general  Fast.  By  Heiven!  for  once  the  traitorous 
blockheads  have  legislated  wisely!  Yea:  let  a  mia* 
guided  people  kneel  down  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  from 
Bnd  to  end,  from  border  to  border,  of  their  wasted 
country.  Well  may  they  fast  where  there  is  no  food, 
tnd  cry  aloud  for  whatever  remnant  of  God's  mercy  their 
tins  may  not  have  exhausted.  We  too  will  fast,  even  at 
a  rebel  summons.  Pray  others  as  they  will,  there  shaU 
be  at  least  an  old  man  kneeling  for  the  righteous  cause. 
Lord,  put  down  the  rebels !     God  save  the  king ! 

Peace  to  the  good  old  Tory!  One  of  our  objects 
has  been  to  exemplify,  without  softening  a  single  preju* 
dice  proper  to  the  character  which  we  assumed,  that  (he 
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Americans  who  clung  to  the  losing  side  in  the  Cevo- 
liition,  were  men  greatly  to  be  pitied,  and  often  worthy 
of  our  sympathy.  It  would  be  difficult  to  say  whose 
lot  was  most  lamentable,  that  of  the  active  Tories,  who 
gave  up  their  patrimonies  for  a  pittance  from  the 
British  pension-roll,  and  their  native  land  for  a  cold 
reception  in  their  miscalled  home,  or  the  passive  ones 
who  remained  behind  to  endure  the  coldness  of  former 
Mends,  and  the  public  opprobrium,  as  despised  citizens, 
under  a  government  which  they  abhorred.  In  justice  to 
the  old  gentleman  who  has  favored  us  with  his  discon* 
tented  musings,  we  must  remark  ^at  the  state  of  the 
country,  so  far  as  can  be  gathered  from  these  papers,  was 
of  dismal  augury  for  the  tendencies  of  democratic  rule. 
It  was  pardonable  in  the  conservative  of  that  day  to  mis- 
take the  temporary  evils  of  a  change  for  permanent  dis- 
eases of  the  system  which  that  change  was  to  establish. 
A  revolution,  or  anything  that  interrupts  social  order, 
may  afbrd  opportunities  for  the  individual  display  of 
eminent  virtues ;  but  its  effects  are  pernicious  to  genera] 
morality.  Most  people  are  so  constituted  that  they  can  be 
virtuous  only  in  a  certain  routine;  and  an  irregula' 
course  of  public  aflairs  demoralizes  them.  One  great 
source  of  disorder  was  the  multitude  of  disbanded  troops, 
who  were  continually  returning  home,  after  terms  of  ser- 
vice just  long  enough  to  give  them  a  distaste  to  peaceaWe 
occupations ;  neither  citizens  nor  soldiers,  they  were  very 
liable  to  become  ruffians.  Almost  all  our  impressions  in 
regard  to  this  period  are  unpleasant,  whether  referring 
to  the  state  of  civil  society,  or  to  the  character  of  the 
contest,  whiph,  especially  where  native  Americans  were 
opposed  to  each  other,  was  waged  with  the  deadly  hatred 
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of  fraternal  enemies.  It  is  the  beauty  of  war,  for  men 
to  commit  mutual  havoc  with  undisturbed  good  humor. 
The  prejent  volume  of  newspapers  contains  fewer 
chamcteristic  traits  than  any  which  we  have  looked 
over.  Except  for  the  peculiarities  attendant  on  the 
passing  struggle,  manners  seem  to  have  taken  a  modem 
cast.  Whatever  antique  fashions  lingered  into  the  war 
of  the  Revolution,  or  beyond  it,  they  were  not  so 
strongly  marked  as  to  leave  their  traces  in  the  public 
journals.  Moreover,  the  old  newspapers  had  an  inde- 
scribable picturesqueness,  not  to  be  found  in  the  later 
ones.  Whether  it  be  something  in  the  literary  execu- 
tion, or  the  ancient  print  and  paper,  and  the  idea  that 
those  same  musty  pages  have  been  handled  by  people 
once  alive  and  bustling  amid  the  scenes  there  recorded, 
yet  now  in  their  graves  beyond  the  memory  of  man ;  so 
it  is,  that  in  those  elder  volumes  we  seem  to  find  the  life 
of  a  past  age  preserved  between  the  leaves,  like  a  dry 
specimen  of  foliage.  It  is  so  difficult  to  discover  what 
touches  are  really  picturesque,  that  we  doubt  ivhethei 
our  attempts  have  produced  any  similar  effect 
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AN  APOLOOUB. 

In  tne  old  times  of  religious  gloom  and  mtolerance, 
lived  Richard  Digby,  the  gloomiest  and  most  intolerant 
of  a  stem  brotherhood.  His  plan  of  salvation  was  so 
narrow,  that,  like  a  plank  in  a  tempestuous  sea,  it  could 
avail  no  sinner  but  himself,  who  bestrode  it  triumphantly, 
and  hurled  anathemas  against  the  wretches  whom  he 
saw  struggling  with  the  billows  of  eternal  death.  In  his 
view  of  the  matter,  it  was  a  most  abominable  crime  — 
as,  indeed,  it  is  a  great  folly  — for  men  to  trust  to  their 
own  strength,  or  even  to  grapple  to  any  other  fragment 
of  the  wreck,  save  this  narrow  plank,  which,  moreover, 
he  took  special  care  to  keep  out  of  their  reach.  In  other 
words,  as  his  creed  was  like  no  man's  else,  and  being 
well  pleased  that  Providence  had  intrusted  him  alone, 
of  mortals,  with  the  treasure  of  a  true  faith,  Richard 
Digby  determined  to  seclude  himself  to  the  sole  and 
constant  enjoyment  of  his  happy  fortune. 

**  And  verily,"  thought  he,  "  I  deem  it  a  chief  condi- 
tion ol  Heaven's  mercy  to  mjrself ,  that  i  hold  no  comniu 
nion  with  those  abominable  myriads  which  it  hath  cast 
off  to  perish.  Peradventure,  were  I  to  tarry  longer  in 
the  tents  of  Kedar,  the  gracious  boon  would  be  revoked, 
and  I  also  be  swallowed  up  in  the  deluge  of  wrath,  or  con- 
Bumed  in  the  storm  of  fire  and  brimstone,  or  involvt^  u 
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whatever  new  kind  of  ruin  is  ordained  for  the  honible 
perversity  of  this  generation." 

So  Richard  Digby  took  an  axe,  to  hew  spaje  enough 
for  a  tabernacle  in  the  wilderness,  and  some  few  other 
necessaries,  especially  a  sword  ^nd  gun,  to  smite  and 
slay  any  intruder  upon  his  hallowed  seclusion ;  and 
plunged  into  the  dreariest  depths  of  the  forest.  On  its 
verge,  however,  he  paused  a  moment,  to  shake  off  the 
dust  of  his  feet  against  the  village  where  he  had  dwelt, 
and  to  invoke  a  curse  on  the  meeting-house,  which  he 
regarded  as  a  temple  of  heathen  idolatry.  He  felt  a 
curiosity,  also,  to  see  whether  the  fire  and  brimstone 
would  not  rush  down  from  Heaven  at  once,  now  that  the 
one  righteous  man  had  provided  for  his  own  safety. 
But,  as  the  sunshine  continued  to  fall  peacefully  on  the 
cottages  and  fields,  and  the  husbandmen  labored  and 
children  played,  and  as  there  were  many  tokens  of 
present  happiness,  and  nothing  ominous  of  a  speedy 
judgment,  he  turned  away,  somewhat  disappointed. 
The  further  he  went,  however,  and  the  lonelier  he  felt 
himself,  and  the  thicker  the  trees  stood  along  his  path, 
and  the  darker  the  shadow  overhead,  so  much  the  more 
did  Richard  Digby  exult.  He  talked  to  himself,  as  he 
strode  onv\rard ;  he  read  his  Bible  to  himself,  as  he  sat 
beneath  the  trees ;  and,  as  the  gloom  of  the  forest  hid 
the  blessed  sky,  I  had  almost  added,  that,  at  morning, 
noon,  and  eventide,  he  praye^i  to  himself.  So  congen  al 
was  this  mode  of  life  to  his  disposition,  that  he  often 
laughed  to  himself,  but  was  displeased  when  an  echo 
►ossed  him  back  the  long,  loud  roar. 

In  this  manner,  he  journeyed  onward  three  days  and 
two  nights,  and  came,  on  the  third  evening,  to  the  mcuth 
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:t  a  cave,  which,  at  first  sight,  reminded  him  of  Elijah's 
care  at  Horeb,  though  perhaps  it  more  resembled  Abra- 
ham's sepulchral  cave,  at  Machpelah.  It  entered  into 
the  heart  of  a  rocky  hill.  There  was  so  dense  a  veil  of 
tangled  foliage  about  it,  that  none  but  a  sworn  lover  of 
gloomy  recesses  would  have  discovered  the  low  arch  of 
its  entrance,  or  have  dared  to  step  within  its  vaulted 
chamber,  where  the  burning  eyes  of  a  panther  might 
encounter  him.  If  Nature  meant  this  remote  and  dismal 
cavern  for  the  use  of  man,  it  could  only  be  to  bury  in  its 
gloom  the  victims  of  a  pestilence,  and  then  to  block  up 
its  mouth  with  stones,  and  avoid  the  spot  forever  after. 
There  was  nothing  bright  nor  cheerful  near  it,  except  a 
bubbling  fountain,  some  twenty  paces  off,  at  which 
Bichari  Digby  hardly  threw  away  a  glance.  But  he 
thrust  &>'  head  into  the  cave,  shivered,  and  congratulated 
himself. 

"  The  finger  of  Providence  hath  pointed  my  way !  " 
cried  he,  aloud,  while  the  tomb-like  den  returned  a 
stmnge  echo,  as  if  some  one  within  were  mocking  him. 
"  Here  my  soul  will  be  at  peace  ;  for  the  wicked  will  not 
find  me.  Here  I  can  read  the  Scriptures,  and  be  no  more 
provoked  with  lying  interpretations.  Here  I  can  offer 
up  acceptable  prayers,  because  my  voice  will  not  be 
mingled  with  the  sinful  supplications  of  the  multitude. 
Of  a  truth,  the  only  way  to  heaven  leadeth  through  the 
narrow  entrance  of  this  cave,  —  and  I  alone  have  founci 
it!" 

In  regard  to  this  cave,  it  was  observable  that  the  roof, 

so  far  as  the  imperfect  light  permitted  it  to  be  seen,  was 

hung  with  substances  resembling  opaque  icicles  ;  for  th^ 

ilamps  if  unknown  centuri*»5  f  ripping  <f  own  continually 
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had  become  as  hard  as  adamant;  and  wherever  that 
moisture  feW,  it  seemed  to  possess  die  power  of  coiiTert- 
ing  what  it  bathed  to  stone.  The  faUen  leaves  and  sprigs 
of  foliage,  which  the  wind  had  swept  into  the  cave,  and 
the  little  feathery  shrubs,  rooted  near  the  threshold,  were 
not  wet  with  a  natural  dew,  but  had  been  embalmed  by 
this  wondrous  process.  And  here  I  am  put  in  mind 
that  Richard  Digby,  before  he  withdrew  himself  from  the 
world,  was  supposed  by  skilful  physicians  to  have  con- 
tracted a  disease  for  which  no  remedy  was  written  in 
their  medical  books.  It  was  a  deposition  of  calculous 
particles  within  his  heart,  caused  by  an  obstructed  circu- 
lation of  the  blood ;  and,  unless  a  miracle  should  be 
wrought  for  him,  there  was  danger  that  the  malady  might 
act  on  the  entire  substance  of  the  organ,  and  change  his 
fleshy  heart  to  stone.  Many,  indeed,  afRrmed  that  the 
process  was  already  near  its  consummation.  Richard 
Digby,  however,  could  never  be  convinced  that  any  such 
direful  work  was  going  on  within  him ;  nor  when  he 
«iw  the  sprigs  of  marble  foliage,  did  his  heart  even  throb 
the  quicker,  at  the  similitude  suggested  by  these  once 
tender  herbs.  It  may  be  that  this  same  insensibility 
was  a  symptom  of  the  disease. 

Be  that  as, it  might,  Richard  Digby  was  well  con- 
tented with  his  sepulchral  cave.  So  dearly  did  he  love 
this  congenial  spot,  that,  instead  of  going  a  few  paces  to 
the  bubbling  spring  for  water,  he  allayed  his  thirst  with 
now  and  then  a  drop  of  moisture  from  the  roof,  which, 
had  it  fallen  anywhere  but  on  his  tongue,  would  have 
been  congealed  into  a  pebble.  For  a  man  predisposed  to 
stoniness  of  the  heart,  this  surely  was  unwholesome 
liquor.     But  tliere  he  dwelt,  for  three  days  more,  eating 
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kerltt  and  roots,  drinking'  his  own  destruction,  sleepint? 
as  it  were,  in  a  tomb,  and  awaking  to  the  solitude  of 
death,  yet  esteeming  this  horrible  mode  of  life  as  hardly 
inferior  tn  celestial  Miss.  Perhaps  superior ;  for,  above 
the  sky,  there  would  be  angels  to  disturb  him.  At  the 
close  of  the  third  day,  he  sat  in  the  portal  of  his  man- 
sion, reading  the  Bible  aloud,  because  no  other  ear  could 
profit  by  it,  and  reading  it  amiss,  because  the  rays  of  the 
setting  sun  did  not  penetrate  the  dismal  depth  of  shadow 
round  about  him,  nor  fall  upon  the  sacred  page.  Sud- 
denly, however,  a  faint  gleam  of  light  was  thrown  over 
the  volume,  and,  raising  his  eyes,  Richard  Digby  saw 
that  a  young  woman  stood  before  the  mouth  of  the  cave,, 
and  that  the  sunbeams  bathed  her  white  garment,  which 
thus  seemed  to  possess  a  radiance  of  its  own. 

"  Good-evening,  Richard,"  said  the  girl ;  "  I  have  come 
from  afar  to  find  thee." 

The  slender  grace  and  gentle  loveliness  of  this  young 
woman  were  at  once  recognized  by  Richard  Digby.  Her 
name  was  Mary  Goflfe.  She  had  been  a  convert  to  his 
preaching  of  the  word  in  England,  before  he  yielded 
himself  to  that  exclusive  bigotry  which  now  enfolded 
liim  with  such  an  iron  grasp  that  no  other  sentiment 
could  reach  his  bosom.  When  he  came  a  pilgrim  to 
America,  she  had  remained  in  her  father's  hall ;  but  now, 
as  it  appeared,  had  crossed  the  ocean  after  him  impelled 
by  the  same  faith  that  led  other  exiles  hither,  and  per- 
haps by  love  almost  as  holy.  What  else  but  faith  and 
love  united  could  have  sustained  so  delicate  a  creature, 
wandering  thus  far  into  the  forest,  with  her  golden  hair 
dishevelled  by  the  boughs,  and  her  feet  wounded  by  the 
tQoms  ?     Yet,  weary  and  faint  though  she  must  hive 
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been,  and  affrighted  at  the  dreariness  of  the  cave,  sh^ 
looked  on  the  lonely  man  with  a  mild  and  pitying 
expression,  such  as  might  beam  from  an  angel's  eyes 
towards  an  afflicted  mortal.  But  the  recluse,  frowning 
sternly  upon  her,  and  keeping  his  finger  between  the 
leaves  of  his  half-closed  Bible,  motioned  her  away  with 
his  hand. 

'*  Off! "  cried  he.  "  I  am  sanctified,  and  thou  ail 
sinful.     Away  I " 

"  O,  Richard,"  said  she,  earnestly,  "  I  have  come  this 
weary  way  because  I  heard  that  a  grievous  distemper 
had  seized  upon  thy  heart ;  and  a  great  Physician  hath 
,  given  me  the  skill  to  cure  it  There  is  no  other  remedy 
than  this  which  I  have  brought  thee.  Turn  me  not 
away,  therefore,  nor  refuse  my  medicine ;  for  then  must 
this  dismal  cave  be  thy  sepulchre." 

**  Away !  "  replied  Richard  Digby,  still  with  a  dark 
frown.  "My  heart  is  in  better  condition  than  thine 
own.  Leave  me,  earthly  one ;  for  the  sun  is  almost  set ; 
and  when  no  light  reaches  the  door  of  the  cave,  then  w 
my  prayer-time   " 

Now,  great  as  was  her  need,  Mary  Goffe  did  not  plead 
with  this  stony-hearted  man  for  shelter  and  protection, 
HOT  ask  anything  whatever  for  her  own  sake.  All  her 
^eal  was  for  his  welfare. 

"  Come  back  with  me !  "  she  exclaimed,  clasping  her 
hands,  —  "come  back  to  thy  fellow-men;  for  they  need 
thee,  Richard,  and  thou  hast  ten-fold  need  of  them. 
Stay  not  in  this  evil  den ;  for  the  air  is  chill,  and  die 
damps  are  fatal ;  nor  will  any  that  perish  within  it  ever 
find  the  path  to  heaven.  Hasten  hence,  I  entreat  thee 
^^  thine  own  souPs  sake ;  for  either  the  loof  will  fall 
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nptm  thy  head,  or  some  other  speedy  destruction  is  at 
hand." 

"  Perverse  woman  I "  answered  Kichard  Digby,  laugh- 
ing aloud, — for  he  was  moved  to  bitter  mirth  by  her  fool- 
ish vehemence,  —  "I  tell  thee  that  the  path  to  heaveii 
ieadeth  straight  through  this  narrow  portal  where  I  sit. 
And,  moreover,  the  destruction  thou  speakest  of  is 
ordained,  not  for  this  blessed  cave,  but  for  aU  other  hab- 
itations of  mankind,  throughout  the  earth.  Get  thee 
hence  speedily,  that  thou  mayst  have  thy  shsgre ! " 

So  saying,  he  opened  his  Bible  again,  and  fixed  hifl 
eyes  intently  on  the  page,  being  resolved  to  withdraw 
his  thoughts  from  this  child  of  sin  and  wrath,  and  to 
waste  no  more  of  his  holy  breath  upon  her.  The  shadow 
had  now  grown  so  deep,  where  he  was  sitting,  that  he 
made  continual  mistakes  in  what  he  read,  converting  all 
that  was  gracious  and  merciful  to  denunciations  of  ven- 
geance and  unutterable  woe  on  every  created  being  but 
himself.  Mary  Gofife,  meanwhile,  was  leaning  against 
a  tree,  beside  the  sepulchral  cave,  very  sad,  yet  with 
something  heavenly  and  ethereal  ^n  her  unselfish  sorrow. 
The  light  from  the  setting  sun  still  glorified  her  form, 
and  was  reflected  a  little  way  within  the  darksome  den, 
discovering  so  terrible  a  gloom  that  the  maiden  shud- 
dered for  its  self^oomed  inhabitant.  Espying  the  bright 
fountain  near  at  hand,  she  hastened  thither,  and  scooped 
up  a  portion  of  its  water,  in  a  cup  of  birchen  bark.  A 
few  tears  mingled  with  the  draught,  .and  perhaps  gave  it 
all  its  eflUcacy.  She  then  returned  to  the  mouth  of  the 
cave,  and  knelt  down  at  Richard  Digby*s  feet. 

*'  Kichard,"  she  said,  with  passionate  fervor,  yet  a 
gentlonpss  in  all  her  passion,  "  I  pray  thee,  by  thy  hope 
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of  heaven,  and  as  thou  wouldst  not  dwell  in  this'  tomb 
forever,  drink  of  this  hallowed  water,  he  it  hut  a  Kngle 
drop !  Then,  make  room  for  me  hy  thy  side,  and  let  us 
read  together  one  page  of  that  hlessed  volume,  —  and, 
lastly,  kneel  down  with  me  and  pray !  Do  this,  and 
thy  stony  heart  shall  hecome  softer  than  a  bahe's,  and 
all  be  well." 

But  Richard  Digby,  in  utter  abhorrence  of  the  pro- 
posal, cast  the  Bible  at  his  feet,  and  eyed  her  with  such 
a  fixed  and  evil  frown,  that  he  looked  less  like  a  living 
man  than  a  marble  statue,  wrought  by  some  dark-unag- 
ined  sculptor  to  express  the  most  repulsive  .mood  that 
human  features  could  assume.  And,  as  his  look  grew 
even  devilish,  so,  with  an  equal  change,  did  Mary  Gofie 
become  more  sad,  more  mild,  more  pitiful,  more  like  a 
sorrowing  angel.  But,  the  more  heavenly  she  was,  the 
more  hateful  did  she  seem  to  Richard  Digby,  who  at 
length  raised  his  hand,  and  smote  down  the  cup  of 
hallowed  water  upon  the  threshold  of  the  cave,  thus 
rejecting  the  only  medicine  that  could  have  cured  his 
stony  heart.  A  sweet  perfume  lingered  in  the  air  for  a 
moment,  and  then  was  gone. 

"  Tempt  me  no  more,  accursed  woman,"  exclaimed  he 
still  with  his  marble  frown,  "  lest  I  smite  thee  down 
also !  What  hast  thou  to  do  with  my  Bible  ?  —  what 
with  my  prayers  ?  —  what  with  my  heaven  ?  " 

No  sooner  had  he  spoken  these  dreadful  words,  than 
Richard's  Digby's  heart  ceased  to  beat ;  while  —  so  the 
legend  says  —  the  form  of  Mary  Goffe  melted  into  the 
last  sunbeams,  and  returned  from  the  sepulchral  cave  to 
heaven.  For  Mary  Goffe  had  been  buried  in  an  Eng- 
li<th  church-yard,  months  before ;  and  either  it  was  hei 
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ghost  that  hjianted  the  wild  forest,  or  else  a  dreamlike 
spirit,  typifying  pure  Religion. 

Above  a  century  afterwards,  when  the  trackless  forest 
of  Richard  Digby*s  day  had  long  been  interspersed  with 
settlements,  the  children  of  a  neighboring  farmer  were 
playing  at  the  foot  of  a  hill.  The  trees,  on  account  of 
the  rude  and  broken  surface  of  this  acclivity,  had  never 
been  felled,  and  were  crowded  so  densely  together  as  to 
hide  all  but  a  few  rocky  prominences,  wherever  their 
roots  could  grapple  with  the  soil.  A  little  boy  and  girl, 
to  conceal  themselves  from  their  playmates,  had  crept 
into  the  deepest  shade,  where  not  only  the  darksome 
pines,  but  a  thick  veil  of  creeping  plants  suspended  from 
an  overhanging  rock,  combined  to  make  a  twilight  at 
noonday,  and  almost  a  midnight  at  all  other  seasons. 
There  the  children  hid  themselves,  and  shouted,  repeat- 
ing the  cry  at  intervals,  till  the  whole  party  of  pursuers 
were  drawn  thither,  and  pulling  aside  the  matted  foliage, 
let  in  a  doubtful  glimpse  of  daylight.  But  scarcely  was 
this  accomplished,  when  the  little  group  uttered  a  simul- 
taneous shriek,  and  tumbled  headlong  down  the  hill, 
making  the  best  of  their  way  homeward,  without  a 
second  glance  into  the  gloomy  recess.  Their  father 
unable  to  comprehend  what  had  so  startled  them,  took 
his  axe,  and,  by  felling  one  or  two  trees,  and  tearing 
away  the  creeping  plants,  laid  the  mystery  open  to  the 
day.  He  had  discovered  the  entrance  of  a  cave,  closely 
resembling  the  mouth  of  a  sepulchre,  within  which  sat 
the  figure  of  a  man,  whose  gesture  and  attitude  warned 
the  father  and  children  to  stand  back,  while  his  visage 
wore  a  most  forbidding  frown.  This  repvilsive  personage 
ieemed  to  have. been  carved  in  the  same  gray  stone  tliat 
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formed  the  walls  and  portal  of  the  cave.  On  minutet 
inspectioi',  indeed,  such  blemishes  were  observed,  as 
made  it  doubtful  whether  the  figure  were  really  a 
statue,  chiselled  by  human  art,  and  somewhat  worn  and 
defaced  by  the  lapse  of  ages,  or  a  freak  of  Nature,  who 
might  ha\'e  chosen  to  imitate,  in  stone,  her  usual  handi 
work  of  flesh.  Perhaps  it  was  the  least  unreasonable 
idea,  suggested  by  this  strange  spectacle,  that  the 
moisture  of  the  cave  possessed  a  petrifying  quality,  which 
had  thus  awfully  embalmed  a  human  corpse. 

There  was  something  so  frightful  in  the  aspect  of  thia 
Man  of  Adamant,  that  the  farmer,  the  moment  that  he 
recovered  from  the  fascination  of  his  first  gaze,  began  to 
heap  stones  into  the  mouth  of  the  cavern.  His  wife, 
who  had  followed  him  to  the  hill,  assisted  her  husband's 
efibrts.  The  children,  also,  approached  as  near  as  they 
durst,  with  their  little  hands  fuUof  pebbles,  and  cast 
.them  on  the  pile.  Earth  was  then  thrown  into  the 
crevices,  and  the  whole  fabric  overlaid  with  sods.  Thus 
all  traces  of  the  discovery  were  obliterated,  leaving  only 
a  marvellous  legend,  which  grew  wilder  from  one  gen* 
eration  to  another,  as  the  children  told  it  to  their  grand« 
children,  and  they  to  their  posterity,  till  few  believed 
diat  there  had  ever  been  a  cavern  or  a  statue,  where  now 
they  saw  but  a  grassy  patch  on  the  shadowy  hill-side. 
Yet,  grown  people  avoid  the  spot,  nor  dp  children  play 
there.  Friendship,  and  Love,  and  Piety,  all  human  and 
celestial  sympathies,  should  keep  aloof  from  that  hidden 
cave;  for  there  still  sits,  and,  unless  an  earthquake 
crumble  dowm  the  roof  upon  his  head,  shall  sit  forever, 
the  shape  of  Richard  Digby,  in  the  attitude  of  repelhng- 
the  whole  race  of  mortals  —  not  from  heaven  —  but  iroif 
the  horrible  loneliness  of  his  dark,  cold  sepulchre  ' 
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On  a  bitt?r  evening  of  December,  I  arrived  by  mail  in 
a  large  town,  which  was  then  the  residence  of  an  inti- 
mate friend,  one  of  those  gifted  youths  who  cultivate 
poetry  and  the  belles-lettres,  and  call  themselves  students 
at  law.  My  first  business,  after  supper,  was  to  visit  him 
at  the  office  of  his  distinguished  instructor.  As  I  have 
said,  it  was  a  bitter  night,  clear  starlight,  but  cold  as 
Nova  Zembla  —  the  shop-windows  along  the  street  being 
frosted,  so  as  almost  to  hide  the  lights,  while  the  wheels 
of  coaches  thundered  equally  loud  over  frozen  earth  and 
pavements  of  stone.  There  was  no  snow,  either  on  the 
ground  or  the  roofs  of  the  houses.  The  wind  blew  so 
violently,  that  I  had  but  to  spread  my  cloak  like  a  main- 
sail, and  scud  along  the  street  at  the  rate  of  ten  knots, 
greatly  envied  by  other  navigators,  who  were  beating 
slowly  up,  with  the  gale  right  in  their  teeth.  One  of 
these  I  capsized,  but  was  gone  on  the  wings  of  the  wind 
before  he  could  even  vociferate  an  oath. 

After  this  picture  of  an  inclement  night,  behold  us 
seated  by  a  great  blazing  fire,  which  looked  so  comfort- 
able and  delicious  that  I  felt  inclined  to  lie  down 
4nd  roll  among  the  hot  coals.  The  usual  furniture  of  a 
lawyer's  office  was  around  us,  —  rows  of  volumes  in 
•heep-skin,  and  a  multitude  of  writs,  summonses,  and 
♦ther  *egal  papers,  scattered  over  the  desks  and  tables. . 
Bit'  '^re  were  certain  objects  which  seemed  to  intimate 


804  THX  DEVIL  IN  HAimSCRIFT. 

dutt  we  had  litde  dread  of  the  intrasion  of  clients,  or  o^ 
the  learned  counsellor  himself,  who,  indeed,  was  attending 
court  in  a  distant  town.  A  tall,  decanter-shaped  bottle 
stood  on  the  table,  between  two  tumblers,  and  beside  a 
pile  of  blotted  manuscripts,  altogether  dissimilar  to  any 
law  documents  recognized  in  pur  courts.  My  friend, 
whom  I  shall  call  Oberon,  -— it  was  a  name  of  fancy  and 
friendship  between  him  and  me, — my  friend  Oberon 
looked  at  these  papers  with  a  peculiar  expression  of  dis- 
quietude. 

"  I  do  believe,"  said  he,  soberly,  "  or,  at  least,  I  could 
believe,  if  I  chose,  that  there  is  a  devil  in  this  pile  of 
blotted  papers.  You  have  read  them,  and  know  what  I 
mean, — that  conception  in  which  I  endeavored  to 
embody  the  character  of  a  fiend,  as  represented  in  our 
tmditions  and  the  written  records  of  witchcraft.  O !  I 
have  a  horror  of  what  was  created  in  my  own  brain,  and 
shudder  at  the  manuscripts  in  which  I  gave  that  dark 
idea  a  sort  of  material  existence.  Would  they  were  out 
of  my  sight !  ** 

'<  And  of  mine,  too,'*  thought  I. 

"  You  remember,"  continued  Oberon,  "  how  the  hell- 
ish thing  used  to  suck  away  the  happiness  of  these  who, 
by  a  simple  concession  that  seemed  almost  innocent, 
subjected  themselves  to  his  power.  Just  so  my  peace  is 
gone,  and  all  by  these  accursed  manuscripts.  Have  you 
felt  nothing  of  the  same  influence  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  replied  I,  "  unless  the  spell  be  hid  in  a 
desire  to  turn  novelist,  after  reading  your  delightful 
tales." 

'  "Novelist! "exclaimed Oberon, half soriously.  "Then, 
indeed,  my  devil  has  his  claw  on  you !     You  me  gono 
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Yoa  cannot  even  pray  for  deliverance !  But  we  will  be 
ihe  last  and  only  victims ;  for  this  night  I  mean  to  bum 
the  manuscripts,  and  commit  the  fiend  to  his  retribution 
ill  the  flames." 

"  Bum  your  tales !  '*  repeated  I,  startled  at  the  despp- 
lation  of  the  idea. 

"Even  so,"  said  the  author,  despondingly.  "You 
cannot  conceive  what  an  effect  the  composition  of  these 
tales  h»s  had  on  me.  I  have  become  ambitious  of  a 
bubble,  and  careless  of  solid  reputation.  I  am  surround- 
ing myself  with  shadows,  which  bewilder  me,  by  aping 
the  realities  of  life.  They  have  drawn  me  aside  from 
the  beaten  path  of  the  world,  and  led  me  into  a  strange 
sort  of  solitude, — a  solitude  in  the  midst  of  men,— 
where  nobody  wishes  for  what  I  do,  nor  thinks  nor  feels 
as  1  doi  The  tales  have  done  all  this.  When  they  are 
ashes,  perhaps  I  shall  be  as  I  was  before  they  had  exist- 
ence. Moreover,  the  sacrifice  is  less  than  you  may 
suppose ;  since  nobody  will  publish  them." 

"  That  does  make  a  difference,  indeed,"  said  1. 

"  They  have  been  offered,  by  letter,"  continued  Ober- 
on,  reddening  with  vexation,  "  to  some  seventeen  book* 
sellers.  It  would  make  you  stare  to  read  their  answers ; 
and  read  them  you  should,  only  that  I  burnt  them  as  fast 
as  they  arrived.  One  man  publishes  nothing  but  school* 
books ;  another  has  five  novels  already  under  examina* 
lion." 

"  What  a  voluminous  mass  the  unpublished  literaturt 
of  America  must  be  I "  cried  I. 

"O!  the  Alexandrian  manuscripts  were  nothing  tt 
It,"  said  my  friend.  "  Well,  another  gentleman  is  jua 
giting  up  business,  on  purpose,  I  verily  believe,  to  escap. 


806  TBS   DBTIL  IN  MANUSCRIPT 

publishing  my  book.  Several,  however,  would  not  al)e» 
lutely  decline  the  agency,  on  my  advancing  half  th« 
cost  of  an  edition,  and  giving  bonds  for  the  lemainder, 
besides  a  high  percentage  to  themselves,  whether  th^ 
pook  sells  or  not.     Another  advises  a  subscriptioa.'* 

"  Tho  villain ! "  exclaimed  I. 

"  A  fact ! "  said  Obercm.  *<  In  short,  of  all  the  seven* 
teen  booksellers,  only  one  has  vouchsafed  even  to  read 
my  tales ;  and  he  —  a  liten^ry  dabbler  himself,  I  should 
ludge  —  has  the  impertinence  to  criticize  them,  proposing 
what  he  calls  vast  improvements,  and  concluding,  after  a 
general  sentence  of  condemnation,  with,  the  definitive 
assurance  that  he  will  not  be  concerned  pn  any  terms." 

"  It  might  not  be  amiss  to  pull  that  fellow's  nose," 
cemarked  I. 

"  If  the  whole  'trade*  had  one  common  nose,  there 
would  be  some  satisfaction  in  pulling  it/*  answered  the 
author.  '*  But,  there  does  seem  to  be  one  honest  man 
among  these  seventeen  unrighteous  ones ;  and  he  teUs  me 
fairly,  that  no  American  publisher  will  meddle  with  an 
American  work,  —  seldom  if  by  a  known  writer,  and 
never  if  by  a  new  one, — unless  at  the  writer's  risk." 

"  The  paltry  rogues  J  "  cried  I.  "  Will  they  live  by 
literature,  and  yet  risk  nothing  for  its  sake  ?  But,  aftei 
all,  you  might  publish  on  your  own  account." 

"And  so  I  might,"  replied  Oberon.  "But  the  devi. 
of  the  business  is  this.  'These  people  have  put  me  sc 
out  of  conceit  with  the  tales,  that  I  loathe  the  very 
thought  of  them,  and  actually  experience  a  physical  sick 
ness  of  the  stomach,  whenever  I  glance  at  them  on  the 
table.  I  tell  you  there  is  a  demon  in  them !  I  antici* 
Date  a  wild  enjoyment  in  seeing  them  in  the  blaze.*  such 
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as  I  shcmid  fr^l  in  taking  vengeance  on  zn  enemy,  or 
destroying  something  noxious." 

1  did  not  very  strenuously  oppose  this  determination, 
being  privately  of  opinion,  in  spite  of  my  partiality  for 
the  author,  that  his  tales  would  make  a  more  brilliant 
appearance  in  the  fire  than  anywhere  else.  Before  pro- 
ceeding to  execution,  we  broached  the  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne, which  Oberon  had  provided  for  keeping  up  his 
spirits  in  this  doleful  business.  We  swallowed  each  a 
tumblerful,  in  sparkling  commotion ;  it  went  bubbling 
down  our  throats,  and  brightened  my  eyes  at  once,  but 
left  my  friend  sad  and  heavy  as  before.  He  drew  the 
tales  towards  him,  with  a  mixture  of  natural  affectimi 
and  natural  disgust,  like  a  father  taking  a  deformed 
infant  into  his  arms. 

"  Pooh  !  Pish !  Pshaw ! "  exclaimed  he,  holding  them 
at  arm's  length.  "  It  was  Gray's  idea  of  heaven,  to 
lounge  on  a  sofa  and  read  new  novels.  Now,  what 
more  appropriate  torture  would  Dante  himself  have  con- 
trived, for  the  sinner  who  perpetrates  a  bad  book,  than 
to  be  continually  turning  over  the  manuscript  ?  " 

**  It  would  fail  of  effect,"  said  I,  "because  a  bad  author 
is  always  his  own  great  admirer." 

"  I  lack  that  one  characteristic  of  my  tribe, —  the  only 
desirable  one,"  observed  Oberon.  "But  how  many 
recollections  throng  upon  me,  as  I  turn  over  these 
leaves !  This  scene  came  into  my  fancy  as  I  walked 
along  a  hilly  road,  on  a  starlight  October  evening ;  in 
the  pure  and  bracing  air,  I  became  all  soul,  and  felt  as 
if  1  could  climb  the  sky,  and  run  a  race  along  the  Milky 
Way.  Here  is  another  tale,  in  which  I  wrapt  myself 
during  a  dark  and  drearv  night-ride  in  the  m(»ntb  of 
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March,  till  the  rattling  of  the  wheels  and  the  roices  of 
my  companions  seemed  like  faint  sounds  of  a  dream,  and 
my  visions  a  bright  reality.  That  scribbled  page  describes 
shadows  which  I  smnmoned  to  my  bedside  at  midnight : 
they  would  not  depart  when  I  bade  them ;  the  gray  dawn 
came,  and  found  me  wide  awake  and  feverish,  the 
victim  of  my  own  enchantments ! " 

<' There  must  have  been  a  sort  of  happiness  in  all 
this,"  said  I,  smitten  with  a  strange  longing  to  make 
proof  of  it 

"  There  may  be  happiness  in  a  fever  £t,"  replied  the 
author.  *<  And  then  the  various  moods  in  which  I 
wrote !  Sometimes  my  ideas  were  like  precious  stones 
imder  the  earth,  requiring  toil  to  dig  them  up,  and  care 
to  polish  and  brighten  them;  but  often,  a  delicioiu 
stream  of  thought  would  gush  out  upon  the  page  at 
once,  like  water  sparkling  up  suddenly  in  the  desert ; 
and  when  it  had  passed,  I  gnawed  my  pen  hopelessly,  or 
blundered  on  with  cold  and  miserable  toil,  as  if  there 
were  a  wall  of  ice  between  me  and  my  subject." 

«  Do  you  now  perceive  a  corresponding  difference," 
inquired  I,  '*  between  the  passages  which  you  wrote  so 
coldly,  and  those  fervid  flashes  of  the  mind  ?  " 

**  No,"  said  Oberon,  tossing  the  manuscripts  on  the 
table.  "  I  find  no  traces  of  the  golden  pen,  with  which 
I  wrote  in  characters  of  fire.  My  treasure  of  fairy  coin 
is  changed  to  worthless  dross.  JV^y  picture,  painted  in 
what  seemed  the  loveliest  hues,  presents  nothing  but  a 
faded  and  indistinguishable  surface.  I  have  been  elo- 
quent and  poetical  and  humorous  in  a  dream — and 
behold!  it  is  all  nonsense,  now  that  I  am  awake." 

My  friend  now  threw  sticks  of  wood  and  dry  chips 
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upon  the  fixe,  and  seeing  it  blaze  like  Nebuchadnezzar's 
furnace,  seized  the  champagne-bottle,  and  drank  two  or 
three  brimming  bumpers,  successively.  The  heady  liquor 
combined  with  his  agitation  to  throw  him  into  a  species 
of  rage.  He  laid  violent  hands  on  the  tales.  In  one 
instant  more,  their  faults  and  beautits  would  alike  hare 
vanished  in  a  glowing  purgatory.  But,  all  at  once,  I 
remembered  passages  of  high  imagination,  deep  pathos, 
original  thoughts,  and  points  of  such  varied  excellence, 
that  the  vastness  of  the  sacrifice  struck  me  most  forcibly. 
I  caught  his  arm. 

"  Surely,  you  do  not  mean  to  bum  them !"  I  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Let  me  alone ! "  cried  Oberon,  his  eyes  flashing  fire. 
''I  will  bum  them!  Not  a  scorched  syllable  shall 
escape !  Would  you  have  me  a  damned  author  ?  —  To 
undergo  sneers,  taunts,  abuse,  and  cold  neglect,  and  faint 
praise,  bestowed,  for  pity's  sake,  against  the  giver's  con- 
science !  A  hissing  and  a  laughing-stock  to  my  own 
traitorous  thoughts !  An  outlaw  from  the  protection  of 
the  grave  —  one  whose  ashes  every  careless  foot  might 
spurn,  unhonored  in  life,  and  remembered  scornfully  in 
death!  Am  I  to  bear  all  this,  when  yonder  fire  will 
insure  me  from  the  whole  ?  No  !  There  go  the  tales! 
May  my  hand  wither  when  it  would  write  another ! " 

The  deed  was  done.  He  had  thrown  the  manuscripts 
into  the  hottest  of  the  fire,  which  at  first  seemed  to  shrink 
away,  but  soon  curled  around  them,  and  made  them  a 
part  of  its  own  fervent  brightness.  Oberon  stood  gazing 
at  the  conflagration,  and  shortly  began  to  soliloquize,  hi 
the  wildest  strain,  as  if  Fancy  resisted  and  became  riot- 
ous, at  the  moment  when  he  would  have  compelled  her 
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to  ascend  that  fnneial  pile.  His  words  described  objects 
which  he  appeared  to  discern  in  the  fire,  fed  by  his  own 
previous  thoughts  ;  perhaps  the  thousand  visions  which 
the  writer's  magic  had  incorporated  with  these  pages 
became  visible  to  him  in  the  dissolving  heat,  brightening 
forth  ere  they  vanished  forever ;  while  the  smoke,  Ae 
vivid  sheets  of  flame,  the  ruddy  and  whitening  coals, 
caught  the  aspect  of  a  varied  scenery. 

"  They  blaze,"  said  he,  "  as  if  I  had  steeped  them  in 
the  intensest  spirit  of  genius.  There  I  see  my  loven 
clasped  in  each  other's  arms.  How  pure  the  flame  that 
bursts  from  their  glowing  hearts!  And  yonder  the 
features  of  a  villain  writhing  in  the  fire  that  shall  tor- 
ment him  to  eternity.  My  holy  men,  my  pious  and 
angelic  women,  stand  like  martyrs  amid  the  flames,  their 
mild  eyes  lifted  heavenward.  Ring  out  the  bells !  A 
city  is  on  fire.  See!  —  destruction  roars  through  my 
dark  forests,  while  the  lakes  boil  up  in  steaming  billows, 
and  the  mountains  are  volcanoes,  and  the  sky  kindles 
with  a  lurid  brightness !  All  elements  are  but  one 
pervading  flame !     Ha !     The  fiend  ! " 

I  was  somewhat  startled  by  this  latter  exclamation. 
The  tales  were  almost  consumed,  but  just  then  threw 
forth  a  broad  sheet  of  fire,  which  flickered  as  with  laugh- 
ter, making  the  whole  room  dance  in  its  brightness,  and 
then  roared  portentously  up  the  chimney. 

"  You  saw  him  ?  You  must  have  seen  him !  "  cried 
Oberon.  "  How  he  glared  at  me  and  laughed,  in  that 
last  sheet  of  flame,  with  just  the  features  that  I  imagined 
for  him !     Well !     The  tales  are  gone." 

The  papers  were  indeed  reduced  to  a  heap  of  black 
cinders,  with  a  multitude  of  sparks  hurrying  confusedly 
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vnong  them,  the  traces  of  the  pen  being  now  representea 
by  white  lines,  and  the  whole  mass  fluttering  to  and  fro, 
in  the  draughts  of  air.  The  destroyer  knelt  down  to 
look  at  them. 

"  What  IS  more  potent  than  fire ! "  said  he,  in  his 
gloomiest  tone.  "  Even  thought,  invisible  and  incorpo- 
real as  it  is,  cannot  escape  it.  In  this  little  time,  it  has 
annihilated  the  creations  of  long  nights  and  days,  which 
I  couid  no  more  reproduce,  in  their  first  glow  and  fresh- 
ness, than  cause  ashes  and  whitened  bones  to  rise  up 
and  live.  There,  too,  I  sacrificed  the  unborn  children  of 
my  mind.  All  that  I  had  accomplished — all  that  I 
planned  for  future  years  —  has  perished  by  one  common 
ruin,  uid  left  only  this  heap  of  embers !  The  deed  has 
been  my  fate.  And  what  remains  ?  A  weary  and  aim- 
less life,  —  a  long  repentance  of  this  hour,  —  and  at  kst 
an  obscure  grave,  where  they  will  bury  and  forget  me !  " 

As  the  author  concluded  his  dolorous  moan,  the  extin- 
guished embers  arose  and  settled  down  and  arose  tigain, 
and  finally  fiew  up  the  chimney,  like  a  demon  with  sable 
wings.  Just  as  they  disappeared,  there  was  a  loud  and 
solitary  cry  in  the  street  below  us.  "Fire!  Fire!" 
Other  voices  caught  up  that  terrible  word,  and  it  speedily 
oecame  the  shout  of  a  multitude.  Oberon  started  to  his 
feet,  in  fresh  excitement. 

"  A  fire  on  such  a  night ! "  cried  he.  "  The  wind 
blows  a  gale,  and  wherever  it  whirls  the  flames,  the 
roofs  will  flash  up  like  gunpowder.  Every  pump  is 
frozen  up,  and  boiling  water  would  turn  to  ice  the 
moment  it  was  flung  from  the  engine.  In  an  hour,  this 
wooden  town  will  be  one  great  bonfire !  What  a  glori* 
ous  scene  for  my  next -^—  Pshaw  *  *' 
14 
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The  stieet  wbls  now  all  alive  with  footsteps,  and  the 
air  full  of  voices.  We  heard  one  engine  thundeiing 
round  a  comer,  and  another  rattling  from  a  distance  over 
the  pavements.  The  bells  of  three  steeples  clanged  out 
at  once,  spreading  the  alarm  to  many  a  neighboring 
town,  and  expressing  hurry,  confusion  and  terror,  so 
inimitably  that  I  could  almost  distinguish  in  their  peal 
che  burthen  of  the  universal  cry — "Fire!  Fire! 
Fire  ! " 

"  What  is  so  eloquent  as  their  iron  tongues !  **  ex- 
claimed Oberon.  "My  heart  leaps  and  trembles,  but 
not  with  fear.  And  that  other  sound,  too,  —  deep  and 
awful  as  a  mighty  oi^an,  —  the  roar  and  thunder  of  the 
multitude  on  the  pavement  below!  Come!  We  are 
losing  time.  I  will  cry  out  in  the  loudest  of  the 
uproar,  and  mingle  my  spirit  with  the  wildest  of  the 
confusion,  and  be  a  bubble  on  the  top  of  the  ferment !  ' 

From  the  first  outcry,  my  forebodings  had  warned 
me  of  the  true  object  and  centre  of  alarm.  There  was 
nothing  now  but  uproar,  above,  beneath,  and  around 
us;  footsteps  stumbling  pell-mell  up  the  public  stair- 
case, eager  shouts  and  heavy  thumps  at  the  door,  the 
whiz  and  dash  of  water  from  the  engines,  and  the  crash 
of  furniture  thrown  upon  the  pavement.  At  once,  the 
truth  flashed  upon  my  friend.  His  frenzy  took  the  hue 
of  joy,  and,  with  a  wild  gesture  of  exultation,  he  leaped 
almost  to  the  ceiling  of  the  chamber. 

"My  tales!"  cried  Oberon.  "The  chimney!  The 
roof!  The  Fiend  has  gone  forth  by  night,  and  startled 
thousands  in  fear  and  wonder  from  their  beds !  Here  I 
stand  —  a  triumphant  author !  Huzza  ]  Huzza  !  My 
\nnin  has  set  the  town  on  fi«e !    Huzza ! " 
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On  the  evening  of  Thanksgiving  day,  John  InglefielcL 
the  blacksmith,  sat  in  his  elbow-chair,  among  those  who 
had  been  keeping  festival  at  his  board.  Being  the  cen- 
tral  figure  of  the  domestic  circle,  the  fire  threw  its 
strongest  light  on  his  massive  and  sturdy  frame,  redden** 
ing  his  rough  visage,  so  that  it  looked  like  the  head  of 
an  iron  statue,  all  a-glow,  from  his  own  forge,  and  with 
its  features  rudely  fashioned  on  his  own  anvil.  At  John 
Inglefield's  right  hand  was  an  empty  chair.  The  other 
places  round  the  hearth  were  filled  by  the  members  of 
the  family,  who  all  sat  quietly,  while,  with  a  semblance 
of  fantastic  merriment,  their  shadows  danced  on  the  wall 
behind  them.  One  of  the  group  was  John  Inglefield's 
son,  who  had  been  bred  at  college,  and  was  now  a 
student  of  theology  at  Andover.  There  was  also  a 
daughter  of  sixteen,  whom  nobody  could  look  at  without 
thinking  of  a  rose-bud  almost  blossomed.  The  only  other 
person  at  the  fireside  was  Robert  Moore,  formerly  an 
apprentice  of  the  blacksmith,  but  now  his  journeyman, 
and  who  seemed  more  like  an  own  son  of  John  Ingle- 
field  than  did  the  pale  and  slender  student. 

Only  these  four  had  kept  New  England's  festival 
beneath  that  roof.  The  vacant  chair  at  John  Ingle* 
field's  right  hand  was  in  memory  of  his  wife,  whom 
death  had  snatched  from  him  since  the  previous  Thanks* 
giving.    With  a  feeluig  that  few  would  have  looked  for 
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in  his  rough  natiurai  .the  bereaved  husband  had  himself 
set  the  chair  in  its  place  next  his  own ;  and  often  did  his 
eye  glance  thitherward,  as  if  he  deemed  it  possible  that 
the  cold  grave  might  send  back  its  tenant  to  the  cheerful 
fireside,  at  least  for  that  one  evening.  Thus  did  he 
cherish  the  grief  that  was  dear  to  him.  But  there  was 
another  grief  which  he  would  fain  have  torn  from  his 
heart ;  or,  since  that  could  never  be,  have  buried  it  too 
deep  for  others  to  behold,  or  for  his  own  remembrance. 
Within  the  past  year  another  member  of  hb  household 
had  gone  from  him,  but  not  to  the  grave.  Yet  they 
kept  no  vacant  chair  for  her. 

While  John  Inglefield  and  his  family  were  sitting 
round  the  hearth  with  the  shadows  dancing  behind  them 
on  the  wall,  the  outer  door  was  opened,  and  a  light  foot- 
step came  along  the  passage.  The  latch  of  the  innet 
door  was  lifted  by  some  familiar  hand,  and  a  young  gin 
came  in,  wearing  a  cloak  and  hood,  which  she  took  ofi^ 
and  laid  on  the  table  beneath  the  looking-glass.  Then, 
after  gazing  a  moment  at  the  fireside  circle,  she  ap- 
proached, and  took  the  seat  at  John  Inglefield's  rig^l 
hand,  as  if  it  had  been  reserved  on  purpose  for  her. 

"  Here  I  am,  at  last,  father,"  said  she.  "  You  ate  youi 
Thanksgiving  dinner  without  me,  but  I  have  come  back 
to  spend  the  evening  with  you." 

Yes,  it  was  Prudence  Inglefield.  She  wore  the  same 
neat  and  maidenly  attire  which  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  put  on  when  the  household  work  was  oi'ei 
for  the  day,  and  her  hair  was  parted  from  her  brow,  io 
the  simple  and  modest  fashion  that  became  her  best  of 
all.  If  her  cheek  might  otherwise  have  been  pale,  yet 
tl>€  glow  of  the  fire  suffused  it  with  a  healthful  bloom 
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If  she  had  spent  the  many  month*  of  her  absence  in 
guilt  and  infamy,  yet  they  seemed  to  have  left  no  traces 
on  her  gentle  aspect.  She  could  not  have  looked  less 
altered,  had  she  merely  stepped  away  from  her  father's 
firesidj  for  half  an  hour,  and  returned  while  the  blaze 
was  quivering  upwards  from  the  same  brands  that  were 
ouming  at  her  departure .  And  to.  John  Inglefield  she 
was  the  very  image  of  his  buried  wife,  such  as  he 
remembered  her  on  the  first  Thanksgiving  which  they 
had  passed  under  their  own  roof.  Therefore,  though 
naturally  a  stem  and  rugged  man,  he  could  not  speak 
unkindly  to  his  sinful  child,  nor  yet  could  he  take  her  to 
his  bosom. 

"  You  are  welcome  home,  Prudence,"  said  he,  glanc- 
ing sideways  at  her,  and  his  voice  faltered.  "Your 
mother  would  have  rejoiced  to  see  you,  but  she  has  been 
gone  from  us  these  four  months." 

"I  know  it,  father,  I  know  it,"  replied  Prudence, 
quickly.  "  And  yet,  when  I  first  came  in,  my  eyes  were 
80  dazzled  by  the  fire-light  that  she  seemed  to  be  sitting 
in  this  very  chair ! " 

By  this  time,  the  other  members  of  the  family  had 
begun  to  recover  from  their  surprise,  and  became  sensi- 
ble that  it  was  no  ghost  from  the  grave,  nor  vision  of 
their  vivid  recollections,  but  Prudence,  her  own  self. 
Her  brother  was  the  next  that  greeted  her.  He 
advanced  and  held  out  his  hand  affectionately,  as  a 
brother  should ;  yet  not  entirely  like  a  brother,  for,  with 
all  his  kindness,  he  was  still  a  clergyman,  and  speaking 
to  a  child  of  sin. 

•*  Sister  Prudence,"  said  he,  earnestly,  "  I  rejoice  that 
a  merciful  Providence  hath  turned  your  steps  homeward« 
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in  time  for  me  to  bid  you  a  last  farewell.  In  a  few 
weeks,  lister,  I  am  to  sail  as  a  missionary  to  thb  far 
islands  of  the  Pacific.  There  is  not  one  of  these  beloved 
fiices  that  I  shall  ever  hope  to  behold  again  on  this 
earth.  O,  may  I  see  all  of  them — yours  and  ail- 
beyond  the  grave ! " 

A  shadow  flitted  across  the  girPs  countenance. 

**  The  grave  is  very  dark,  brother,"  answered  she, 
withdrawing  her  hand  somewhat  hastily  from  his  grasp. 
"  You  must  look  your  last  at  me  by  the  light  of  thia 
fire." 

While  this  was  passing,  the  twin-girl  —  the  rose-bud 
that  had  grown  on  the  same  stem  with  the  cast-away— 
stood  gazing  at  her  sister,  longing  to  fling  herself  upon 
her  bosom,  so  that  the  tendrils  of  their  hearts  might  inter- 
twine again.  At  first  she  was  restrained  by  mingled 
grief  and  shame,  and  by  a  dread  that  Prudence  was  too 
much  changed  to  respond  to  her  affection,  or  that  her 
own  purity  would  be  felt  as  a  reproach  by  the  lost  one. 
But,  as  she  listened  to  the  familiar  voice,  while  the  face 
grew  more  and  more  familiar,  she  forgot  everything 
save  that  Prudence  had  come  back.  Springing  for- 
ward, she  would  have  clasped  her  in  a  close  embrace. 
At  that  very  instant,  however,  Prudence  started  from 
her  chair,  and  held  out  both  her  hands,  with  a  warning 
gesture. 

"No,  Mary,  —  no,  my  sister,"  cried  she,  "do  not 
you  touch  me.  Your  bosom  must  not  be  pressed  to 
mine ! " 

Mary  shuddered  and  stood  still,  for  she  felt  that  some* 
thing  darker  than  the  grave  was  between  Prudence  and 
heiielf,  though  they  seemed  so  near  each  other  in  the 
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liglit  of  their  father's  hearth,  where  they  had  grown  up 
together.  Meanwhile  Prudence  threw  her  eyes  around 
the  room,  in  search  of  one  who  had  not^yet  hidden  her 
welcome.  He  had  withdrawn  from  his  seat  by  the 
fireside,  and  was  standing  near  the  door,  with  his  face 
averted,  so  that  his  features  could  be  discerned  only 
by  the  flickering  shadow  of  the  profile  upon  the  wall. 
But  Prudence  called  to  him,  in  a  cheerful  and  kindly 
tone: 

'*  Come,  Robert,"  said  she, ''  won't  you  shake  hands 
with  your  old  friend  ?" 

Sobert  Moore  held  back  for  a  moment,  but  affection 
struggled  powerfully,  and  overcame  his  pride  and  resent* 
ment;  he  rushed  towards  Prudence,  seized  her  hand, 
and  pressed  it  to  his  bosom. 

"There,  there,  Robert!"  said  she,  smiling  sadly,  as 
she  withdrew  her  hand,  "you  must  not  give  me  too 
warm  a  welcome." 

And  now,  having  exchanged  greetings  with  each 
member  of  the  family,  Prudence  again  seated  herself  in 
the  chair  at  John  Inglefield's  right  hand.  She  was 
natumlly  a  girl  of  quick  and  tender  sensibilities,  glad- 
some in  her  general  mood^  but  with  a  bewitching  pathos 
interfused  among  her  merriest  words  and  deeds.  It  was 
remarked  of  her,  too,  that  she  had  a  faculty,  evsn  from 
childhood,  of  throwing  her  own  feelings  like  a  spell  over 
her  companions.  Such  as  she  had  been  in  her  days  of 
innocence,  so  did  she  appear  this  evening.  Her  friends, 
m  the  surprise  and  bewildeiment  of  her  return,  almost 
foigot  that  she  had  ever  left  them,  or  that  she  had  for* 
feited  any  of  her  claims  to  their  affection.  In  the  mom* 
ing,  perhaps,  they  might  have  looked  at  her  with  altered 
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eyes,  but  by  the  Thanksgiving  fireside  they  felt  only 
that  their  own  Pradence  had  come  back  to  them,  and 
were  thankfuL^  John  Inglefield's  rough  visage  bright- 
ened with  the  glow  of  his  heart,  as  it  grew  warm  and 
merry  within  him;  once  or  twice,  even,  he  laughed 
till  the  room  rang  again,  yet  seemed  startled  by  the 
echo  of  his  own  mirth.  The  grave  young  minister 
became  as  frolicsome  as  a  school-boy.  Mary,  too,  the 
rose-bud,  forgot  that  her  twin-blossom  had  ever  been 
torn  from  the  stem,  and  trampled  in  the  dust.  And  as 
for  Robert  Moore,  he  gazed  at  Prudence  with  the 
bashful  earnestness  of  love  new-bom,  while  she,  with 
sweet  maiden  coquetry,  half  smiled  upon  and  half  dis- 
couraged him. 

In  short,  it  was  one  of  those  intervals  when  sorrow 
vanishes  in  its  own  depth  of  shadow,  and  joy  starts 
forth  in  transitory  orightness.  When  the  clock  struck 
eight.  Prudence  poured  out  her  father's  customary 
draught  of  herb  tea,  which  had  been  steeping  by  the 
fire-side  ever  since  twilight. 

"God  bless  you,  child!"  said  John  Inglefield,  as 
he  took  the  cup  from  her  hand;  "you  have  made 
your  old  father  happy  again.  But  we  miss  your  mother 
sadly.  Prudence,  sadly.  It  seems  as  if  she  ought  to  be 
here  now." 

"  Now,  fether,  or  never,"  replied  Prudence. 

It  was  now  the  hour  for  domestic  worship.  But 
while  the  family  were  making  preparations  for  this 
duty,  they  suddenly  perceived  that  Prudence  had  put 
>h  her  cloak  and  hood  and  was  lifting  t}*»e  latcn  of  the 
loor. 
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**Pradence,  Pradence!  where  are  you  going?"  cried 
they  all,  with  one  voice. 

As  Pradence  passed  out  of  the  door,  she  turned 
towards  them,  and  flung  back  her  hand  with  a  gesture 
of  farewell.  But  her  face  was  so  changed  that  they 
hardly  recognized  it  Sin  and  evil  passions  glowed 
through  its  comeliness,  and  wrought  a  horrible  deform- 
ity; a  smile  glean^ed  in  her  eyes,  as  of  triumphant 
mockery,  at  their  surprise  and  grief. 

"  Daughter,"  cried  John  Inglefield,  between  wrath  and 
sorrow,  **  stay  and  be  your  father's  blessing,  or  take  his 
curse  with  you!" 

For  an  instant  Prudence  lingered  and  looked  back 
into  the  fire-lighted  room,  while  her  countenance  wore 
almost  the  expression  as  if  she  were  struggling  with  a 
fiend,  who  had  power  to  seize  his  victim  even  within  the 
hallowed  precincts  of  her  father's  hearth.  The  fiend 
prevailed ;  and  Prudence  vanished  into  the  outer  dark- 
ness. When  the  family  rashed  to  the  door,  they  could 
see  nothing,  but  heard  the  sound  of  wheels  rattling  over 
the  frozen  ground. 

That  same  night,  among  the  painted  beauties  at  the 
theatre  of  a  neighboring  city,  there  was  one  whose 
dissolute  mirth  seemed  inconsistent  with  any  sympathy 
for  pure  afiections,  and  for  the  joys  and  griefs  which 
are  hallowed  by  them.  Yet  this  was  Prudence  Ingle- 
field. Her  visit  to  the  Thanksgiving  fireside  was  the 
realization  of  one  of  those  waking  dreams  in  which  the 
guilty  soul  will  sometimes  stray  back  to  its  innocence. 
But  Sin,  alas !  is  careful  of  her  bond-slaves  ;  they  hear 
her  voice,  perhaps,  at  the  holiest  moment,  and  are  con- 
strained to  go  whither  she  summons  them.     The  sama 
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dark  power  that  drew  Prudence  Inglefield  from  her 
father's  hearth  —  the  same  in  its  nature^  though  height- 
ened then  to  a  dread  necessity  —  would  snatch  a  guilty 
soul  from  the  gate  of  heaven,  and  make  its  sin  and  its 
punishment  alike  etemaL 


OLD  TICONDEBOOA. 

A  PZGTUKB  OF  THB  PAST. 

The  greatest  attraction,  in  this  vicinity,  is  the  famous 
old  fortress  of  Ticonderoga,  the  remains  of  wliich  are 
visible  from  the  piazza  of  the  tavern,  on  a  swell  of  land 
that  shuts  in  the  prospect  of  the  lake.  Those  celebrated 
heights,  Mount  Defiance  and  Mount  Independence, 
iamiliar  to  all  Americans  in  hii^tory,  stand  too  prominent 
not  to  be  recognized,  though  neither  of  them  precisely 
correspond  to  the  images  excited  by  their  names.  In 
truth,  the  whole  scene,  except  the  interior  of  the  fortress, 
disappointed  me.  Mount  Defiance,  which  one  pictures 
as  a  steep,  lofty,  and  rugged  hill,  of  most  formidable 
aspect,  frowning  down  with  the  grim  visage  of  a  preci- 
pice on  old  Ticonderoga,  is  merely  a  long  and  wooded 
ridge  ;  and  bore,  at  some  former  period,  the  gentle  name 
of  Sugar  Hill.  The  brow  is  certainly  difRcult  to  climb, 
and  high  enough  to  look  mto  every  corner  of  the  fortress. 
St.  Clair's  most  probable  reason,  however,  for  neglecting 
to  occupy  it,  was  the  deficiency  of  troops  to  man  the 
works  already  constructed,  rather  than  the  supposed 
inaccessibility  of  Mount  Defiance.  It  is  singular  that 
the  French  never  fortified  this  height,  standing,  as  it 
does,  in  the  quarter  whence  they  must  have  looked  for 
the  advance  jf  a  British  army. 

In  my  first  view  of  the  ruins,  ^  was  favored  with  the 
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scientific  guidance  of  a  young  lieutenant  of  engineer^ 
recently  from  West  Point,  where  he  had  gained  credit  fof 
great  military  genius.  I  saw  nothing  but  confusion  in  what 
chiefly  interested  him ;  straight  lines  and  zigzags,  defence 
within  defence,  wall  opposed  to  wall,  and  ditch  inter- 
secting ditch ;  oblong  squares  of  masonry  below  the  sur- 
face of  the  earth,  and  huge  mounds,  or  turf-covered  hills 
of  stone,  above  it.  On  one  of  these  artificial  hillocks,  a 
pine-tree  has  rooted  itself,  and  grown  tall  and  strong, 
since  the  banner-staff  was  levelled.  But  where  my 
unmilitary  glance  could  trace  no  regularity,  the  young 
lieutenant  was  perfectly  at  home.  He  fathomed  the 
meaning  of  every  ditch,  and  formed  au  entire  plan  of  the 
fortress  from  its  half-obliterated  lines.  His  description 
of  Ticonderoga  would  be  as  accurate  as  a  geometrical 
theorem,  and  as  barren  of  the  poetry  that  has  clustered 
round  its  decay.  I  viewed  Ticonderoga  as  a  place  of 
ancient  strength,  in  ruins  for  half  a  century :  where  the 
flags  of  three  nations  had  successively  waved,  and  none 
waved  now ;  where  armies  had  struggled,  so  long  ago 
that  the  bones  of  the  slain  were  mouldered ;  where  Peace 
had  found  a  heritage  in  the  forsaken  haunts  of  War. 
Now  the  young  West  Pointer,  with  his  lectures  on  rave- 
lins, counterscarps,  angles,  and  covered  ways,  made  it  an 
affair  of  brick  and  mortar  and  hewn  stone,  arranged  on 
certain  regular  principles,  having  a  good  deal  to  do  with 
mathematics,  but  nothing  at  all  with  poetry. 

I  should  have  been  glad  of  a  hoary  veteran  to  tottei 
by  my  side,  and  tell  me,  perhaps,  of  the  French  garrisons 
and  their  Indian  allies,  —  of  Abercrombie,  Lord  Howe, 
and  Amherst,  —  of  Ethan  Allen's  triumph  and  St. 
Clair's  surrender.     The  old  soldier  and  the  old  fortress 
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would  be  emblems  of  each  other.  His  reminiscences, 
though  rivid  as  the  image  of  Ticonderoga  in  the  lake, 
would  harmonize  with  the  gray  influence  of  the  scene. 
A  survivor  of  the  long-disbanded  garrisons,  though  but  a 
private  soldier,  might  have  mustered  his  dead  chiefs  and 
comrades,  —  some  from  Westminster  Abbey,  and  Eng- 
lish church-yards,  and  battle-fields  in  Europe,  —  others 
from  their  graves  here  in  America,  —  others,  not  a  few, 
who  lie  sleeping  round  the  fortress;  he  might  have 
mustered  them  all,  and  bid  them  march  through  the 
ruined  gateway,  turning  their  old  historic  faces  on  me,  as 
they  passed.  Next  to  such  a  companion,  the  best  is  one's 
own  fancy. 

At  another  visit  I  was  alone,  and,  after  rambling  all 
over  the  ramparts,  sat  down  to  rest  myself  in  one  of  the 
roofless  barracks.  These  are  old  French  structures,  and 
appear  to  have  occupied  three  sides  of  a  large  area,  now 
overgrown  with  grass,  nettles,  and  thistles.  The  one  in 
which  I  sat  was  long  and  narrow,  as  all  the  rest  had 
been,  with  peaked  gables.  The  exterior  walls  were 
nearly  entire,  constructed  of  gray,  fiat,  unpicked  stones, 
the  aged  strength  of  which  promised  long  to  resist  the 
elements,  if  no  other  violence  should  precipitate  their 
fall.  The  roof,  floors,  partitions,  and  the  rest  of  the 
wood-work,  had  probably  been  burnt,  except  some  bars 
of  stanch  old  oak,  which  were  blackened  with  fire,  but 
still  remained  imbedded  into  the  window-sills  and  over 
the  doors.  There  were  a  few  particles  of  plastering  near 
the  chimney,  scratched  with  rude  figures,  perhaps  by  a 
soldier's  hand.  A  most  luxuriant  crop  of  weeds  had 
sprung  up  within  the  edifice,  and  hid  the  scattered  frag- 
ments of  the  wall.     Grass  and  weed6  grew  in  the  wm- 
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dowB,  and  in  all  the  crevices  of  the  stone,  cliaibing,  step 
by  step,  till  a  tuft  of  yellow  flowers  was  waving  on  the 
highest  peak  of  the  gable.  Some  spicy  herb  difiuscd  a 
pleasant  odor  through  the  ruin.  A  verdant  heap  of 
vegetation  had  covered  the  hearth  of  the  second  floor 
clustering  on  the  very  spot  where  the  huge  logs  had 
mouldered  to  glowing  coals,  and  flourished  beneath  the 
broad  flue,  which  had  so  oftien  pufled  the  smoke  over  a 
circle  of  French  or  English  soldiers.  I  felt  that  there 
was  no  other  token  of  decay  so  impressive  as  that  bed 
of  weeds  in  the  place  of  the  back-log. 

Here  I  sat,  with  those  roofless  walls  about  me,  the 
clear  sky  over  my  head,  and  the  afternoon  sunshine 
falling  gently  bright  through  the  window-frames  and 
doorway.  I  heard  the  tinkling  of  a  cow-bell,  the  twit- 
tering of  birds,  and  the  pleasant  hum  of  insects.  Once 
a  gay  butterfly,  with  four  gold-speckled  wings,  came 
and  fluttered  about  my  head,  then  flew  up  and  lighted 
on  the  highest  tuft  of  yellow  flowers,  and  at  last  took 
wing  across  the  lake.  Next  a  bee  buzzed  through  the 
sunshine,  and  found  much  sweetness  among  the  weeds. 
After  watching  him  till  he  went  ofl*  to  his  distant  hive,  1 
closed  my  eyes  on  Ticonderoga  in  ruins,  and  cast  a 
dream-like  glance  over  pictures  of  the  past,  and  scenes 
of  which  this  spot  had  been  the  theatre. 

At  first,  my  fancy  saw  only  the  stem  hills,  lonely 
lakes,  and  venerable  woods.  Not  a  tree,  since  their 
seeds  were  first  scattered  over  the  infant  soil,  had  felt 
the  axe,  but  had  grown  up  and  flourished  through  its 
long  generation,  had  fallen  beneath  the  weight  of  years 
been  buried  in  green  moss,  and  nourished  the  roots  of 
others  as  gigantic.     Hark!     A  light  padiUe  dips^Qto 
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tlie  lake,  a  biicli  canoe  glides  round  the  point,  and  an 
Indian  chief  has  passed,  painted  and  feather-crested, 
armed  with  a  bow  of  hickory,  a  stone  tomahawk,  and 
flint^hended  arrows.  But  the  ripple  had  hardly  vanished 
from  the  water,  when  a  white  flag  caught  the  breeze 
over  a  castle  in  the  wilderness,  with  frowning  ramparts 
and  a  hundred  cannon.  There  stood  a  French  chevalier 
commandant  of  the  fortress,  paying  court  to  a  copper^ 
colored  lady,  the  princess  of  the  land,  and  winning  her 
wild  love  by  the  arts  which  had  been  successful  with 
Parisian  dames.  A  war-party  of  French  and  Indians 
were  issuing  from  the  gate  to  lay  waste  some  village  of 
New  England.  Near  the  fortress  there  was  a  group  of 
dancers.  The  merry  soldiers  footing  it  with  the  swart 
savage  maids ;  deeper  in  the  wood,  some  red  men  were 
growing  frantic  around  a  keg  of  the  fire-water ;  and  else* 
where  a  Jesuit  preached  the  faith  of  high  cathedrals 
beneath  a  canopy  of  forest  boughs,  and  distributed  cruci- 
fixes to  be  worn  beside  English  scalps. 

I  tried  to  make  a  series  of  pictures  from  the  old 
French  war,  when  fleets  were  on  the  lake  and  armies  in 
the  woods,  and  especially  of  Abercrombie*s  disastrous 
repulse,  where  thousands  of  lives  were  utterly  thrown 
away ;  but,  being  at  a  loss  how  to  order  the  battle,  I 
chose  an  evening  scene  in  the  barracks,  after  the  fortress 
had  surrendered  to  Sir  Jeflfrey  Amherst  What  an 
immense  fire  blazes  on  that  hearth,  gleaming  on  swords, 
bayonets,  and  musket-barrels,  and  blending  with  the  hue 
of  the  scarlet  coats  till  the  whole  barrack-room  is  quiver- 
ing with  ruddy  light !  One  soldier  has  thrown  himself 
do\i  n  to  rest,  after  a  deer-himt,  or  perhaps  a  long  run 
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(hrongli  the  t^^ods,  with  Indians  on  his  trail.  Two 
stand  np  to  wn^stle,  and  are  on  the  point  of  coming  to 
hlowB.  A  fifer  plays  a  shrill  accompaniment  to  a  drum 
mer's  song, — a  strain  of  light  love  and  bloody  war,  with 
a  chorus  thundered  forth  by  twenty  voices.  Meantime, 
a  veteran  in  the  corner  is  prosing  about  Dettingen  and 
Fontenoye,  and  relates  camp-traditions  of  Marlborough's 
battles,  till  his  pipe,  having  been  roguishly  charged  with 
gunpowder,  makes  a  terrible  explosion  under  his  nose. 
And  now  they  all  vanish  in  a  puff  of  smoke  from  the 
chimney. 

I  merely  glanced  at  the  ensuing  twenty  years,  which 
glided  peacefully  over  the  frontier  fortress,  till  Ethan 
Allen's  shout  was  heard,  summoning  it  to  surrender  "  in 
the  name  of  the  great  Jehovah  and  of  the  Continental 
Congress."  Strange  allies  !  thought  the  British  captain. 
Next  came  the  hurried  muster  of  the  soldiers  of  liberty, 
when  the  cannon  of  Burgoyne,  pointing  down  upon  their 
stronghold  from  the  brow  of  Mount  Defiance,  announced 
a  new  conqueror  of  Ticonderoga,  No  virgin  fortress, 
this  *  Forth  rushed  the  motley  throng  from  the  barracks, 
one  man  wearing  the  blue  and  buff  of  the  Union,  another 
the  red  coat  of  Britain,  a  third  a  dragoon's  jacket,  and  a 
fourth  a  cotton  frock ;  here  was  a  pair  of  leather  breeches, 
and  striped  trousers  there;  a  grenadier's  cap  on  one 
head,  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  with  a  tall  feather,  on 
the  next;  this  fellow  shouldering  a  king's  arm,  that 
might  throw  a  bullet  to  Crown  Point,  and  his  comrade  a 
long  fowling-piece,  admirable  to  shoot  ducks  on  the  lake. 
In  the  midst  of  the  bustle,  when  the  fortress  was  all 
alive  with  its  last  warlike  scene,  the  ringing  of  a  bell  on 
Che  lake  made  me  suddenly  unclose  my  eyes,  and  behold 
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only  the  gray  and  weed-grown  ruins.     They  were  as 
peaceful  in  the  sun  as  a  warrior's  grave. 

Hastening  to  the  rampart,  I  perceived  that  the  signa 
had  heen  given  by  the  steamboat  Franklin,  which  landed 
a  passenger  from  Whitehall  at  the  tavern,  and  resumed 
its  progress  northward,  to  reach  Canada  the  next  morn- 
ing. A  sloop  was  pursuing  the  same  track ;  a  little  skiff 
had  just  crossed  the  ferry ;  while  a  scow,  laden  with 
lumber,  spread  its  huge  square  sail,  and  went  up  the  lake. 
The  whole  country  was  a  cultivated  farm.  Within 
musket-shot  of  the  ramparts  lay  the  neat  villa  of  Mr. 
Pell,  who,  since  the  Revolution,  has  become  proprietor  of 
a  spot  for  which  France,  England  and  America,  have  so 
often  struggled.  How  forcibly  the  lapse  of  time  and 
change  of  circumstances  came  home  to  my  apprehension ! 
Banner  would  never  wave  again,  nor  cannon  roar,  nor 
blood  be  shed,  nor  tnmipet  stir  up  a  soldier's  heart,  in 
this  old  fort  of  Ticonderoga.  Tall  trees  had  grown  upon 
its  ramparts,  since  the  last  garrison  marched  out,  to 
return  no  more,  or  only  at  some  dreamer's  summons 
gliding  from  the  twilight  past  to  vanish  among  iealitie& 
15 
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The  following  story,  the  simple  and  domestic  incidents 
of  which  may  be  deemed  scarcely  worth  relating,  after 
such  a  lapse  of  time,  awakened  some  degree  of  interest, 
a  hundred  years  ago,  in  a  principal  seaport  of  the  Bay 
Province.  The  rainy  twilight  of  an  autumn  day, — a 
parlor  on  the  second  floor  of  a  small  house,  plainly 
fhmished,  as  beseemed  the  middling  circumstances  of  its 
inhabitants,  yet  decorated  with  little  curiosities  from 
oeyond  the  sea,  and  a  few  delicate  specunens  of  Indian 
manufacture,  —  these  are  the  only  particulars  to  be 
premised  in  regard  to  scene  and  season.  Two  young 
and  comely  women  sat  together  by  the  fireside,  nursing 
their  mutual  and  peculiar  sorrows.  They  were  the 
recent  brides  of  two  brothers,  a  sailor  and  a  landsman, 
and  two  successive  days  had  brought  tidings  of  the  death 
of  each,  by  the  chances  of  Canadian  warfare,  and  the 
tempestuous  AtlanticT  The  universal  sympathy  excited 
by  this  bereavement  drew  numerous  condoling  guests 
to  the  habitation  of  the  widowed  sisters.  Several,  among 
whom  was  the  minister,  had  remained  till  the  verge  of 
evening;  when,  one  by  one,  whispering  many  comfort- 
able passages  of  Scripture,  that  were  answered  by  more 
abundant  tears,  they  took  their  leave,  and  departed  to 
their  own  happier  homes.  The  mourners,  though  not 
insensible  to  the  kindness  of  their  friends,  had  yearned 
to  be  loft  alone.     United,  as  they  had   been,  by  the 
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relationship  of  the  living,  and  now  more  closely  so  hy 
that  of  the  dead,  each  felt  as  if  whatever  consolation  her 
grief  admitted  were  to  be  found  in  the  bosom  of  the 
other.  They  joined  their  hearts,  and  wept  together 
silently.  But  after  an  hour  of  such  indulgence,  one  of 
the  sisters,  all  of  whose  emotions  were  influenced  by  her 
mild,  quiet,  yet  not  feeble  character,  began  to  recollect 
the  precepts  of  resignation  and  endurance  which  piety 
had  taught  her,  when  she  did  not  think  to  need  them. 
Her  misfortune,  besides,  as  earliest  known,  should  earli* 
est  cease  to  interfere  with  her  regular  course  of  duties ; 
accordingly,  having  placed  the  table  before  the  fire, 
and  arranged  a  frugal  meal,  she  took  the  hand  of  her 
companion. 

"  Come,  dearest  sister ;  you  have  eaten  not  a  morsel 
to-day,"  she  said.  "  Arise,  I  pray  you,  and  let  us  ask  a 
blessing  on  that  which  is  provided  for  us.*' 

Her  sister-in-law  was  of  a  lively  and  irritable  tempera- 
ment, and  the  first  pangs  of  her  sorrow  had  been  ex- 
pressed by  shrieks  and  passionate  lamentation.  She  now 
shrunk  from  Mary's  words,  like  a  wounded  sufferer  from 
a  hand  that  revives  the  throb. 

**  There  is  no  blessing  left  for  me,  neither  will  I  ask 
it ! "  cried  Margaret,  with  a  fresh  burst  of  tears.  **  Would 
it  were  His  will  that  I  might  never  taste  food  more ! " 

Yet  she  trembled  at  these  rebellious  expressions, 
almost  as  soon  as  they  were  uttered,  and,  by  degrees, 
Mary  succeeded  in  bringing  her  sister's  mind  nearer  to 
the  siti:ation  of  her  own.  Time  went  on,  and  their  usual 
hour  oa'  repose  arrived.  The  brothers  and  their  brider, 
entering  the  married  state  with  no  more  than  the  slender 
means  which  then  sanctioned  such  a  step,  hni  confeder* 
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ated  themselves  in  one  household,  with  equal  rights  t» 
the  parlor,  and  claiming  exclusive  privileges  in  two 
sleeping  rooms  contiguous  to  it.  Thither  the  widowed 
ones  retired,  after  heaping  ashes  upon  the  dying  emhers 
of  their  fire,  and  placing  a  lighted  lamp  upon  the  hearth. 
The  doors  of  both  chambers  were  left  open,  so  that  a  part 
of  the  interior  of  each,  and  the  beds  with  their  unclosed 
curtains,  were  reciprocally  visible.  Sleep  did  not  steal 
upon  the  sisters  at  one  and  the  same  time.  Mary 
experienced  the  effect  often  consequent  upon  grief  quietly 
bomt,  and  soon  sunk  into  temporary  forgetfulness, 
while  Margaret  became  more  disturbed  and  feverish,  in 
proportion  as  the  night  advanced  with  its  deepest  and 
stillest  hours.  She  lay  listening  to  the  drops  of  rain, 
that  came  down  in  monotonous  succession,  unswayed  by 
a  breath  of  wind ;  and  a  nervous  impulse  continually 
caused  her  to  lift  her  head  from  the  pillow,  and  gaze  into 
Mary's  chamber  and  the  intermediate  apartment.  The 
cold  light  of  the  lamp  threw  the  shadows  of  the  furniture 
up  against  the  wall,  stamping  them  immovably  there, 
except  when  they  were  shaken  by  a  sudden  flicker  of 
the  flame.  Two  vacant  arm-chairs  were  in  their  old 
positions  on  opposite  sides  of  the  hearth,  where  the 
brothers  had  been  wont  to  sit  in  young  and  laughing 
dignity,  as  heads  of  families ;  two  humbler  seats  were 
near  them,  the  true  thrones  of  that  little  empire,  where 
Mary  and  herself  had  exercised  in  love  a  power  that  love 
had  won.  The  cheerful  radiance  of  the  fire  had  shone 
upon  the  happy  circle,  and  the  dead  glimmer  of  the  lamp 
might  have  befitted  their  reunion  now.  While  Margaret 
groaned  in  bitterness,  she  heard  a  knock  at  the  street- 
door 
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•*  How  would  my  heart  have  leapt  at  that  souud  but 
yesterday ! "  thought  she,  remetnbering  the  anxiety  with 
which  she  had  long  awaited  tidings  from  her  husband. 
**  I  care  not  for  it  now ;  let  them  begone,  for  I  will  not 
arise," 

But  even  while  a  sort  of  childish  fretfulness  made  her 
thus  resolve,  she  was  breathing  hurriedly,  and  straining 
her  ears  to  catch  a  repetition  of  the  summons.  It  is 
difficult  to  be  convinced  of  the  death  of  one  whom  we 
have  deemed  another  self.  The  knocking  was  now 
renewed  in  slow  and  regular  strokes,  apparently  given 
with  the  soft  end  of  a  doubled  fist,  and  was  accompanied 
by  words,  faintly  heard  through  several^ thicknesses  of 
wall.  Margaret  looked  to  her  sister's  chamber,  and 
beheld  her  still  lying  in  the  depths  of  sleep.  She  arose, 
placed  her  foot  upon  the  floor,  and  slightly  arrayed 
herself,  trembling  between  fear  and  eagerness  as  she 
did  so. 

«*  Heaven  help  me ! "  sighed  she.  "  I  have  nothing 
left  to  fear,  and  methinks  I  am  ten  times  more  a  coward 
than  ever.'* 

Seizing  the  lamp  from  the  heardi,  she  hastened  to  the 
window  that  overlooked  the  street-door.  It  was  a  lattice, 
turning  upon  hinges ;  and  having  thrown  it  back,  she 
stretched  her  head  a  little  way  into  the  moist  atmos- 
phere. A  lantern  was  reddening  the  front  of  the  house, 
and  melting  its  light  in  the  neighboring  puddles,  while  a 
deluge  of  darkness  overwhelmed  every  other  object.  As 
the  window  grated  on  its  hinges,  a  man  in  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat  and  blanket-coat  stepped  from  under  the 
shelter  of  the  projecting  stoiy,  and  looked  ujwarf?.  to 
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discovei  whom  his  application  had  aroused.    Margaret 
knew  him  as  a  friendly  innkeeper  of  the  town. 

«  What  would  you  have,  Goodman  Parker  ?  "  cried  the 
nridow.  • 

"  Lack-a-day,  is  it  you,  Mistress  Margaret  ?  "  replied 
the  innkeeper.  "  I  was  afraid  it  might  he  your  sister 
Mary ;  for  I  hate  to  see  a  young  woman  in /trouble,  when 
[  haven't  a  word  of  comfort  to  whisper  her." 

'*  For  Heaven's  sake,  what  news  do  you  bring?" 
screamed  Margaret 

'*  Why,  there  has  been  an  express  through  the  town 
within  this  half-hour,"  said  Goodman  Parker,  <<  travelling 
from  the  eastern  jurisdiction  with  letters  from  the  gov- 
ernor and  counciL  He  tarried  at  my  house  to  refresh 
himself  with  a  drop  and  a  morsel,  and  I  asked  him  what 
tidings  on  the  frontiers.  He  tells  me  we  had  the  better 
in  the  skirmish  you. wot  of,  and  that  thirteen  men 
reported  slain  are  well  and  sound,  and  your  husband 
among  them.  Besides,  he  is  appointed  of  the  escort  to 
bring  the  captivated  Frenchers  and  Indians  home  to  the 
province  jail.  I  judged  you  would  n't  mind  being  broke  of 
your  rest,  and  so  I  stepped  over  to  tell  you.  Good-night." 

So  saying,  the  honest  man  departed ;  and  his  lantern 
gleamed  along  the  street,  bringing  to  view  indistinct 
shapes  of  things,  and  the  fragments  of  a  world,  like  order 
glimmering  through  chaos,  or  memory  roaming  over  the 
past  But  Margaret  staid  not  to  watch  these  picturesque 
efiects.  Joy  flashed  into  her  heart,  and  lighted  it  up  at 
once ;  and  breathless,  and  vith  winged  steps,  she  ficw  to 
the  bedside  of  her  sister.  She  paused,  however,  at  the 
door  of  the  chamber,  while  a  thought  of  pain  broke  in 
upon  her. 
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**  Poor  Mary ! "  said  she  to  herself.  "  Shall  I  wakeu 
aer,  to  feel  her  sorrow  sharpened  by  my  happiness  ?  No ; 
i  will  keep  it  within  my  own  bosom  till  the  morrow." 

She  approached  the  bed,  to  discover  if  Mary's  sleep 
were  peaceful.  Her  face  was  turned  partly  inward  to 
the  pillow,  and  had  been  hidden  there  to  weep ;  but  a 
look  of  motionless  contentment  was  now  visible  upon  itt 
as  if  her  heart,  like  a  deep  lake,  had  grown  calm  because 
its  dead  had  sunk  down  so  far  within.  Happy  is  it,  and 
strange,  that  the  lighter  sorrows  are  those  from  which 
dreams  are  chiefly  ^bricated.  Margaret  shrunk  from 
disturbing  her  sister-in-law,  and  felt  as  if  her  own  better 
fortune  had  rendered  her  involuntarily  unfaithful,  and 
as  if  altered  and  diminished  afiection  must  be  the  conse- 
quence of  the  disclosure  she  had  to  make.  With  a 
sudden  step,  she  turned  away.  But  joy  could  not  long 
be  repressed,  even  by  circumstances  that  would  have 
excited  heavy  grief  at  another  moment.  Her  mind  was 
thronged  with  delightful  thoughts,  till  sleep  stole  on,  and 
transformed  them  to  visions,  more  delightful  and  more 
wild,  like  the  breath  of  winter  (but  what  a  cold  compan- 
son !)  working  fantastic  tracery  upon  a  window. 

When  the  night  was  far  advanced,  Mary  awoke  with 
a  sudden  start.  A  vivid  dream  had  latterly  involved  her 
in  its  unreal  life,  of  which,  however,  she  could  only 
remember  that  it  had  been  broken  in  upon  at  the  most 
interesting  point.  For  a  little  time,  slumber  hung  about 
her  like  a  morning  mist,  hindering  her  from  perceiving 
the  distinct  outline  of  her  situation.  She  listened  with 
imperfect  consciousness  to  two  or  three  volleys  of  a  rapid 
and  eager  knocking ;  and  first  she  deemed  the  noise  a 
matter  of  course,  like  the   breath  she  drew;  next,  it 
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appeared  a  thing  in  which  she  had  no  concern;  and 
lastly,  she  became  aware  that  it  was  a  summons  neces- 
sary to  be  obeyed.  At  the  same  moment,  the  pang  of 
recoUect'on  darted  into  her  mind ;  the  pall  of  sleep  was 
thrown  b^ck  from  the  face  of  grief ;  the  dim  light  of  the 
chamber,  and  the  objects  therein  revealed,  had  retained 
all  her  suspended  ideas,  and  restored  them  as  soon  as 
she  unclosed  her  eyes.  Again  there  was  a  quick  pea 
upon  the  street-door.  Fearing  that  her  sister  would  also 
be  disturbed,  Mary  wrapped  herself  in  a  cloak  and  hood, 
took  the  lamp  from  the  hearth,  and  hastened  to  the  win- 
dow. By  some  accident,  it  had  been  left  unhasped,  and 
yielded  easily  to  her  hand. 

«« Who 's  there  ?  **  asked  Mary,  trembling  as  she  looked 
forth. 

The  storm  was  over,  and  the  moon  was  up ;  it  shone 
upon  broken  clouds  above,  and  below  upon  houses  black 
with  moisture,  and  upon  little  lakes  of  the  fallen  rain, 
curling  into  silver  beneath  the  quick  enchantment  of  a 
6reeze.  A  young  man  in  a  sailor's  dress,  wet  as  if  he 
had  come  out  of  the  depths  of  the  sea,  stood  alone  under 
the  window.  Mary  recognized  him  as  one  whose  liveli- 
hood  was  gained  by  short  voyages  along  the  coast;  nor 
did  she  forget  that,  previous  to  her  marriage,  he  had 
been  an  unsuccessful  wooer  of  her  own. 

"  "What  do  you  seek  here,  Stephen  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Cheer  up,  Mary,  for  I  seek  to  comfort  you,"  answered 
the  rejected  lover.  "  You  must  know  I  got  home  not 
ten  minutes  ago,  and  the  first  thing  my  good  mother  told 
me  was  the  news  about  your  husband.  So,  without  say- 
ing a  word  to  the  old  woman,  I  clapped  on  my  hat,  and 
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« in  out  of  the  house.  I  could  n't  have  slept  a  wink  beforo 
speaking  to  you,  Mary,  for  the  sake  of  old  times." 

"  Stephen,  I  thought  better  of  you!"  exclaimed  the 
widow,  with  gushing  tears,  and  preparing  to  close  the 
lattice ;  for  she  was  no  whit  inclined  to  imitate  the  first 
wife  of  Zadig. 

"  But  stop,  and  hear  my  story  out,"  cried  the  young 
sailor.  "  I  tell  you  we  spoke  a  brig  yesterday  afternoon, 
bound  in  from  Old  England.  And  who  do  you  think  1 
saw  standing  on  deck,  well  and  hearty,  only  a  bit  thinner 
than  he  was  five  months  ago  ?  " 

Mary  leaned  from  the  window,  but  could  not  speak. 

"  Why,  it  was  your  husband  himself,"  continued  the 
generous  seaman.  "  He  and  three  others  saved  them- 
selves on  a  spar,  when  the  Blessing  turned  bottom 
upwards.  The  brig  will  beat  into  the  bay  by  daylight, 
with  this  wind,  and  you'll  see  him  here  to-morrow. 
There 's  the  comfort  I  bring  you,  Mary,  and  so  good- 
night." 

He  hurried  "away,  while  Mary  watched  him  with  a 
doubt  of  waking  reality,  that  seemed  stronger  or  weaker 
as  he  alternately  entered  the  shade  of  the  houses,  or 
emerged  into  the  broad  streaks  of  moonlight.  Gradu- 
ally, however,  a  blessed  flood  of  conviction  swelled  into 
her  heart,  in  strength  enough  to  overwhelm  her,  had  its 
increase  been  more  abrupt.  Her  first  impulse  was  to 
rouse  her  sister-in-law,  and  communicate  the  new-bom 
gladness.  She  opened  the  chamber-door,  which  had 
been  closed  in  the  course  of  the  night,  though  not  latched, 
advanced  to  the  bedside,  and  was  about  to  lay  her  hand 
upon  the  slumberer's  shoulder.  But  then  she  remem- 
bered that  Margaret  would  awake  to  thoughts  of  death 
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and  wob,  ronoered  .not  the  less  bitter  by  their  coutiast 
with  her  own  feLcity.  She  suflfered  the  rays  of  the  lamp 
to  fall  upon  the  unconscious  form  of  the  bereaved  one. 
Margaret  lay  in  unquiet  sleep,  and  the  drapery  was  dis* 
placed  around  her;  her  young  cheek  was  rosy-tintedy 
and  her  lips  half  opened  in  a  vivid  smile ;  an  expression 
of  joy,  debarred  its  passage  by  her  sealed  eyelids,  strug- 
gled forth  like  incense  from  the  whole  countenance. 

**  My  poor  sister !  you  will  waken  too  soon  from  that 
happy  dream,"  thought  Mary. 

Before  retiring,  she  set  down  the  lamp,  and  endeavored 
to  arrange  the  bed-clothes  so  that  the  chill  air  might 
not  do  harm  to  the  feverish  slumberer.  But  her  hand 
trembled  against  Margaret's  neck,  a  tear  also  fell  upon 
her  cheek,  and  she  suddenly  awoke. 


LITTLE    DAFFYDOWNDILLY. 

Dafftdowndillt  was  so  called  becaase  m  his  nature 
he  resembled  a  flower,  and  loved  to  do  only  what  was 
beautiful  and  agreeable,  and  took  no  delight  in  labor  of 
any  kind.  But,  while  Daffy  do  wnd  illy  was  yet  a  little 
boy,  his  mother  sent  him  away  from  his  pleasant  home, 
and  put  him  under  the  care  of  a  very  strict  school- 
master, who  went  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Toil.  Those 
who  knew  him  best  affirmed  that  this  Mr.  Toil  was  a 
very  worthy  character ;  and  that  he  had  done  more  good, 
both  to  children  and  grown  people,  than  anybody  else  in 
the  world.  Certainly  he  had  lived  long  enough  to  do  a 
great  deal  of  good ;  for,  if  all  stories  be  true,  he  had 
dwelt  upon  earth  ever  since  Adam  was  driven  from  the 
garden  of  Eden. 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  Toil  had  a  severe  and  ugly  counte- 
nance, especially  for  such  little  boys  or  big  men  as  were 
inclined  to  be  idle ;  his  voice,  too,  was  harsh ;  and  all  his 
ways  and  customs  seemed  very  disagreeable  to  our  friend 
Dafiydowndilly.  The  whole  day  long,  this  terrible  old 
schoolmaster  sat  at  his  desk  overlooking  the  scholars,  or 
stalked  about  the  school-room  with  a  certain  awful  birch 
rod  in  his  hand.  Now  came  a  rap  over  the  shoulders 
of  a  boy  whom  Mr.  Toil  had  caught  at  play ;  now  he 
punished  a  whole  class  who  were  behindhand  with  their 
lessons     and,  in   short,  unless  a  lad  chose  to  attend 
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quietly  and  constantly  to  his  book,  he  had  no  chance 
of  enjoying  a  quiet  moment  in  the  school-room  of  Mr. 
Toil. 

"This  will  never  do  for  me,"  thought  Daffydowo- 
dilly. 

Now,  the  whole  of  Daflydowndilly's  life  had  hitherto 
been  passed  with  his  dear  mother,  who  had  a  much 
sweeter  face  than  old  Mr.  Toil,  and  who  had  always 
been  very  indulgent  to  her  little  boy.  No  wonder, 
therefore,  that  poor  Dafiydowndilly  found  it  a  woful 
change,  to  be  sent  away  from  the  good  lady's  side,  and 
put  under  the  care  of  this  ugly-visaged  schoolmaster, 
who  never  gave  him  any  apples  or  cakes,  and  seemed 
to  think  that  little  boys  were  created  only  to  get 
lessons. 

"  I  can't  bear  it  any  longer,"  said  Daflfydowndilly  to 
himself,  when  he  had  been  at  school  about  a  week. 
"  I  '11  run  away,  and  try  to  find  my  dear  mother ;  and, 
at  any  rate,  I  shall  never  find  anybody  half  so  disagree- 
able as  this  old  Mr.  Toil ! " 

So,  the  very  next  morning,  ofiT  started  poor  Dafiydown- 
dilly,  and  began  his  rambles  about  the  world,  with  only 
feome  bread  and  cheese  for  his  breakfast,  and  very  little 
pocket-money  to  pay  his  expenses.  But  he  had  gone 
only  a  short  distance,  when  he  overtook  a  man  of  grave 
and  sedate  appearance,  who  was  trudging  at  a  moderate 
pace  along  the  road. 

"Good-morning,  my  fine  lad,"  said  the  stranger;  and 
his  voice  seemed  hard  and  severe,  but  yet  had  a  sort  of 
kindness  in  it;  "whence  do  you  come  so  early,  and 
whither  are  you  going  ?  " 

Little  Dafiydowndilly  was  a  boy  of  very  ingenuout 
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is^iKMiitioii,  and  had  never  been  known  to  tell  a  lie  in 
all  his  life.  Nor  did  he  tell  one  now.  He  hesitated  a 
moment  or  two,  but  finally  confessed  that  he  had  run 
away  from  school,  on  account  of  his  great  dislike  to  Mr. 
Toil ;  and  that  he  was  resolved  to  find  some  place  in  the 
world  where  he  should  never  see  or  hear  of  the  old 
schoolmaster  again. 

"  O,  very  well,  my  little  friend ! "  answered  the 
stranger.  "  Then  we  will  go  together ;  for  I,  likewise, 
have  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  Mr.  Toil,  and  should 
be  glad  to  find  some  place  where  he  was  never  heard 
of." 

Our  friend  Dafiydowndilly  would  have  been  bettei 
pleased  with  a  companion  of  his  own  age,  with  whom 
he  might  have  gathered  flowers  along  the  roadside,  or 
have  chased  butterflies,  or  have  done  many  other  things 
to  make  the  journey  pleasant.  But  he  had  wisdom 
enough  to  understand  that  he  should  get  along  through 
the  world  much  easier  by  having  a  man  of  experience 
to  9how  him  the  way.  So  he  accepted  the  stranger's 
proposal,  and  they  walked  on  very  sociably  together. 

They  had  not  gone  far,  when  the  road  passed  by  a 
field  where  some  haymakers  were  at  work,  mowing 
down  the  tall  grass,  and  spreading  it  out  in  the  sun  to 
dry.  Dafiydowndilly  was  delighted  with  the  sweet 
smell  of  the  new-mown  grass,  and  thought  how  much 
pleasanter  it  must  be  to  make  hay  in  the  sunshine,  upder 
the  blue  sky,  and  with  the  birds  singing  sweetly  in  the 
neighboring  trees  and  bushes,  than  to  be  shut  up  m  a 
dismal  school-room,  learning  lessons  all  day  long,  and 
continually  scolded  by  old  Mr.  Toil.  But>  in  the  midst 
of  these  thmghts^  *vhil6  ke  was  stopping  to  peep  ovef 
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the  Stone  wall,  he  started  back  and  caught  hold  of  hif 
companion's  hand. 

«•  Quick,  quick ! "  cried  he.  "  Let  us  run  away,  or 
he  will  catch  us ! " 

«•  Who  will  catch  us  ?  *'  asked  the  stranger. 

**Mr.  Toil,  the  old  schoolmaster!'*  answered  Dafiy- 
downdilly.  "Don't  you  see  him  amongst  the  hay 
makers  ?  " 

And  Daffydowndilly  pointed  to  an  elderly  man,  who 
seemed  to  be  the  owner  of  the  field,  and  the  employer  of 
the  men  at  work  there.  He  had  stripped  ofT  his  coat 
and  waistcoat,  and  was  busily  at  work  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves.  The  drops  of  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow ;  but 
he  gave  himself  not  a  moment's  rest,  and  kept  crying 
out  to  the  haymakers  to  make  hay  while  the  sun 
shone.  Now,  strange  to  say,  the  figure  and  features 
of  this  old  farmer  were  precisely  the  same  as  those  of 
old  Mr.  Toil,  who,  at  that  very  moment,  must  have 
been  just  entering  his  scliool-room. 

"  Don't  be  afraid,"  said  the  stranger.  "  This  is  jiot 
Mr.  Toil  the  schoolmaster,  but  a  brother  of  his,  who 
was  bred  a  farmer ;  and  people  say  he  is  the  most  dis- 
agreeable man  of  the  two.  However,  he  won't  trouble 
you,  unless  you  become  a  laborer  on  the  farm." 

Little  Daflfydowndilly  believed  what  his  companion 
said,  but  was  very  glad,  nevertheless,  when  they  were 
out  of  sight  of  the  old  farmer,  who  bore  such  a  singular 
resemblance  to  Mr.  Toil.  The  two  travellers  had  gone 
but  little  further,  when  they  came  to  a  spot  where  some 
earpenters  were  erecting  a  house.  DafTydowndilly 
begged  his  companion  to  stop  a  moment;  for  it  was  a 
very  pretty  sight  to  see  how  neatly  the  carpenters  did 
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Iheit  work,  with  their  hroad-axes,  ana  saws,  and  planes, 
and  hammers,  shaping  out  the  doors,  and  putting  in  the 
window-fAshes,  and  nailing  on  the  clapboards ;  and  he 
could  not  help  thinking  that  he  should  like  to  take  a 
broad-axe,  a  saw,  a  plane,  and  a  hammer,  and  build  a 
little  house  for  himself.  And  then,  when  he  should 
hare  a  house  of  his  own,  old  Mr.  Toil  would  nerer  dare 
to  molest  him. 

But,  just  while  he  was  delighting  himself  with  this 
idea,  little  Daflfydowndilly  beheld  something  that  made 
him  catch  hold  of  his  companion's  hand,  all  in  a  fright 

*<Make  haste  Quick,  quick!"  cried  he.  "There 
he  is  again !  *' 

"  Who  ?  '*  asked  the  stranger,  very  quietly. 

"Old  Mr.  Toil,"  said  Daffydowndilly,  trembling. 
"There!  he  that  is  overseeing  the  carpenters.  *T  is 
my  old  schoolmaster,  as  sure  as  I  'm  alive ! " 

The  stranger  cast  his  eyes  where  Daffydowndilly 
pointed  his  finger ;  and  he  saw  an  elderly  man,  with  a 
carpenter's  rule  and  compasses  in  his  hand.  This 
person  went  to  and  fro  about  the  unfinished  house, 
measuring  pieces  of  timber,  and  marking  out  the  work 
that  was  to  be  done,  and  continually  exhorting  the 
other  carpenters  to  be  diligent.  And  wherever  he 
turned  his  hard  and  wrinkled  visage,  the  men  seemed  to 
feel  that  they  had  a  task-master  over  them,  and  sawed, 
and  hammered,  and  planed,  as, if  for  dear  life. 

"  O,  no !  this  is  not  Mr.  Toil,  the  schoolmaster,"  said 
the  stranger.  "  It  is  another  brother  of  his,  who  follows 
Ihe  trade  of  carpenter." 

"I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  quoth  Daffydowndillv 
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*'  but,  if  you  please  sir,  I  should  like  to  get  oul  ol 
way  as  soon  as  possible." 

Then  they  went  on  a  little  further,  and  soon  heara 
the  sound  of  a  drum  and  fife.  Daffydowndilly  pricked 
up  his  ears  at  this,  and  besought  his  companion  to 
hurry  forward,  that  they  might  not  miss  seeing  the 
soldiers.  Accordingly,  they  made  what  haste  they 
could,  and  soon  met  a  company  of  soldiers,  gayly 
dressed,  with  beautiful  feathers  in  their  caps,  and  bright 
muskets  on  their  shoulders.  In  front  marched  two 
drummers  and  two  fifers,  beating  on  their  drums  and 
playing  on  their  fifes  with  might  and  main,  and  making 
such  lively  music  that  little  Dafiydowndilly  would 
gladly  have  followed  them  to  the  end  of  the  world. 
And  if  he  was  only  a  soldier,  then,  he  said  to  himself, 
old  Mr.  Toil  would  never  venture  to  look  him  in  the 
&ce 

'*  Quick  step !  Forward  march  ! "  shouted  a  gruff 
voice. 

Little  Daffydowndilly  started,  in  great  dismay;  for 
this  voice  which  had  spoken  to  the  soldiers  sounded 
precisely  the  same  as  that  which  he  had  heard  every 
day  in  Mr.  Toil's  school-room,  out  of  Mr.  Toil's  own 
mouth.  And,  turning  his  eyes  to  the  captain  of  the 
company,  what  should  he  see  but  the  very  image  of  old 
Mr.  Toil  himself,  with  a  smart  cap  and  feather  on  his 
head,  a  pair  of  gold  epaulets  on  his  shoulders,  a  laced 
coat  on  his  back,  a  purple  sash  round  his  waist,  and 
a  long  sword,  instead  of  a  birch  rod,  in  his  hand. 
And  though  he  held  his  head  so  high,  and  strutted  like 
a  tnzkey-cock,  stil   he  looked  quite  as  ugly  aud  disa« 
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greeuUe  as  when  he  was  hearing  lessons  in  the  school* 
Toom. 

"  This  is  certainly  old  Mr.  Toil,"  said  Daffydowndilly, 
in  a  trembling  voice.  "  Let  us  run  away,  for  fear  ho 
should  make  us  enlist  in  his  company !  " 

"You  are  mistaken  again,  my  little  friend,"  replied 
the  stranger,  very  composedly.  "  This  is  not  Mr.  Toil, 
the  schoolmaster,  but  a  brother  of  his,  who  has  served 
in  the  anny  all  his  life.  People  say  he  's  a  terribly 
severe  fellow;  but  you  and  I  need  not  be  afraid  of 
him." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  little  Daffydowndilly,  "  but,  if  you 
please,  sir,  1  don't  want  to  see  the  soldiers  any  more." 

So  the  child  and  the  stranger  resumed  their  journey ; 
and,  by  and  by,  they  came  to  a  house  by  the  road-side, 
where  a  number  of  people  were  making  merry.  Young 
men  and  rosy-cheeked  girls,  with  smiles  on  their  faces, 
were  dancing  to  the  sound  of  a  fiddle.  It  was  the  pleas- 
antest  sight  that  Daffydowndilly  had  yet  met  with,  and 
it  comforted  him  for  all  his  disappointments. 

"  O,  let  udl%top  here,"  cried  he  to  his  compelnion ; 
"  for  Mr.  Toil  will  never  dare  to  show  his  face  where 
there  is  a  fiddler,  and  where  people  are  dancing  and 
making  merry.     We  shall  be  quite  safe  here ! " 

But  these  last  words  died  away  upon  Daffy  do  wnd  ill  y's 
tongue ;  for,  happening  to  cast  his  eyes  on  the  fiddler, 
whom  should  he  behold  again,  but  the  likeness  of  Mr. 
Toil,  holding  a  fiddle-bow  instead  of  a  birch  rod,  and 
flourishing  it  with  as  much  ease  and  dexterity  as  if  he 
had  been  a  fiddler  all  his  life !  He  had  somewhat  the 
aur  of  a  Frenchman,  but  etill  looked  exactly  like  the  old 
schoolmaster;  and  Daffydowndilly  even  fancied  that  h« 
16 
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nodded  and  winked  at  him,  and  made  signs  for  liim  to 
join  in  the  dance. 

"  O  dear  me  ! "  whispered  he,  turning"  pale.  "  It 
seems  xis  if  there  was  nobody  but  Mr.  Toil  in  the 
world.  Who  could  have  thought  of  his  playing  on  a 
fiddle!" 

"  This  is  not  your  old  schoolmaster,"  observed  the 
stranger,  "  but  another  brother  of  his,  who  was  bred  in 
France,  where  he  learned  the  profession  of  a  fiddler.  He 
is  ashamed  of  his  family,  and  generally  calls  himself 
Monsieur  le  Plaisir;  but  his  real  name  is  Toil,  and 
those  who  have  known  him  best  think  him  still  more 
disagreeable  than  his  brothers." 

"  Pray  let  us  go  a  little  further,"  said  Daffydowndilly. 
"  1  don't  like  the  looks  of  this  fiddler,  at  all." 

Well,  thus  the  stranger  and  little  Daffydowndilly 
went  wandering  along  the  highway,  and  in  shady  lanes, 
and  through  pleasant  villages ;  and  whithersoever  they 
went,  behold !  there  was  the  image  of  old  Mr.  Toil.  He 
stood  like  a  scarecrow  in  the  corn-fields.  If  they  entered 
a  hou^e,  he  sat  in  the  parlor;  if  they  JM^ped  into  the 
kitchen,  he  was  there.  He  made  himself  at  home  in 
every  cottage,  and  stole,  under  one  disguise  or  another, 
into  the  most  splendid  mansions.  Everywhere  there 
was  sure  to  be  somebody  wearing  the  likeness  of  Mr. 
Toil,  and  who,  as  the  stranger  affirmed,  was  one  of  the 
old  schoolmaster's  innumerable  brethren. 

Little  Daffydowndilly  was  almost  tired  to  death,  when 
ne  perceived  some  people  reclining  lazily  in  a  shady 
place,  by  the  side  of  the  road.  The  poor  child  entreated 
his  companion  tb  it  they  might  sit  down  there,  and  takn 
some  repose. 
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•*  Old  Mr.  Toil  will  never  come  here,"  said  he  j  "  foi 
he  hates  to  see  people  taking  their  ease." 

But,  oven  while  he  spoke,  DafTydowndilly's  eyes  fell 
upon  a  person  who  seemed  the  laziest,  and  heaviest,  and 
most  torpid,  of  all  those  lazy,  and  heavy,  and  torpid 
people,  who  had  lain  down  to  slesp  in  the  shade.  Who 
should  it  be,  again,  but  the  very  image  of  Mr.  Toil ! 

'*  There  is  a  large  family  of  ♦^•ese  Toils,"  remarked 
the  stranger.  "  This  is  another  of  the  old  schoolmaster's 
brothers,  who  was  bred  in  Italy,  where  he  acquired  very 
idle  habits,  and  goes  by  the  name  of  Signer  Far  Niente. 
He  pretends  to  lead  an  easy  life,  but  is  really  the  most 
miserable  fellow  in  the  family." 

**  O,  take  me  back !  —  take  me  back !  "  cried  poor 
little  Daffydowndilly,  bursting  into  tears.  "  If  there  is 
nothing  but  Toil  all  the  world  over,  I  may  just  as  well  go 
back  to  the  schoolhouse ! " 

"  Yonder  it  is,  —  there  is  the  schoolhouse  !  "  said  the 
stranger ;  for  though  he  and  little  Daffydowndilly  had 
taken  a  great  many  steps,  they  had  travelled  in  a  circle, 
instead  of  a  Straight  line.  "  Come  ;  we  will  go  back  to 
school  together." 

There  was  something  in  his  companion's  voice  that 
little  Daffydowndilly  now  remembered  ;  and  it  is  strange 
that  he  had  not  remembered  it  sooner.  Looking  up  into 
his  face,  behold!  there  again  ^^'us  the  likeness  of  old 
Mr.  Toil ;  so  that  the  poor  child  had  been  m  company 
with  Toil  all  day,  even  while  he  was  doing  his  best  to 
run  away  from  him.  Some  people,  to  whom  I  have  told 
little  Daffydowndilly 's  story,  are  of  opinion  that  old  Mr. 
Toil  was  a  magician,  and  possessed  the  power  of  multv 
p.ying  himself  into  as  many  shapes  as  he  saw  fit. 
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Be  this  as  it  may,  little  Daffydowndilly  had  learneil  a 
good  lesson,  and  from  that  time  forward  was  diligent  tft 
his  task,  because  he  knew  that  diligence  is  not  a  whit 
more  toilsome  than  sport  or  idleness.  And  when  he 
became  better  acquainted  with  Mr.  Toil,  he  began  tii 
think  that  his  ways  were  not  so  very  disagreeable,  and 
(hat  the  old  schoolmaster's  smile  of  approbation  made 
ais  face  almost  a  i^leasant  as  even  that  of  Dafiydown* 
liily's  mother. 


MAJOR   MOLINEUX. 

After  the  kings  of  Great  Britain  had  assumed  the 
right  of  appointing  the  colonial  governors,  the  measures 
of  the  latter'  seldom  met  with  the  ready  and  general 
approbation  which  had  been  paid  to  those  of  their 
predecessors,  under  the  original  charters.  The  people 
looked  with  most  jealous  scrutiny  to  the  exercise  ot 
power  which  did  not  emanate  from  themselves,  and  they 
usually  rewarded  their  rulers  with  slender  gratitude  for 
the  compliances  by  which,  in  softening  their  instruction/, 
from  beyond  the  sea,  they  had  incurred  the  reprehension 
of  those  who  gave  them.  The  annals  pf  Massachusetts 
Bay  will  inform  us,  that  of  six  governors  in  the  space 
of  about  forty  years  from  the  surrender  of  the  old  char- 
ter, under  James  II.,  two  were  imprisoned  by  a  popular 
insurrection ;  a  third,  as  Hutchinson  inclines  to  believe, 
was  driven  from  the  province  by  the  whizzing  of  a  musket- 
ball  ;  a  fourth,  in  the  opinion  of  tlie  same  historian,  was 
hastened  to  his  grave  by  continual  bickerings  with  the 
House  of  Representatives ;  and  the  remaining  two,  as 
well  as  their  successors,  till  the  Revolution,  were  favored 
with  few  and  brief  intervals  of  peaceful  sway.  The 
mferior  members  of  the  court  party,  in  times  of  high 
x>litical  excitement,  led  scarcely  a  more  desirable  life. 
These  remarks  may  serve  as  a  preface  to  the  following 
idventures,  which  chanced  upon  a  summer  night,  not  fai 
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from  a  hundred  years  ago-  The  reader,  in  order  to 
avoid  a  long  and  dry  detail  of  colonial  afTairs,  ifl 
requested  to  dispense  with  an  account  of  the  train  ot 
circumstances  that  had  caused  much  temporary  inflam- 
mation of  the  popular  mind. 

.  It  was  near  nine  o'clock  of  a  moonlight  evening,  when 
a  hoat  crossed  the  ferry  with  a  single  passenger,  who  had 
obtained  his  conveyance  at  that  unusual  hour  by  the 
promise  of  an  extra  fare.  While  he  stood  on  the  land ' 
ing  place,  searching  in  either  pocke*.  for  the  means  of 
fulfilling  his  agreement,  the  ferryman  lifted  a  lantern,  by 
the  aid  of  which,  and  the  newly-risen  mcon,  he  took  a 
vitry  accurate  survey  of  the  stranger's  figure.  He  %vas  a 
^outh  of  barely  eighteen  years,  evidently  country-bred, 
and  now,  as  it  should  seem,  upon  his  first  visit  to  town. 
He  was  clad  in  a  coarse  gray  coat,  well  worn,  but  in 
excellent  repair ;  his  under  garments  were  durably  con- 
structed of  leather,  and  fitted  tight  to  a  pair  of  serviceable 
and  well-shaped  limbs ;  his  stockings  of  blue  yam  wem 
the  incontrovertible  work  of  a  mother  or  a  sister ;  and  or 
his  head  was  a  three-cornered  hat,  which  in  its  bette"* 
days  had  perhaps  sheltered  the  graver  brow  of  the  lad's 
father.  Under  his  left  arm  was  a  heavy  cudgel,  formed 
of  an  oak  sapling,  and  retaining  a  part  of  the  hardened 
root ;  and  his  equipment  was  completed  by  a  wallet,  not 
80  abundantly  stocked  as  to  incommode  the  vigorous 
shoulders  on  which  it  hung.  Brown,  curly  hair,  well- 
•.haped  features,  and  bright,  cheerful  eyes,  were  nature's 
gifts,  and  worth  all  that  art  could  have  done  for  hia 
adornment. 

The  youth,  one  of  whose  names  was  Robin,  finally 
drew  from  his  pocket  the  half  of  a  little  f  rovince  bill  oi 
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live  shillings,  which,  in  the  depreciation  of  that  sort  of 
currency,  did  but  satisfy  the  ferryman's  demand,  with 
the  surplus  of  a  sexangular  piece  of  parchment,  valued 
at  three  pence.  He  then  walked  forward  into  the  town, 
with  as  light  a  step  as  if  his  day's  journey  had  not 
already  exceeded  thirty  miles,  and  with  as  eager  an  eye 
as  if  he  were  entering  London  city,  instead  of  the  little 
metropolis  of  a  New  England  colony.  Before  Robin  had 
proceeded  far,  however,  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  knew 
not  whither  to  direct  his  steps  ;  so  he  paused,  and  looked 
up  and  down  the  narrow  street,  scrutinizing  the  small 
and  mean  wooden  buildings  that  were  scattered  on 
either  side.        • 

**  This  low  hovel  cannot  be  my  kinsman's  dwelling," 
thought  he,  "  nor  yonder  old  house,  where  the  moonlight 
enters  at  the  broken  casement;  and  tnily  I  see  none 
hereabouts  that  might  be  worthy  of  him.  It  would  have 
been  wise  to  inquire  my  way  of  the  ferryman,  and 
doubtless  he  would  have  gone  with  me,  and  earned  a 
shilling  from  the  major  for  his  pains.  But  the  next  man 
I  meet  will  do  as  well." 

He  resumed  his  walk,  and  was  glad  to  perceive  that 
the  street  now  became  wider,  and  the  houses  more 
respectable  in  their  appearance.  He  soon  discerned  a 
figure  moving  on  moderately  in  advance,  and  hastened 
his  steps  to  overtake  it.  As  Robin  drew  nigh,  he  saw 
that  the  passenger  was  a  man  in  years,  with  a  full  peri- 
wig of  gray  hair,  a  wide-skirted  coat  of  dark  cloth,  and 
silk  stockings  rolled  above  his  knees.  He  earned  a  long 
and  polished  cane,  which  he  struck  down  perpendicu- 
larly before  him,  at  every  step ;  and  at  regular  intervals 
he  uttered  two  successive  hems,  of  a  peculiarly  solemn 
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and  sepulchnl  intonatioii.  Having  made  theses  observa* 
tions,  Robin  hid  hold  of  the  skirt  of  the  old  man's  coat, 
just  when  the  light  from  the  open  door  and  windows  of 
a  barber's  shop  fell  upon  both  their  figures. 

**  Grood-eTening  to  you,  honored  sir,"  said  he,  making 
a  low  bow,  and  still  retaining  his  hold  of  the  skirt.  "  i 
pray  you  tell  me  whereabouts  is  the  dwelling  of  my 
kinsman.  Major  Molineux." 

The  youth's  question  was  uttered  very  loudly ;  and 
one  of  the  barbers,  whose  razor  was  descending  on  a 
well-ebaped  chin,  and  another  who  was  dressing  a  Ram- 
illies  wig,  left  their  occupations,  and  came  to  the  door. 
The  citizen,  in  the  mean  time,  turned  a  long-favored 
countenance  upon  Robin,  and  answered  him  in  a  tone  of 
excessive  anger  and  annoyance.  His  two  sepulchral 
hems,  however,  broke  into  the  very  centre  of  his  rebuke, 
with  most  singular  effect,  like  a  thought  of  the  cold  grave 
obtruding  among  Mnrathful  passions. 

"  Let  go  my  garment,  fellow !  I  tell  you,  I  know  not 
the  man  you  speak  of.  What!  I  have  authority,  I 
have  —  hem,  hem — authority ;  and  if  this  be  the  respect 
you  show  for  your  betters,  your  feet  shall  be  brought 
acquainted  with  the  stocks  by  dayliglit,  to-morrow  mom 
ingj  " 

Robin  released  the  old  man's  skirt,  and  hastened 
away,  pursued  by  an  ill-mannered  roai  of  laughter  from 
the  barber's  shop.  He  was  at  first  considerably  sur- 
prised by  the  result  of  his  question,  but,  being  a  shrewd 
youth,  soon  thoiight  himself  able  to  account  for  the 
mystery. 

"  This  is  some  country  representative,"  was  his  cun* 
elusion,  **  who  has  never  seen  the  inside  of  my  kinsman's 
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aoor«  and  lacks  the  Impeding  to  answer  a  stranger  civilly. 
The  man  is  old,  or  verily  —  I  might  be  tempted  to  turn 
back  and  smite  him  on  the  nose.  Ah,  Robin^  Robin  I 
oven  the  barber's  boys  laugh  at  you  for  choosing  such 
a  guide !     You  will  be  wiser  in  time,  friend  Robin." 

He  now  became  entangled  in  a  succession  of  crooked 
and  narrow  streets,  which  crossed  each  other,  and 
meandered  at  no  great  distance  from  the  water-side. 
The  smell  of  tar  was  obvious  to  his  nostrils,  the  masts 
of  vessels  pierced  the  moonlight  above  the  tops  of  the 
buildings,  and  the  numerous  signs,  which  Robin  paused 
to  read,  informed  him  that  he  was  near  the  centre  of 
business.  But  the  streets  were  empty,  the  shops  were 
closed,  and  lights  were  visible  only  in  the  second 
stories  of  a  few  dwelling-houses.  At  length,  on  the 
comer  of  a  narrow  lane,  through  which  hevwas  passing, 
he  beheld  the  broad  countenance  of  a  British  hero 
swinging  before  the  door  of  an  inn,  whence  proceeded 
the  voices  of  many  guests.  The  casement  of  one  of 
the  lower  windows  was  thrown  back,  and  a  very  thin 
curtain  permitted  Robin  to  distinguish  a  party  at  supper, 
round  a  well-furnished  table.  The  fragrance  of  the 
good  cheer  steamed  forth  into  the  outer  air,  and  the 
youth  could  not  fail  to  recollect  that  the  last  remnant 
of  his  travelling  stock  of  provision  had  yielded  to  his 
morning  appetite,  and  that  noon  had  found,  and  left  him, 
dinnerless. 

"  O,  that  a  parchment  three-penny  might  give  me  a 
right  to  sit  down  at  yonder  talie ! "  said  Robin,  with  a 
sigh.  "But  the  major  will  make  me  welcome  to  the 
beat  of  his  victuals ;  so  I  will  even  step  boldly  in,  and 
inquire  my  way  to  his  dwelling." 
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He  entered  the  tavern,  and  was  guided  by  ihe  nu^ 
mar  of  yoices,  and  the  fiimes  of  tobacco,  to  the  pabhc 
room.  It  was  a  long  and  low  apartment,  with  oaken 
walls,  grown  dark  in  the  continual  smoke,  and  a  floor, 
which  was  thickly  sanded,  but  of  no  immaculate  pi:u:ity. 
A  number  of  persons  —  the  larger  part  of  whom  appeared 
to  be  mariners,  or  in  some  way  connected  with  the 
sea  —  occupied  the  wooden  benches,  or  leather-bottomed 
chairs,  conversing  on  various  matters,  and  occasionally 
lending  their  attention  to  some  topic  of  general  interest 
Three  or  four  little  groups  were  draining  as  many 
bowls  of  punch,  which  the  West  India  trade  had  long 
smce  made  a  familiar  drink  in  the  colony.  Others, 
who  had  the  appearance  of  men  who  lived  by  regulai 
and  laborious  handicraft,  preferred  the  insulated  blisi 
of  an  unshaied  potation,  and  became  more  tacitun 
under  its  influence.  Nearly  all,  in  short,  evinced  f 
predilection  for  the  Good  Creature  in  some  of  its  vari 
ous  shapes,  for  this  is  a  vice  to  which,  as  Fast-da^ 
sermons  of  a  hundred  years  ago  will  testify,  we  have 
a  long  hereditary  claim.  The  only  guests  to  whom 
Robin's  sympathies  inclined  him  were  two  or  three 
sheepish  countrymen,  who  were  using  the  inn  some- 
what after  the  &shion  of  a  Turkish  caravansary ;  they 
had  gotten  themselves  into  the  darkest  comer  of  the 
room,  and,  heedless  of  the  Nicotian  atmosphere,  were 
supping  on  the  bread  of  their  own  ovens,  and  the 
bacon  cured  in  their  own  chimney-smoke.  But  though 
Sobin  felt  a  sort  of  brotherhood  with  these  strangers, 
his  eyes  were  attracted  from  them  to  a  person  who 
stood  near  the  door,  holding  whispered  conversation 
with  a  group  of  ill-dressed  associates.     His  featoies 
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were  separately  striking  almost  to  grotesqueness,  and 
the  whole  face  left  a  deep  impression  on  the  memory* 
The  forehead  bulged  out  into  a  double  prominence,  with 
a  vale  between ;  the  nose  came  boldly  forth  in  an  irregu- 
lar curve,  and  its  bridge  was  of  more  than  a  finger's 
breadth ;  the  eyebrows  were  deep  and  shag^,  and  the 
eyes  glowed  beneath  them  like  fire  in  a  cave. 

While  Robin  leliberated  of  whom  to  inquire  respect- 
ing his  kinsman's  dwelling,  he  was  accosted  by  the 
innkeeper,  a  little  man  in  a  stained  white  apron,  who 
had  come  to  pay  his  professional  welcome  to  the 
stranger.  Being  in  the  second  generation  from  a  French 
Protestant,  he  seemed  to  have  inherited  the  courtesy  of 
his  parent  nation ;  but  no  variety  of  circumstances  was 
ever  known  to  change  his  voice  from  the  one  shrill  note 
in  which  he  now  addressed  Robin. 

"  From  the  country,  I  presume,  sir  ?  "  said  he,  with  a 
profound  bow.  **  Beg  leave  to  congratulate  you  on  your 
arrival,  and  trust  you  intend  a  long  stay  with  us.  Fine 
town  here,  sir,  beautiful  buildings,  and  much  that  may 
interest  a  stranger.  May  I  hope  for  the  honor  of  your 
commands  in  respect  to  supper  ?  '* 

"The  man  sees  a  family  likeness!  the  rogue  has 
guessed  that  I  am  related  to  the  major!"  thought 
Robin,  who  had  hitherto  experienced  little  superfluous 
civility. 

All  eyes  were  now  turned  on  the  country  l^d,  stand- 
ing at  the  door,  in  his  worn  three-cornered  hat,  gray 
coat,  leather  breeches,  and  blue  yam  stockings,  leaning 
on  an  oaken  cudgel,  and  bearing  a  wallet  on  his 
back. 

Sobin  replied  to  the  courteous  ir  .steeper,  with  such 
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an  assumption  of  confidence  as  befitted  the  majoi^ 
relative.  **  My  honest  friend,"  he  said,  "  I  shall  make 
it  a  point  to  patrotize  your  bouse  on  some  occasion 
when"  —  here  he  could  not  help  lowering  his  voice  — 
"  when  I  m^y  have  more  than  a  parchment  three-pence  in 
my  pocket.  My  present  business,^'  continued  he,  speak- 
ing with  lofty  confidence,  **  is  merely  to  inquire  my  way 
to  the  dwelling  of  my  kinsman,  Major  Molineux." 

There  was  a  sudden  and  general  movement  in  the 
room,  which  Robin  interpreted  as  expressing  the  eager- 
ness  of  each  individual  to  become  his  guide.  But  the 
innkeeper  turned  his  eyes  to  a  written  paper  on  the  wall, 
which  he  read,  or  seemed  to  read,  with  occasional  recur* 
rences  to  the  young  man's  figure. 

"  What  have  we  here  ?  "  said  he,  breaking  his  speech 
into  little  dry  fragments.  "  *  Left  the  house  of  the 
subscriber,  bounden  servant,  Hezekiah  Mudge,  — had  on, 
when  he  went  away,  gray  coat,  leather  breeches,  mas- 
ter's third-best  hat.  One  pound  currency  reward  to 
whosoever  shall  lodge  him  in  any  jail  of  the  province.' 
Better  trudge,  boy,  better  trudge  ! " 

Robin  had  begun  to  draw  his  hand  towards  the 
lighter  end  of  the  oak  cudgel,  but  a  strange  hostility  in 
every  countenance  induced  him  to  relinquish  his  pur- 
pose of  breaking  the  courteous  innkeeper's  head.  As  he 
turned  to  leave  the  room,  he  encountered  a  sneering 
glance  from  the  bold-featured  personage  whom  he  had 
before  noticed ;  and  no  sooner  was  he  beyond  the  door, 
than  he  heard  a  general  laugh,  in  which  the  innkeeper's 
voice  might  be  distinguished,  like  the  dropping  of  small 
stones  into  a  kettle. 

*»  Now,  is  it  not  strange,"  thought  Robin,  wiA  his 
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usual  shrewdness,  "  is  it  not  strange,  that  the  confession 
of  an  empty  pocket  should  outweigh  the  name  of  my 
kinsman.  Major  Molineux  ?  O,  if  I  had  one  of  thosti 
grinning  rascals  in  the  woods,  where  I  and  my  oak  sap- 
ling grew  up  together,  I  would  teach  him  that  my  arm 
is  heavy,  though  my  purse  be  light ! " 

On  turning  the  corner  of  the  narrow  lane,  Kobin  fovnd 
himself  in  a  spacious  street,  with  an  unbroken  line  of 
lofty  houses  on  each  side,  and  a  steepled  building  at  the 
upper  end,  whence  the  ringing  of  a  bell  announced  the 
hour  of  nine.  The  light  of  the  moon,  and  the  lamps 
from  the  numerous  shop  windows,  discovered  people 
promenading  on  the  pavement,  and  amongst  them 
Kobin  hoped  to  recognize  his  hitherto  inscrutable  rela- 
tive. The  result  of  his  former  inquiries  made  him 
unwilling  to  hazard  another,  in  a  scene  of  such  publicity, 
and  he  determined  to  walk  slowly  and  silently  up  the 
street,  thrusting  his  face  close  to  that  of  every  elderly 
gentleman,  in  search  of  the  major's  lineaments.  In  his 
progress,  Robin  encountered  many  gay  and  gallant 
figures.  Embroidered  garments  of  showy  colors,  enor- 
mous periwigs,  gold-laced  hats,  and  silver-hilted  swords, 
glided  past  him,  and  dazzled  his  optics.  Travelled 
youths,  imitators  of  the  European  fine  gentlemen  of  the 
period,  trod  jauntily  along,  half-dh>ncing  to  the  fashion- 
able tunes  which  they  hummed,  and  making  poor  Robin 
ashamed  of  his  quiet  and  natural  gait.  At  length,  after 
many  pauses  to  examine  the  gorgeous  display  of  goods 
in  the  shop  windows,  and  after  suffering  some  rebukes 
for  the  impertinence  of  his  scrutiny  into  people's  faces 
the  major's  kinsman  found  himself  near  the  steepled 
biulding,  stil  unsuccessful  in  his  search.     As  yet,  how 
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ever,  he  h  d  seen  only  one  side  of  the  thronged  stieet 
80  Robin  crossed,  and  continued  the  same  sort  of  inqui- 
sition down  the  opposite  pavement,  with  stronger  hopes 
than  the  philosopher  seeking  an  honest  man,  but  with  no 
better  fortune.  He  had  arrived  about  midway  towards 
the  lower  end,  from  which  his  course  began,  when  he 
overheard  the  approach  of  some  one,  who  struck^down  a 
cane  on  the  flag-stones  at  every  step,  uttering,  at  regular 
intervals,  two  sepulchral  hems. 

"  Mercy  on  us !  "  quoth  Robin,  recognizing  the  sound. 

Turning  a  comer,  which  chanced  to  be  close  at  his 
right  hand,  he  hastened  to  pursue  his  researches  in  some 
other  part  of  the  town.  His  patience  now  was  wearing 
low,  and  he  seemed  to  feel  more  fatigue  from  his  rambles 
since  he  crossed  the  ferry,  than  from  his  journey  of 
several  days  on  the  other  side.  Hunger  also  pleaded 
loudly  within  him,  and  Robin  began  to  balance  the  pro- 
priety of  demanding,  violently,  and  with  lifted  cudgel, 
the  necessary  guidance  from  the  first  solitary  passenger 
whom  he  should  meet.  While  a  resolution  to  this  effect 
was  gaining  strength,  he  entered  a  street  of  mean  appear- 
ance, on  either  side  of  which  a  row  of  ill-built  houses 
was  straggling  towards  the  harbor.  The  moonlight  fell 
upon  no  passenger  along  the  whole  extent,  but  in  the 
third  domicile  which  Robin  passed  there  was  a  half- 
o])ened  door,  and  his  keen  glance  detected  a  woman's 
garment  within. 

<^  My  luck  may  be  better  here,"  said  he  to  himself. 

Accordingly,  he  approached  the  door,  and  beheld  it 
shut  closer  as  he  did  so ;  yet  an  open  space  remained, 
sufficing  for  the  fair  occupant  to  observe  the  stranger, 
without  a  corresponding  display  on  her  part.     All  th^l 
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Robin  could  discern  was  a  strip  of  scarlet  petticoat,  and 
the  occasional  sparkle  of  an  eye,  as  if  the  moonbeams 
were  trembling  on  some  bright  thing. 

"  Pretty  mistress,"  for  I  may  call  her  so  with  a  good 
conscience,  thought  the  shrewd  youth,  since  I  know 
nothing  to  the  contrary,  — "  my  sweet  pretty  mistress, 
will  you  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  whereabouts  I  must 
seek  the  dwelling  of  my  kinsman,  Major  Molineux  ?  " 

Robin's  voice  was  plaintive  and  winning,  and  the 
female,  seeing  nothing  to  be  shunned  in  the  handsome 
country  youth,  thrust  open  the  door,  and  came  forth  into 
the  moonlight.  She  was  a  dainty  little  figure,  vrith  a 
white  neck,  round  arms,  and  a  slender  waist,  at  the 
extremity  of  which  her  scarlet  petticoat  jutted  out  over  a 
hoop,  as  if  she  were  standing  in  a  balloon.  Moreover, 
her  face  was  oval  and  pretty,  her  hair  dark  beneath  the 
little  cap,  and  her  bright  eyes  possessed  a  sly  freedom, 
which  triumphed  over  those  of  Robin. 

"  Major  Molineux  dwells  here,"  said  this  fair  woman. 

Now,  her  voice  was  the  sweetest  Robin  had  heard  that 
night,  the  airy  counterpart  of  a  stream  of  melted  silver ; 
yet  he  could  not  help  doubting  whether  that  sweet  voice 
spoke  Gospel  truth.  He  looked  up  and  down  the  mean 
street,  and  then  surveyed  the  house  before  which  they 
stood.  It  was  a  small,  dark  edifice  of  two  stories,  the 
second  of  which  projected  over  the  lower  floor;  and  the 
front  apartment  had  the  aspect  of  a  shop  for  petty 
commodities. 

**  Now  truly  1  am  in  luck,"  replied  Robin,  cunningly, 
"  and  so  indeed  is  my  kinsman,  the  major,  in  having  so 
pretty  a  housekeeper.  But  I  prithee  trouble  him  to  step 
to  the  door ;  I  will  deliver  him  a  message  from  his  friends 
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in  the  country,  and  then  go  hack  to  my  lodgings  at  ibe 
inn." 

**  Nay,  the  major  has  heen  a-hed  this  hour  or  more,** 
said  the  lady  of  the  scarlet  petticoat ;  **  and  it  would  be 
to  little  purpose  to  disturb  him  to-night,  seeing  his  even 
ing  draught  was  of  the  strongest.  But  he  is  a  kind- 
hearted  man,  and  it  would  be  as  much  as  my  life's 
worth  to  let  a  kinsman  of  his  turn  away  from  the  door. 
You  are  the  good  old  gentleman's  very  picture,  and  I 
could  swear  that  was  his  rainy-weather  hat.  Also  he 
has  garments  very  much  resembling  those  leather  small- 
clothes. But  come  in,  I  pray,  for  I  bid  you  hearty  wel- 
come in  his  name." 

So  saying,  the  fair  and  hospitable  dame  took  our  hero 
by  the  hand ;  and  the  touch  was  light,  and  the  force  was 
gentleness,  and  though  Robin  read  in  her  eyes  what  he 
did  not  hear  in  her  words,  yet  the  slender-waisted 
woman  in  the  scarlet  petticoat  proved  stronger  ^an  the 
athletic  country  youth.  She  had  drawn  his  half-willing 
footsteps  nearly  to  the  threshold,  when  the  opening  of  a 
door  in  the  neighborhood  startled  the  major's  house- 
keeper, and,  leaving  the  major's  kinsman,  she  vanished 
speedily  into  her  cwn  domicile.  A  heavy  yawn  preceded 
the  appearance  of  a  man,  who,  like  the  Moonshine  of 
Pyramus  and  Thisbe,  carried  a  lantern,  needlessly  aid- 
ing his  sister  luminary  in  the  heavens.  As  he  walked 
sleepily  up  the  street,  he  turned  his  broad,  dull  face  on 
Robin,  and  displayed  a  long  staff,  spiked  at  the  end. 

"  Home,  vagabond,  home ! "  said  the  watchman,  in 
accents  that  seemed  to  fall  asleep  as  soon  as  they  were 
uttered.  Home,  or  we'll  set  you  in  the  stocks,  by 
peep  of  day !  " 
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**  This  is  the  second  hint  of  the  kind,"  thought  Robin* 
**  I  wish  they  would  end  my  difficulties,  by  setting  me 
fliere  t»>-night" 

Nevertheless,  the  youth  felt  an  instinctive  antipathy 
towards  the  guardian  of  midnight  order,  which  at  first 
prevented  him  from  asking  his  usual  question.  But 
just  when  the  man  w««s  about  to  vanish  behind  the  cor- 
ner, Robin  resolved  not  to  lose  the  opportunity,  and 
shouted  lustily  after  him, — 

"  I  say,  friend  I  will  you  guide  me  to  the  house  of  my 
kinsman.  Major  Molineux?" 

The  watchman  made  no  reply,  but  turned  the  corner 
and  was  gone ;  yet  Robin  seemed  to  hear  the  sound  of 
drowsy  laughter  stealing  along  the  solitary  street.  At 
diat  moment,  also,  a  pleasant  titter  saluted  him  from  the 
open  window  above  his  head ;  he  looked  up,  and  caught 
the  sparkle  of  a  saucy  eye ;  a  round  arm  beckoned  to 
him,  and  next  he  heard  light  footsteps  descending  the 
staircase  within.  But  Robin,  being  of  the  household  of 
a  New  England  clergyman,  was  a  good  youth,  as  well 
as  a  shrewd  one;  so  he  resisted  temptation,  and  fled 
away. 

He  now  roamed  desperately,  and  at  random,  through 
the  town,  almost  ready  to  believe  that  a  spell  was  on 
him,  like  that  by  which  a  wizard  of  his  country  had  once 
kept  three  pursuers  wandering,  a  whole  winter  night, 
within  twenty  paces  of  the  cottage  which  they  sought 
The  streets  lay  before  him,  strange  and  desolate,  and  the 
lights  were  extmguished  in  almost  everj  house.  Twice, 
however,  little  parties  of  men,  among  whom  Robin  dis- 
tinguished individuals  in  outlandish  attire,  came  hurrying 
along;  but  though  on  both  occasions  they  paused  t^ 
17 
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address  him,  such  intercourse  did  not  at  all  enlighten  hm 
perplexity.  They  did  but  utter  a  few  words  in  some 
language  of  which  Robin  knew  nothing,  and  perceiving 
his  inability  to  answer,  bestowed  a  curse  upon  him  in  plain 
English,  and  hastened  away.  Finally,  the  lad  deter* 
mined  to  knock  at  the  door  of  every  mansion  that  nugii^ 
appear  worthy  to  be  occupied  by  his  kinsman,  trosting 
that  perseverance  would  overcome  the  fatality  that  bad 
hitherto  thwarted  him.  Firm  in  this  resolve,  he  was 
passing  beneath  the  walls  of  a  church,  which  formed  the 
comer  of  two  streets,  when,  as  he  turned  into  the  shade 
of  its  steeple,  he  encountered  a  bulky  stranger,  muffled 
in  a  cloak.  The  man  was  proceeding  with  the  speed  of 
earnest  business,  but  Robin  planted  himself  full  before 
him,  holding  the  oak  cudgel  with  both  hands  across  his 
body,  as  a  bar  to  further  passage. 

*'  Halt,  honest  man,  and  answer  me  a  question,"  said 
ne,  very  resolutely.  "  Tell  me,  this  instant,  whexeahouta 
is  the  dwelling  of  my  kinsman.  Major  Molineux ! " 

**  Keep  your  tongue  between  your  teeth,  fool,  and  let 
me  pass ! "  said  a  deep,  gruff  voice,  which  Robin  partly 
remembered.  **  Let  me  pass,  I  say,  or  I  '11  strike  you  to 
the  earth ! " 

*'No,  no,  neighbor!"  cried  Robin,  flourishing  his 
cudgel,  and  then  thrusting  its  larger  end  close  to  the 
man's  muffled  face.  **  No,  no,  I  'm  not  the  fool  you  take 
me  for,  nor  do  you  pass  till  I  have  an  answer  to  my 
question.  Whereabouts  is  the  dwelling  of  my  kinsman, 
Major  Molineux  ?  " 

The  stranger,  instead  of  attempting  to  force  his  paa- 
«ige,  stepped  back  into  the  moonlight,  unmuffled  his 
fftce,  ani  stared  full  into  that  of  Robin. 
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«  Watch  heie  an  hour,  and  Major  Molinenx  will  pasf 
by,"  said  he. 

Robin  gazed  wilh  dismay  and  astonishment  on  the 
unprecedented  physiognomy  of  the  speaker.  The  fore- 
head with  its  double  prominence,  the  broad  hooked  nose, 
the  shaggy  eyebrows,  and  fiery  eyes,  were  those  which 
he  had  noticed  at  the  inn,  but  the  man's  complexion  had 
undergone  a  singular,  or,  more  properly,  a  two-fold 
change.  One  side  of  the  face  blazed  an  intense  red, 
while  the  other  was  black  as  midnight,  the  division  line 
being  in  the  broad  bridge  of  the  nose ;  and  a  mouth  which 
seemed  to  extend  from  ear  to  ear  was  black  or  red,  in 
contrast  to  the  color  of  the  cheek.  The  effect  was  as 
if  two  individual  devils,  a  fiend  of  fire  and  a  fiend  of 
darkness,  had  united  themselves  to  form  this  infernal 
visage.  The  stranger  grinned  in  Robin's  face,  muffled 
his  parti-colored  features,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  a 
moment. 

"  Strange  things  we  travellers  see ! "  ejaculated  Robin. 

He  seated  himselfi  however,  upon  the  steps  of  the 
church-door,  resolving  to  wait  the  appointed  time  for  his 
kinsman.  A  few  moments  were  consumed  in  philosoph- 
ical speculations  upon  the  species  of  man  who  had  just 
left  him ;  but  having  settkd  this  point  shrewdly,  ration- 
ally, and  satisfactorily,  he  ^tis  compelled  to  look  else- 
where for  his  amusement.  And  first  he  threw  his  eyes 
along  the  street.  It  was  of  mere  respectable  appearance 
than  most  of  those  into  which  he  had  Ivandered,  and 
the  moon,  creating,  like  the  imaginative  power,  a  beau- 
tiful strangeness  in  familiar  objects,  <(ave  something  of 
romance  to  a  scene  that  might  not  bavp  possessed  it  m 
the  light  of  day.     The  irregular  and  of^^p  qi^tiiDi  Rr*hA* 
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teetuTL  of  the  houses,  some  of  ^ose  Toots  were  broken 
into  numerous  little  peaks,  while  others  ascended,  steep 
and  narrow,  into  a  single  point,  and  others  again  were 
square ;  the  pure  snow-white  of  some  of  their  complexions 
the  aged  darkness  of  others,  and  the  thousand  sparklings 
reflected  from  bright  substances  in  the  walls  of  many; 
these  matters  engaged  Robin's  attention  for  a  while,  and 
then  began  to  grow  wearisome.  Next  he  endeavored  to 
define  the  foime  of  distant  objects,  starting  away,  with 
almost  ghostly  indistinctness,  just  as  his  eye  appeared  to 
grasp  them ;  and  finally  he  took  a  minute  survey  of  an 
edifice  whidi  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street, 
directly  in  front  of  the  chuith-door,  where  he  was  sta- 
tioned. It  was  a  ktige,  square  mansion,  distinguished 
from  its  neighbors  l^  s  balcony,  vdiich  rested  oo  tall 
pillars,  and  by  an  elaborate  Gothic  wmdow,  conunwu- 
eating  therewith. 

<*  Perhaps  this  is  the  very  house  I  have  been  seeking.'* 
thought  Robin. 

Then  he  strove  to  speed  away  the  time,  by  listening 
to  a  murmur  which  swept  continually  along  the  street, 
yet  was  scarcely  audible,  except  to  an  unaccustomed  ear 
like  his ;  it  was  a  low,  dull,  dreamy  soimd,  compounded 
of  many  noises,  each  of  which  was  at  too  great  a  dis- 
tance to  be  separately  heard.  Robin  marvelled  at  this 
snore  of  a  sleeping  town,  and  marvelled  more  whenever 
its  continuity  was  broken  by  now  and  then  a  distant 
shout,  apparently  loud  where  it  originated.  But  alto« 
gether  it  was  a  sleep-inspiring  sound,  and,  to  shake  off 
its  drowsy  influence,  Robin  arose,  and  climbed  a  window- 
frame,  that  he  might  view  the  interior  of  the  church. 
There  the  moonbeams  came  trembling  in,  and  feU  dow9 
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Upon  the  deserted  pews,  and  extended  along  iiie  quiet 
aisles.  A  fainter  yet  more  awful  radiance  was  hover- 
ing around  the  pulpit,  and  one  solitary  ray  had  dared 
to  rest  upon  the  opened  page  of  the  great  Bible.  Had 
nature,  in  that  deep  hour,  become  a  worshipper  in  the 
house  which  man  had  builded?  Or  was  that  heavenly 
light  the  visible  sanctity  of  the  place,  —  visible  because  no 
sarthly  and  impure  feet  were  within  the  walls?  The 
scene  made  Robin's  heart  shiver  with  a  sensation  of  lone* 
liness  stronger  than  he  had  ever  felt  in  the  remotest 
depths  of  his  native  woods ;  so  he  turned  away,  and  sat 
down  again  before  the  door.  There  were  graves  around 
the  church,  and  now  an  uneasy  thought  obtruded  into 
Robin's  breast.  What  if  the  object  of  his  search,  whid' 
had  been  so  often  and  so  strangely  thwarted,  were  a' 
the  time  mouldering  in  his  shroud  ?  What  if  his  kino- 
laan  should  glide  throu^  yonder  gate,  andr  nod  and 
smile  to  him  in  dimly  passing  by  ? 

*•  O  that  any  breathing  thing  were  here  with  me !  * 
said  Robin. 

.  Recalling  his  thoughts  from  this  uncomfortable  track, 
he  sent  them  over  forest,  hill,  and  stream,  and  attempted 
to  imagine  how  that  evening  of  ambiguity  and  weari- 
ness had  been  spent  by  his  father's  household.  He 
pictured  them  assembled  at  the  door,  beneath  the  tree, 
the  great  old  tree,  which  had  been  spared  for  its  huge 
twisted  trunk,  and  venerable  shade,  when  a  thousand 
leafy  brethren  fell.  There,  at  the  going  down  of  the 
summer  sun,  it  was  his  father's  custom  to  perform 
domestic  worship,  that  the  neighbors  might  come  and 
|ttin  with  him  like  brothers  of  the  fam'ly,  and  that  the 
wayfaring  man  might  pause  to  drink  at  that  fcantain, 
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and  iceep  his  heart  pure  by  freshening  the  memory  of 
home,  fiobin  distinguished  the  seat  of  every  individual 
of  the  little  audience ;  he  saw  the  good  man  in  the 
midst,  aoiding  the  Scriptures  in  the  golden  light  that  feU 
arom  the  western  clouds ;  he  beheld  him  close  the  book 
and  all  rise  up  to  pray.  He  heard  the  old  thanksgivings 
for  daily  mercies,  the  old  supplications  for  their  continu- 
ance, to  which  he  had  so  often  listened  in  weariness, 
but  which  were  now  among  his  dear  remembrances.  He 
perceived  the  slight  inequality  of  his  father's  voice  when 
he  came  to  speak  of  the  absent  one ;  he  noted  how  hia 
mother  turned  her  face  to  the  broad  and  knotted  trunk ; 
how  his  elder  brother  scorned,  because  the  beard  was 
rough  upon  his  upper  lip,  to  permit  his  features  to 
be  moved;  how  the  jrounger  sister  drew  down  a  low 
hanging  branch  before  her  eyes  ;  and  how  the  little  one 
of  L  jl,  whose  sports  had  hitherto  broken  the  decorum  of 
the  scene,  understood  the  prayer  for  her  playmate,  and 
burst  into  clamorous  grief.  Then  he  saw  them  go  in  at 
the  door;  and  when  Robin  would  have  entered  also,  the 
latch  tinkled  into  its  place,  and  he  was  excluded  from 
nis  home. 

"  Am  I  here,  or  there  ?  "  cried  Robin,  starting ;  for  all 
at  once,  when  his  thoughts  had  become  visible  and  audi- 
ble in  a  dream,  the  long,  wide,  solitary  street  shone  out 
before  him. 

He  aroused  himself,  and  endeavored  to  fix  his  atten- 
tion  steadily  upon  the  large  edifice  which  he  had  surveyed 
before.  But  still  his  mind  kept  vibrating  between  fancy 
and  reality ;  by  turns,  the  pillars  of  the  boVony  length- 
ened into  the  tall,  bare  stems  of  pinos,  dwindled  down  to 
human  figures,  settled  again  into  their  true  shape  and 
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Bize,  and  then  commenced  a  new  succession  of  changes. 
For  a  single  moment,  when  he  deemed  himself  awake, 
he  could  have  sworn  that  a  visage  —  one  which  he  seemed 
to  rememher,  yet  could  not  absolutely  name  as  his  kins- 
man's— was  looking  towards  him  from  the  Gothic  win- 
dow. A  deeper  sleep  wrestled  with  and  nearly  overcame 
him,  but  fled  at  the  sound  of  footsteps  along  the  opposite 
pavement.  Robin  ruboed  his  eyes,  discerned  a  man 
passing  at  the  foot  of  the  balcony,  and  addressed  him  in 
a  loud,  peevish,  and  lamentable  cry. 

"  Hallo,  friend !  must  I  wait  here  all  night  for  my 
kinsman,  Major  Molineux  ?  " 

The  sleeping  echoes  awoke,  and  answered  the  voice ; 
and  the  passenger,  barely  able  to  discern  a  figure  sitting 
in  the  oblique  shade  of  the  steeple,  traversed  the  street 
to  obtain  a  nearer  view.  He  was  himself  a  gentleman 
m  his  prime,  of  open,  intelligent,  cheerful,  and  altogether 
prepossessing  countenance.  Perceiving  a  country  youth, 
apparently  homeless  and  without  friends,  he  accosted 
him  in  a  tone  of  real  kindness,  which  had  become  strange 
to  Robin's  ears. 

"Well,  my  good  lad,  why  are  you  sitting  here?" 
inquired  he.  "Can  I  be  of  service  to  you  in  any 
way?" 

"  f  am  afraid  not,  sir,"  replied  Robin,  despondingly ; 
*•  yet  I  shall  take  it  kindly,  if  you  'U  answer  me  a  single 
question.  I  Ve.  been  searching,  half  the  night,  for  one 
Major  Molineux ;  now,  sir,  is  there  really  such  a  person 
in  these  parts,  or  am  I  dreaming  ?" 

"Major  MDlineux!  The  name  is  not  alt)gether 
itrange  to  me^ '  said  the  gentleman,  smiling;.    "  HtMW 
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you  any  oljection  to  telling  me  the  nature  of  your  ban* 
r^isa  with  him  ?  " 

Then  Rohin  briefly  related  that  his  father  was  a  cler- 
gyman, settled  on  a  small  salary,  at  a  long  distance  back 
in  the  country,  and  tliat  he  and  Major  Molineux  were 
Mothers*  children.  The  major,  having  inherited  riches, 
and  acquired  civil  and  military  rank,  had  visited  his 
cousin,  in  great  pomp,  a  year  or  two  before ;  had  mani- 
fested much  interest  in  Robin  and  an  elder  brother,  and, 
being  childless  himself,  had  thrown  out  hints  respecting 
the  future  establishment  of  one  of  them  in  life.  The 
elder  brother  was  destined  to  succeed  to  the  farm  which 
his  father  cultivated  in  the  interval  of  sacred  duties  ;  it 
was  therefore  determined  that  Robin  should  profit  by  his 
kinsman's  generous  intentions,  especially  as  he  seemed 
to  be  rather  the  favorite,  and  was  thought  to  possess 
other  necessary  endowments. 

"For  ]  have  the  name  of  being  a  shrewd  youth,** 
observed  Robin,  in  this  part  of  his  story. 

••  I  doubt  not  you  deserve  it,"  replied  his  new  friend, 
good-naturedly ;  "  but  pray  proceed." 

*'  Well,  sir,  being  nearly  eighteen  years  old,  and  well- 
grown,  as  you  see,"  continued  Robin,  drawing  himself 
up  to  his  full  height,  "  I  thought  it  high  time  to  begin 
the  world.  So  my  mother  and  sister  put  me  in  band- 
some  trim,  and  my  father  gave  me  half  the  remnant  of 
his  last  year's  salary,  and  five  days  ago  1  started  for  this 
place,  to  pay  the  major  a  visit  But,  would  you  believe 
it,  sir !  1  crossed  the  ferry  a  little  after  dark,  and  have 
yet  found  nobody  that  would  show  me  the  way  to  his 
dwelling ;  —  only,  an  hour  or  two  since,  I  was  told  to 
wait  here,  and  Major  Moljneux  wo^ld  pass  by." 
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•  Can  you  describe  the  man  who  told  you  this?'* 
inquired  the  gentleman. 

*•  O,  he  was  a  very  ill-fiivored  fellow,  sir,"  replied 
Robin,  **  with  two  great  bumps  on  his  forehead,  a  hook 
nose,  fiery  eyes,  —  and,  what  struck  me  as  the  strangest, 
his  face  was  of  two  different  colors.  Do  yo»i  happen  to 
know  such  a  man,  sir  ?  " 

"Not  intimately,"  answered  the  stranger,  "but  . 
chanced  to  meet  him  a  little  time  previous  to  your 
stopping  me.  I  believe  you  may  trust  his  word,  and 
that  the  major  will  very  shortly  pass  through  this  street. 
In  the  mean  time,  as  I  have  a  singular  curiosity  to  wit* 
ness  your  meeting,  I  will  sit  down  here  upon  the  steps, 
and  bear  you  company." 

He  seated  himself  accordingly,  and  soon  engaged  his 
companion  in  animated  discourse.  It  was  but  of  brief 
continuance,  however,  for  a  noise  of  shouting,  which  had 
long  been  remotely  audible,  drew  so  much  nearer  that 
Robin  inquired  its  cause. 

"  What  may  be  the  meaning  of  this  uproar  ? "  asked 
he.  "  Truly,  if  your  town  be  always  as  noisy,  I  shall 
find  little  sleep,  while  I  am  an  inhabitant." 

"  Why,  indeed,  friend  Robin,  there  do  appear  to  be 
three  or  four  ri:>tous  fellows  abroad  to-night,"  replied  the 
gentleman  "  You  must  not  expect  all  the  stillness  of 
your  nati\e  woods,  here  in  our  streets.  But  the  watch 
will  shortly  be  at  the  heels  of  ihese  lads,  and  — " 

"  Ay,  and  set  them  in  the  stocks  by  peep  of  day,'* 
interruptea  Robin,  recollecting  his  own  encounter  with 
the  drowsy  lantern-bearer.  "But,  dear  sir,  if  I  may 
trust  my  ears,  an  army  of  watchmen  would  never  make 
Head  against  such  4  multitude  of  rioters.     There  wer^ 
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at  least  a  thousand  voices  went  up  to  make  ihat  OM 
shout."  ' 

**  May  not  a  man  have  several  voices,  Robin,  as  well 
as  two  complexions  ?  "  said  his  friend. 

**  Perhaps  a  man  may ;  but  Heaven  forbid  that  a 
woman  should ! "  responded  the  shrewd  youth,  thinking 
of  the  seductive  tones  of  the  major's  housekeeper. 

The  sounds  of  a  trumpet  in  some  neighboring  street 
now  became  so  evident  and  continual,  that  Kobin's  curi- 
osity was  strongly  excited.  In  addition  to  the  shout:>« 
he  heard  frequent  bursts  from  .  many  instruments  of 
discord,  and  a  wild  and  ronfused  laughter  filled  up  the 
intervals.  Robin  rose  from  the  steps,  and  looked  wist« 
fully  towards  a  point  whither  several  people  seemed  to 
be  hastening. 

*•  Surely  some  prodigious  merry-making  is  going  on,* 
exclaimed  he.  *'  I  have  laughed  very  little  since  I  left 
home,  sir,  and  should  be  sorry  to  lose  an  opportunity. 
Shall  we  step  round  the  comer  by  that  darkish  house, 
and  take  our  share  of  the  fun  ?  " 

'*  Sit  down  again,  sit  down,  good  Robin,"  replied  the 
gentleman,  laying  his  hand  on  the  skirt  of  the  gray 
coat.  "You  forget  that  we  must  wait  here  for  your 
kinsman;  and  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  he  will 
lass  by,  in  the  course  of  a  very  few  moments." 

The  near  approach  of  the  uproar  had  now  disturbed 
(he  neighborhood ;  windows  flew  open  on  all  sides ;  and 
nany  heads,  in  the  attire  of  the  pillow,  and  confused  by 
rtleep  suddenly  broken,  were  protruded  to  the  gaze  of 
whoever  had  leisure  to  observe  them.  Eager  voices 
hailed  each  other  from  house  to  house,  all  demanding 
■ibe  exnlanation,  which  not  a  soul  could   give.    Half- 
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ilress.tsd  men  hurried  towards  die  unknown  commotion 
stumbling  as  they  went  over  the  stone  steps,  that  thrast 
themselves  into  the  narrow  foot-walk.  The  shouts,  the 
aughter,  and  the  tuneless  bray,  the  antipodes  of  music 
came  onwards  with  increasing  din,  till  scattered  indi 
nduals,  and  then  aenser  bodies,  began  to  appear  nfund 
a  comer  at  the  distance  of  a  hundred  yards. 

"  Will  you  recognize  your  kinsman,  if  he  passes  m 
this  crowd  ?  "  inquired  the  gentleman. 

"Indeed,  I  can't  warrant  it,  sir;  but  I'll  take  my 
stand  here,  and  keep  a  bright  look-out,"  answered  Robin, 
descending  to  the  outer  edge  of  the  pavement. 

A  mighty  stream  of  people  now  emptied  mto  the 
street,  and  came  rolling  slowly  towards  the  church.  A 
single  horseman  wheeled  the  comer  in  the  midst  of 
them,  and  close  behind  him  came  a  band  of  fearful 
wind-instruments,  sending  forth  a  fresher  discord,  now 
that  no  intervening  buildings  kept  it  from  the  ear.  Then 
a  redder  light  disturbed  the  moonbeams,  and  a  dense 
multitude  of  torches  shone  along  the  street,  concealing, 
by  their  glare,  whatever  object  they  illuminated.  The 
single  horseman,  clad  in  a  military  dress,  and  bearing  a 
drawn  sword,  rode  onward  as  the  leader,  and,  by  his 
erce  and  variegated  countenance,  appeared  like  war 
personified  :  the  red  of  one  cheek  was  an  emblem  of  fire 
and  sword;  the  blackness  of  the  other  betokened  the 
roouming  that  attends  them.  In  his  train  were  wild 
figures  in  the  Indian  dress,  and  many  fantastic  shapes 
without  a  model,  giving  the  whole  march  a  visionary 
air,  as  if  a  dream  had  broken  forth  from  some  feverish 
brain,  and  were  sweeping  visibly  through  the  midnight 
streets.   A  mass  of  people,  inactive,  except  as  applauding 
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speetalofs,  hemmed  the  processioii  in;  and  tevenu 
women  ran  along  the  side-walk,  piercing  the  confusion 
of  heaTier  sounds  with  their  shrill  voices  of  mirth  oi 
tenor* 

*The  double-&ced  fellow  has  his  eye  upon  me/* 
mattered  Robin,  with  an  indefinite  but  an  uncomfortable 
idea  that  he  was  himself  to  bear  a  part  in  the  pageantry. 

The  leader  turned  himself  in  the  saddle,  and  fixed  his 
glance  full  upon  the  country  youth,  as  the  steed  went 
slowly  by.  When  Robin  had  freed  his  eyes  from  those 
fiery  ones,  the  musicians  were  passing  before  him,  and 
the  torches  were  close  at  hand ;  but  the  unsteady  bright- 
ness of  the  latter  formed  a  veil  which  he  could  not 
penetrate.  The  rattling  of  wheels  over  the  stones  some- 
times found  its  way  to  his  ear,  and  confused  traces  of  a 
human  form  appeared  at  intervals,  and  then  melted  into 
the  vivid  light.  A  moment  more,  and  the  leader  thun* 
dered  a  command  to  halt:  the  trumpets  vomited  a 
horrid  breath,  and  then  held  their  peace ;  the  shouts  ana 
laughter  of  the  people  died  away,  and  there  remained 
only  a  universal  hum,  allied  to  silence.  Right  before 
Robin's  eyes  was  an  uncovered  cart.  There  the  torche% 
blazed  the  brightest,  there  the  moon  shone  out  like  day, 
and  there,  in  tar-and-feathery  dignity,  sat  his  kinsman 
Major  Molineux ! 

He  was  an  elderly  man,  of  lai^  and  majestic  person 
and  strong,  square  features,  betokening  a  steady  soul ;  but 
stec.  ly  as  it  was,  his  enemies  had  found  means  to  shake 
It.  His  face  was  pale  as  death,  and  far  more  ghastly ; 
the  broad  forehead  was  contracted  in  his  agony,  so  that 
his  eyebrows  formed  one  grizzled  line ;  his  eyes  wers 
led  and  wild,  and  the  foam  hung  white  upon  his  quifei* 
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ung  lip.  His  whole  frame  was  agfitated  by  a  quick  and 
continual  tremor,  which  hi«»  nriHe  ftfrore  to  quell,  cTen 
in  those  circumstances  of  overwhelming  humiliation. 
But  ne»*hans  the  bitterest  pang  of  all  was  when  bis  eyes 
met  those  of  Robin ;  for  he  evidently  knew  him  on  the 
in&tant,  as  the  youth  stood  witnessing  the  foul  disgrace 
of  a  head  grown  gray  in  honor.  They  stared  at  each 
other  in  silence,  and  Robin's  knees  shook,  and  his  hair 
bristled,  with  a  mixture  of  pity  and  terror.  Soon,  how- 
ever, a  bewildering  excitement  began  to  seize  upon  his 
mind :  the  preceding  adventures  of  the  night,  the  unex- 
pected appearance  of  the  crowd,  the  torches,  the  confused 
din  and  the  hush  that  followed,  the  spectre  of  his  kins- 
man reviled  by  that  great  multitude, — all  this,  and,  more 
than  all,  a  perception  of  tremendous  ridicule  in  the  whole 
scene,  affected  him  with  a  sort  of  mental  inebriety.  At 
&at  moment  a  voice  of  sluggish  merriment  saluted  Robin'ji 
ears  ;  he  turned  instinctively,  and  just  behind  the  comer 
of  the  church  stood  the  lantern-bearer,  rubbing  his  eyes, 
and  drowsily  enjoying  the  lad's  amazement.  Then  he 
heard  a  peal  of  laughter  like  the  ringing  of  silvery  bells ; 
a  woman  twitched  his  arm,  a  saucy  eye  met  his,  and 
he  saw  the  lady  of  the  scarlet  petticoat.  A  sharp,  dry 
cachinnation  appealed  to  his  memory,  and,  standing  on 
tiptoe  in  the  crowd,  willi  his  white  apron  over  his  head, 
he  beheld  the  courteous  little  innkeeper.  And  lastly, 
there  sailed  over  the  heads  of  the  multitude  a  great, 
broad  laugh,  broken  in  the  midst  by  two  sepulchral 
hems;  thus,  "Haw,  haw,  haw, — hem,  hem, — haw, 
haw,  haw,  haw !  *' 

The  sound  proceeded  from  the  balcony  of  the  opposite 
edifice,  and  thither  Robin  turned  his  eves.    In  front  of 
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(he  Gothic  window  stood  the  old  citl*zen,  wmpoed  in  r 
wide  gown,  his  gray  periwig  exchanged  for  a  night-cap, 
which  was.  thrust  back  from  his  forehead,  and  his  silk 
stockings  hanging  about  his  legs.  He  supported  himself 
on  his  polished  cane  in  a  fit  of  convulsive  merriment 
which  n  manifested  itself  on  his  solemn  old  features  lilir 
a  funny  inscription  on  a  tomb-stone.  Then  Robip 
seemed  to  hcai  the  voices  of  tlie  barbers,  of  the  guests 
of  the  inn,  and  of  all  who  had  made  sport  of  hun  that 
night.  The  contagion  was  spreading  among  the  multi- 
taae,  when,  all  at  once,  it  seized  upon  Kobm^  and^  he 
sent  forth  a  shout  of  laughter  that  echoed  through  the 
street ;  —  every  man  shook  his  sides,  every  man  emptied 
his  lungs,  but  Robin's  shout  was  the  loudest  there.  The 
cloud-spirits  peeped  from  their  silvery  islands,  as  th€ 
congregated  mirth  went  roaring  up  the  sky !  The  Mav 
in  the  Moon  heard  the  far  bellow ;  "  Oho,"  quoth  he 
"  the  old  earth  is  frolicksome  to-night ! " 

When  there  was  a  momentary  calm  in  that  tempesta 
ous  sea  of  sound,  the  leader  gave  the  sign,  the  procession 
resumed  its  march.  On  they  went,  like  fiends  that 
throng  in  mockery  around  some  dead  potentate,  mighty 
no  more,  but  majestic  still  in  his  agony.  On  they  went, 
in  counterfeited  pomp,  in  senseless  uproar,  in  frenzied 
merriment,  trampling  all  on  an  old  man's  heart.  On 
swept  the  tumult,  and  left  a  silent  street  behind. 

**  Well,  Robin,  are  you  dreaming  ?  "  inquired  the  gen- 
tleman, laying  his  hand  on  the  youth's  shoulder. 

Robin  started,  and  withdrew  his  arm  from  the  stone 
post  to  which  he  had  instinctively  clung,  as  the  living 
ttream  roUetl  by  him.     Ilis  cheek  was  somewhat  pale 
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and  his  eye  not  quite  as  lively  as  in  the  earlier  part  of 
the  evening. 

"  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  show  me  the  way  to  the 
ferry  ?  "  said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause. 

*<  You  have,  then,  adopted  a  new  subject  of  inquiry  ?  " 
observed  his  companion,  with  a  smile. 

"  Why,  yes,  sir," replied  Robin,  rather  dryly.  "  Thanks 
to  you,  and  to  ray  other  friends,  I  have  at  last  met  my 
kinsman,  and  he  will  scarce  desire  to  see  my  face  again. 
I  begin  to  grow  weary  of  a  town  life,  sir.  Will  you 
show  me  the  way  to  the  ferry  ?  " 

"  No,  my  good  friend  Robin,  —  not  to-night,  at  least," 
said  the  gentleman.  "  Some  few  days  hence,  if  you 
wish  it,  I  will  speed  you  on  your  journey.  Or,  if  you 
prefer  to  remain  with  us,  perhaps,  as  you  are  a  shrewd 
youth,  you  may  rise  in  the  world  without  the  help  of 
your  kinsman.  Major  Molineux." 
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